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INTRODUCTION 


In May or June, 1902, when Butler was on his death-bed 
in London, he said to his friend, Festing Jones, after confessing 
that he felt better and not at all like dying: “Of course, it 
will be all wrong if I do get well. For there is my literary 
position to be considered. First 1 write Erewhon —that is my 
opening subject; then, after modulating freely through all my 
other books and the music and so on, I return gracefully to 
my original key and write Erewhon Revisited . Obviously, 
now is the proper moment to come to a full close, make my 
bow and retire." 

Meredith, as “ reader" for Chapman and Hall turned Erewhon 
down, yet it was the only one of Butler's books published 
during his life-time which made any money; his profits from 
it amounted to £62 10s. rod. The first edition (Triibner 1872) 
was sold in about three weeks. “You forget one charm which 
Erewhon had, but which none of your other books can have," 
a friend once said to him years afterwards, “the sound of a 
new voice and of an unknown voice." Butler himself was 
inclined to attribute its success entirely to its anonymity. 

At the time he was writing Erewhon he regarded writing 
as subsidiary to the real business of his life, which was painting. 
“I did not want to write Erewhon ," he said afterwards; “1 
wanted to go on painting and found it an abominable nuisance 
being dragged willy-nilly into writing it. So with all my 
books—the subjects were never of my own choosing; they 
pressed themselves upon me with more force than I could 
resist. If I had not liked the subjects I would have kicked 
and nothing would have got me to do them at all. As I did 
like the subjects and the books came and said they were to be 
written, I grumbled a little and wrote them." 

The germs of Erewhon are to be found in a letter which he 
contributed to The Press in New Zealand, called “Darwin 
among the Machines" (1863), in “LucubratioEbria," also con¬ 
tributed to that paper and sent from England (1865), and 
in an article published in The Reasoner (1865) called “The 

vii 
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World of the Unborn/' This was all that was written of 
Erewhon before 1870. Its local colour he took from New 
Zealand, with the exception of the description of the Ere- 
whonian plain which is reminiscent of the plain of Lombardy 
seen from the Italian Alps. 

The success of Erewhon made his friend, Miss Savage, urge 
him to write a novel; she had admired the drawing of Higgs’s 
character and the excellence of the opening descriptive chap¬ 
ters. But Butler knew that he could only use the novel as a 
peg on which to hang everything he had a mind to say, and 
after its publication he felt, as he always did after finishing a 
book, as though he could never write another: "I had 
written all I had to say; indeed, if I had another page of 
matter in me it would have gone into Erewhon. Nevertheless 
a little later his pamphlet on the Resurrection (1865) began to 
grow slowly into The Fair Haven ; and for it he wrote a short 
biography of the imaginary author—perhaps to please Miss 
Savage, but also to test for himself whether or no he would 
ever be likely to succeed with a novel. This biographical 
sketch (it is most amusing) and The Way of All Flesh , post¬ 
humously published, are his only attempts at the novel proper, 
for Erewhon belongs to the same class of fiction as Gulliver's 
Travels ; those books in which an imaginary civilization is 
used as a device for criticizing our own. This is also true of 
Erewhon Revisited , into which, however, Butler allowed more 
of his personal sentiments and preferences to enter, 

Erewhon stands very high indeed in that class. In no 
other book of its kind is the reader more completely persuaded 
into sharing the hero’s preliminary adventures and subsequent 
bewilderments; while Higgs himself is exactly the right hero 
for such adventures and for the author's ironic purposes. He 
is drawn as “earnest" and “shockable," yet he is, in spite of 
an ample share of practical timidity, courageous and straight¬ 
forward enough to win our sympathy. Higgs is a middle- 
class Englishman of the Robinson Crusoe type, “ deeply tainted 
with priggishness in his early years, but in great part freed 
from it by the sweet uses of adversity"; he is Butler himself, 
as he was in his youth, or rather Butler as he saw himself in 
retrospect. The proselytizing impulse is as strong in him as 
it was in the youthful Butler, and it is crossed, as it was in 
Butler himself, with a puzzled, reluctant admiration of the 
very people it was his duty to convert. Ernest in The 
Way of all Flesh felt the same perplexity. His friend 
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Townley was a lost soul, and yet Ernest found that he liked 
and respected him more than anyone else. Higgs's unconscious 
scepticism not only betrays itself in this admiration for those 
who would certainly in his opinion be damned, but peeps out 
in such phrases as that which closes the admirable description 
of his tumbling descent down the farther side of the range: “I 
had indeed a hairbreadth escape; but, as luck would have it, 
Providence was on my side. 1 ' 

Butler considered himself primarily as a philosopher. His 
hope of continuing to live after his death in the minds of 
men, rested upon the value of his ideas. Towards the end 
of The Note Books , he entered under the heading “My Work” 
what he considered the most valuable “finds” in each of his 
books. A list of seventeen items opens thus: 

(1) The emphazising the analogies between crime and 
disease. (Erewhon). 

(2) The emphasizing also the analogies between the 
development of the organs of our bodies and of those which 
are not incorporate with our bodies and which we call tools 
or machines. (Erewhon and Luck or Cunning ?) 

(3) The clearing up the history of the events in connection 
with the death, or rather crucifixion, of Jesus Christ; and a 
reasonable explanation, first, of the belief on the part of the 
founders of Christianity that their master had risen from the 
dead, and, secondly, of what might follow from belief in a 
single supposed miracle. (The Evidence of the Resurrection of 
Jesus Christ, The Fair Haven, and Erewhon Revisited.) 

The first of Butler's “finds” has become part of the twen¬ 
tieth-century man's stock of common ideas. The analogy 
between crime and disease has begun to affect even jurispru¬ 
dence, while the obverse side of that analogy, the ethical value 
of health, good-looks, and happiness is so much stressed in 
modem fiction, and the sacrifice of such goods to virtue so 
often satirized in it, that it is hard for the contemporary 
reader to realize Butler's subversive originality. Nor is the 
Erewhonians’ dread of becoming the mere parasites of their 
own machines likely to seem to him at all a wild idea; that 
technology goes on developing independently of human well¬ 
being, and that men may easily become the slaves of their 
own inventions is now a familiar misgiving. Butler's ideas 
are therefore “in the air"; and when we use that phrase we 
mean that they are where Butler wanted them to be—in the 
papers and in other people’s books. 
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In Erewhon Revisited , which is partly a satire on the Res- 
snrrection (this is not the best portion of the book) and partly 
a scrap-book of his later ideas, Butler's doctrine of immortality 
is expounded. When in 1895 he delivered his address upon 
“How to make the Best of Life," he found himself speaking 
rather of how to make the best of death. To him the questions 
were the same. 

“ Our life, then, in this world is, to natural religion as much 
as to revealed, a period of probation. The use we make of 
it is to settle how far we are to enter into another, and whether 
that other is to be a heaven of just affection or a hell of righteous 
condemnation." (Humour of Homer, etc., p. 147.) 

The life that is lived after death in the thought and actions 
of posterity was the only form of life after death he conceived 
as possible, and as the only one which should be desired. 
When he speaks of the kingdom of heaven, it is always of 
this vicarious existence that he is thinking. He thought 
the Kingdom of Heaven so important that he often played 
with the idea that life itself was only a process of being 
bom. The chapter in Erewhon Revisited which contains Dr. 
Gurgoyle's sermon is perhaps the fullest exposition of Butler's 
view of the relative importance of the two lives we lead, 
the one we live in our own persons and that other which we 
live both before “our reputed death and after it in other 
people." The second, he held to be “as essential a factor 
of our complete life as the first is, and sometimes more so." 
“Those," he argued, “who make the life of a man reside 
within his body, are like one who should mistake the carpenter's 
tool-box for the carpenter." “Life resides, not in bodily 
organs, but in the power to use them and in the use that is 
made of them; that is to say, in the work they do." 

If therefore A has influenced B's thoughts, A has been 
living in B. The fact that A may not be conscious of this 
makes no difference to the truth of the statement. While 
living in his own person, a man is not conscious of all his 
vital actions, of the beating of his heart as long as it is normal, 
of his breathing, digestion, or growth, yet no one will say that 
these are not actions of a living agent. “The part of our 
bodily life that enters into our consciousness is very small as 
compared with that of which we have no consciousness; and 
therefore the fact that we are unconscious of our life in others 
does not make it any the less ours." We leave our will-power 
and some of us leave our thoughts behind us in very efficient 



INTRODUCTION 


sd 


operation, thus, he argues, we may be literally said to continue 
to live after our bodies are dust. The fallacy of this argument 
lies in the first place in defining a living organism merely as 
that which acts on something else, a definition which does 
not distinguish it from mechanisms or indeed from any other 
thing; and secondly in identifying "the power to use bodily 
organs" with "the use which is made of them." According 
to Butler, it would be a man's "life" which lives in a dock 
he had just wound up before he died, and as long as the clock 
went it would be absurd to talk of him as quite dead. But 
he is on firmer ground when in Erewhon Revisited , he makes 
Dr. Gurgoyle say in his sermon upon Sunchildism that "the 
assurance of fair fame after death is a truer consolation to 
the dying, a truer comfort to surviving friends, and a more 
real incentive to good conduct in this life, than any of the 
consolations or incentives falsely fathered upon the Sunchild." 
It is certainly true that many have " unhesitatingly laid down 
their lives to escape unfelt infamy in the hell of men's 
contempt." 

One of the influences which proceed most powerfully from 
Samuel Butler's writings is this heed for the "life" which is 
lived vicariously in others, and a sense of the unity of man¬ 
kind. To him it seemed that God cared little for the in¬ 
dividual but a great deal for the race; to recognize therefore 
that you are living in the " karma " of others, and in turn should 
contribute to that common heritage, was the secret of living 
fully. His scientific and philosophical investigations led him 
to the conclusion that the apparent separateness of individuals 
themselves, let alone of their interests, was more or less a 
delusion, and that the greater part of every one was, in the 
most accurate sense of the word, common to all. This common 
element was God; and to love God was, for the ordinary man, 
not a matter of contemplation or a personal relation, but 
"to have good health, good looks, good sense, experience, a 
kindly nature and a fair balance of cash in hand "; while for 
the exceptional man, it meant contributing to the utmost of 
his power to the common heritage of mankind. Samuel Butler 
was thus an earlier prophet of that Evolutionary Religion 
which is being preached by Shaw and Wells. 

DESMOND MacCARTHY* 
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EREWHON 

** tou y&p tlvai SokoOvtos ayaffou x&P lv Tfdvra Tpdrrovffi 
irdvre s.” —ARIST. Pol. 

**There is no action save upon a balance of 
considerations."— Paraphrase . 




PREFACE TO FIRST EDITION 

(1872) 


The Author wishes it to be understood that Erewhon is pro¬ 
nounced as a word of three syllables, all short, thus, £-rg-wh6n. 


PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION 

Having been enabled by the kindness of the public to get 
through an unusually large edition of Erewhon in a very 
short time, I have taken the opportunity of a second edition 
to make some necessary corrections, and to add a few passages 
where it struck me that they would be oppropriately introduced; 
the passages are few, and it is my fixed intention never to 
touch the work again. 

I may perhaps be allowed to say a word or two here in 
reference to The Coming Race , to the success of which book 
Erewhon has been very generally set down as due. This is a 
mistake, though a perfectly natural one. The fact is that 
Erewhon was finished, with the exception of the last twenty 
pages and a sentence or two inserted from time to time here 
arid there throughout the book, before the first advertisement of 
The Coming Race appeared. A friend having called my attention 
to one of the first of these advertisements, and suggesting that 
it probably referred to a work of similar character to my own, 
I took Erewhon to a well-known firm of publishers on the 
1 st of May 1871, and left it in their hands for consideration. 
I then went abroad, and on learning that the publishers alluded 
to declined the MS., I let it alone for six or seven months, 
and, being in an out-of-the-way part of Italy, never saw a 
single review of The Coming Race, nor a copy of the work. 
On my return, I purposely avoided looking into it until I had 
sent back my last revises to the printer. Then I had much 
pleasure in reading it, but was indeed surprised at the many 
little points of similarity between the two books, in spite of 
their entire independence of one another. 

3 
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I regret that reviewers have in some cases been inclined to 
treat the chapters on Machines as an attempt to reduce Mr. 
Darwin's theory to an absurdity. Nothing could be further 
from my intention, and few things would be more distasteful 
to me than any attempt to laugh at Mr. Darwin; but I must 
own that 1 have myself to thank for the misconception, for I 
felt sure that my intention would be missed, but preferred not 
to weaken the chapters by explanation, and knew very well 
that Mr. Darwin’s theory would take no harm. The only 
question in my mind was how far 1 could afford to be mis¬ 
represented as laughing at that for which I have the most 
profound admiration. I am surprised, however, that the book 
at which such an example of the specious misuse of analogy 
would seem most naturally levelled should have occurred to 
no reviewer; neither shall I mention the name of the book 
here, though I should fancy that the hint given will suffice. 

I have been held by some whose opinions I respect to have 
denied men’s responsibility for their actions. He who does this 
is an enemy who deserves no quarter. I should have imagined 
that I had been sufficiently explicit, but have made a few 
additions to the chapter on Malcontents, which will, I think, 
serve to render further mistake impossible. 

An anonymous correspondent (by the handwriting presumably 
a clergyman) tells me that in quoting from the Latin grammar 
I should at any rate have done so correctly, and that I should 
have written “agricolas” instead of “agricolae.” He added 
something about any boy in the fourth form, etc. etc., which 
I shall not quote, but which made me very uncomfortable. 
It may be said that I must have misquoted from design, from 
ignorance, or by a slip of the pen; but surely in these days it 
will be recognized as harsh to assign limits to the all-embracing 
boundlessness of truth, and it will be more reasonably assumed 
that each of the three possible causes of misquotation must have 
had its share in the apparent blunder. The art of writing things 
that shall sound right and yet be wrong has made so many 
reputations, and affords comfort to such a large number of readers, 
that I could not venture to neglect it; the Latin grammar, how¬ 
ever, is a subject on which some of the younger members of 
the community feel strongly, so I have now written " agricolas.” 
I have also parted with the wofd “ infortuniam ” (though not 
without regret), but have not dared to meddle with other 
similar inaccuracies. 

Fox the inconsistencies in the book, and I am aware that 
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there are not a few, I must ask the indulgence of the reader. 
The blame, however, lies chiefly with the Erewhonians them¬ 
selves, for they were really a very difficult people to understand. 
The most glaring anomalies seemed to afford them no intellectual 
inconvenience; neither, provided they did not actually see the 
money dropping out of their pockets, nor suffer immediate 
physical pain, would they listen to any arguments as to the 
waste of money and happiness which their folly caused them. 
But this had an effect of which I have little reason to complain, 
for I was allowed almost to call them life-long self-deceivers 
to their faces, and they said it was quite true, but that it did 
not matter. 

I must not conclude without expressing my most sincere 
thanks to my critics and to the public for the leniency and 
consideration with which they have treated my adventures. 

June 9,1872. 



PREFACE TO THE REVISED EDITION 

My publisher wishes me to say a few words about the genesis of 
the work, a revised and enlarged edition of which he is herewith 
laying before the public. 1 therefore place on record as much as 
I can remember on this head after a lapse of more than thirty years. 

The first part of Erewhon written was an article headed “ Darwin 
among the Machines” and signed Cellarius. It was written in 
the Upper Rangitata district of the Canterbury Province (as it 
then was) of New Zealand , and appeared at Christchurch in the 
Press newspaper, June 13,1863. A copy of this article is indexed 
under my books in the British Museum catalogue. In passing, 1 
may say that the opening chapters of Erewhon were also drawn 
from the Upper Rangitata district, with such modifications as 1 
found convenient. 

A second article on the same subject as the one just referred to 
appeared in the Press shortly after the first, but 1 have no copy. 
It treated Machines from a different point of view, and was the 
basis of pp. 270-274 1 of the present edition of Erewhon. This 
view ultimately led me to the theory I put forward in Life and 
Habit, published in November 1877. J l iave P ui a b are outline 
of this theory (which 1 believe to be quite sound) into the mouth 
of an Erewhonian philosopher in Chapter XXVII of this book. 

In 1865 I rewrote and enlarged "Darwin among the Machines” 
for the Reasoner, a paper published in London by Mr. G. J. 
Holyoake. It appeared July 1, 1865, under the heading, <( The 
Mechanical Creation,” and can be seen in the British Museum. 
I again rewrote and enlarged it, till it assumed the form in which 
it appeared in the first edition of Erewhon. 

The next part of Erewhon that I wrote was u The World of the 
Unborn,” a preliminary form of which was sent to Mr. Holyoake 9 s 
paper, but as 1 cannot find it among those copies of the Reasoner 
that are in the British Museum, I conclude that it was not accepted. 
I have , however, rather a strong fancy that it appeared in some 
London paper of the same character as the Reasoner, not very 
long after July 1 ,1865, but I have no copy. 

I also wrote about this time the substance of what ultimately 
1 See pp. x6o~x6a of the present volume. 
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became “ The Musical Banks,” and the trial of a man for being in 
a consumption. These four detached papers were, 1 believe, all 
that was written of Erewhon before 1870. Between 1865 and 
1870 1 wrote hardly anything, being hopeful of attaining that 
success as a painter which it has not been vouchsafed me to attain; 
but in the autumn of 1870, just as I was beginning to get occasionally 
hung at Royal Academy exhibitions, my friend, the late Sir F. N . 
(then Mr.) Broome, suggested to me that 1 should add somewhat 
to the articles 1 had already written, and string them together into 
a book. 1 was rather fired by the idea, but as I only worked at 
the MS. on Sundays it was some months before 1 had completed it. 

1 see from my second Preface that 1 took the book to Messrs. 
Chapman 6* Hall, May 1, 1871, and on their rejection of it, 
under the advice of one who has attained the highest rank among 
living writers, 1 let it sleep, till I took it to Mr. Triibner early in 
1872. As regards its rejection by Messrs. Chapman & Hall, I 
believe their reader advised them quite wisely. They told me he 
reported that it was a philosophical work, little likely to be popular 
with a large circle of readers. 1 hope that if 1 had been their 
reader, and the book had been submitted to myself, I should have 
advised them to the same effect. 

Erewhon appeared with the last day or two of March 1872. 1 

attribute its unlooked-for success mainly to two early favourable 
reviews—the first in the Pall Mall Gazette of April 12, and the 
second in the Spectator of April 20. There was also another came. 
1 was complaining once to a friend that though Erewhon had met 
with such a warm reception, my subsequent books had been all of 
them practically still-born. He said, “ You forget one charm that 
Erewhon had, but which none of your other books can haver 
1 asked, What? and was answered, “The sound of a new voice, 
and of an unknown voice.” 

The first edition of Erewhon sold in about three weeks; 1 had 
not taken moulds, and as the demand was strong, it was set up 
again immediately. I made a few unimportant alterations and 
additions, and added a Preface, of which I cannot say that I am 
particularly proud, but an inexperienced writer with a head some¬ 
what turned by unexpected success is not to be trusted with a preface. 
1 made, a few further very trifling alterations before moulds were 
taken, but since the summer of 1872, as new editions were from 
time to time wanted, they have been printed from stereos then made. 

Having now, 1 fear, at too great length done what 1 was asked 
to do, I should like to add a few words on my own account. 1 
am still fairly well satisfied with those parts of Erewhon that 
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were repeatedly rewritten, but from those that had only a single 
writing I would gladly cut out some forty or fifty pages if I could. 

This, however, may not be, for the copyright will probably expire 
in a little over twelve years . It was necessary, therefore, to revise 
the book throughout for literary inelegancies—of which I found 
many more than I had expected—and also to make such substantial 
additions as should secure a new lease of life—at any rate for the 
copyright. If, then, instead of cutting out, say, fifty pages, 1 
have been compelled to add about sixty invita Minerva —the blame 
rests neither with my publisher nor with me, but with the copy¬ 
right laws. Nevertheless, I can assure the reader that, though 1 
have found it an irksome task to take up work which l thought I 
had got rid of thirty years ago, and much of which 1 am ashamed 
of, 1 have done my best to make the new matter savour so much 
of the better portions of the old, that none but the best critics shall 
perceive at what places the gaps of between thirty and forty years 
occur. 

Lastly, if my readers note a considerable difference between the 
literary technique of Erewhon and that of Erewhon Revisited, 1 
would remind them that, as I have just shown, Erewhon took 
something like ten years in writing, and even so was written with 
great difficulty, while Erewhon Revisited was written easily between 
November 1900 and the end of April 1901. There is no central 
idea underlying Erewhon, whereas the attempt to realize the effect of 
a single supposed great miracle dominates the whole of its successor. 
In Erewhon there was hardly any story, and little attempt to give 
life and individuality to the characters . I hope that in Erewhon 
Revisited both these defects have been in great measure avoided. 
Erewhon was not an organic whole; Erewhon Revisited may 
fairly claim to be. Nevertheless, though in literary workmanship 
1 do not doubt that this last-named book is an improvement on 
the first, I shall be agreeably surprised if I am not told that 
Erewhon, with all its faults, is the better reading of the two . 


August 7,/9oi. 


SAMUEL BUTLFR 



CHAPTER I 


WASTE LANDS 

If the reader will excuse me, I will say nothing of my antecedents, 
nor of the circumstances which led me to leave my native 
country; the narrative would be tedious to him and painful to 
myself. Suffice it, that when I left home it was with the 
intention of going to some new colony, and either finding, or 
even perhaps purchasing, waste crown land suitable for cattle 
or sheep farming, by which means I thought that I could better 
my fortunes more rapidly than in England. 

It will be seen that I did not succeed in my design, and that 
however much I may have met with that was new and strange, 
I have been unable to reap any pecuniary advantage. 

It is true, I imagine myself to have made a discovery which, 
if I can be the first to profit by it, will bring me a recompense 
beyond all money computation, and secure me a position such 
as has not been attained by more than some fifteen or sixteen 
persons since the creation of the universe. But to this end I 
must possess myself of a considerable sum of money: neither 
do I know how to get it, except by interesting the public in 
my story, and inducing the charitable to come forward and 
assist me. With this hope I now publish my adventures; but 
I do so with great reluctance, for I fear that my story will be 
doubted unless I tell the whole of it; and yet I dare not do so, 
lest others with more means than mine should get the start 
of me. I prefer the risk of being doubted to that of being 
anticipated, and have, therefore, concealed my destination on 
leaving England, as also the point from which I began my 
more serious and difficult journey. 

My chief consolation lies in the fact that truth bears its own 
impress, and that my story will carry conviction by reason of 
the internal evidences for its accuracy. No one who is himself 
honest will doubt my being so. 

I reached my destination in one of the last months of 1868, 
but I dare not mention the season, lest the reader should gather 
in which hemisphere I was. The colony was one which had 

9 



10 


EREWHON 


not been opened up even to the most adventurous settlers for 
more than eight or nine years, having been previously unin¬ 
habited, save by a few tribes of savages who frequented the 
seaboard. The part known to Europeans consisted of a coast¬ 
line about eight hundred miles in length (affording three or 
four good harbours), and a tract of country extending inland 
for a space varying from two to three hundred miles, until it 
reached the offshoots of an exceedingly lofty range of mountains, 
which could be seen from far out upon the plains, and were 
covered with perpetual snow. The coast was perfectly well 
known both north and south of the tract to which I have 
alluded, but in neither direction was there a single harbour 
for five hundred miles, and the mountains, which descended 
almost into the sea, were covered with thick timber, so that 
none would think of settling. 

With this bay of land, however, the case was different. The 
harbours were sufficient; the country was timbered, but not 
too heavily; it was admirably suited for agriculture; it also 
contained millions on millions of acres of the most beautifully 
grassed country in the world, and of the best suited for all 
manner of sheep and cattle. The climate was temperate, and 
very healthy; there were no wild animals, nor were the natives 
dangerous, being few in number and of an intelligent tractable 
disposition. 

It may be readily understood that when once Europeans set 
foot upon this territory they were not slow to take advantage 
of its capabilities. Sheep and cattle were introduced, and bred 
with extreme rapidity; men took up their 50,000 or 100,000 
acres of country, going inland one behind the other, till in a 
few years there was not an acre between the sea and the front 
ranges which was not taken up, and stations either for sheep 
or cattle were spotted about at intervals of some twenty or 
thirty miles over the whole country. The front ranges stopped 
the tide of squatters for some little time; it was thought that 
there was too much snow upon them for too many months in 
the year—that the sheep would get lost, and the ground being 
too difficult for shepherding—that the expense of getting wool 
down to the ship's side would eat up the farmers' profits— 
and that the grass was too rough and sour for sheep to thrive 
upon; but one after another determined to try the experiment, 
and it was wonderful how successfully it turned out. Men 
pushed farther and farther into the mountains, and found a 
very considerable tract inside the front ranges, between it and 
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another which was loftier still, though even this was not the 
highest, the great snowy one which could be seen from out 
upon the plains. This second range, however, seemed to mark 
the extreme limits of pastoral country; and it was here, at a 
small and newly-founded station, that I was received as a 
cadet, and soon regularly employed. I was then just twenty- 
two years old. 

I was delighted with the country and the manner of life. 
It was my daily business to go up to the top of a certain high 
mountain, and down one of its spurs on to the flat, in order 
to make sure that no sheep had crossed their boundaries. I 
was to see the sheep, not necessarily close at hand, nor to get 
them in a single mob, but to see enough of them here and there 
to feel easy that nothing had gone wrong; this was no difficult 
matter, for there were not above eight hundred of them; and, 
being all breeding ewes, they were pretty quiet. 

There were a good many sheep which I knew, as two or 
three black ewes, and a black lamb or two, and several others 
which had some distinguishing mark whereby I could tell them. 
I would try and see all these, and if they were all there, and 
the mob looked large enough, I might rest assured that all was 
well. It is surprising how soon the eye becomes accustomed to 
missing twenty sheep out of two or three hundred. I had a 
telescope and a dog, and would take bread and meat and tobacco 
with me. Starting with early dawn, it would be night before 
I could complete my round; for the mountain over which I 
had to go was very high. In winter it was covered with snow, 
and the sheep needed no watching from above. If I were to 
see sheep-dung or tracks going down on to the other side of 
the mountain (where there was a valley with a stream—a mere 
cul-de-sac), I was to follow them, and look out for sheep; but 
I never saw any, the sheep always descending on to their own 
side, partly from habit, and partly because there was abundance 
of good sweet feed which had been burnt in the early spring, 
just before I came, and was now deliciously green and rich, 
while that on the other side had never been burnt, and was 
rank and coarse. 

It was a monotonous life, but it was very healthy; and one 
does not much mind anything when one is well. The country 
was the grandest that can be imagined. How often have I 
sat on the mountain side and watched the waving downs, with 
the two white specks of huts in the distance, and the little 
square of garden behind them; the paddock with a patch of 
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bright green oats above the huts, and the yards and wool-sheds 
down on the flat below; all seen as through the wrong end of 
a telescope, so clear and brilliant was the air, or as upon a 
colossal model or map spread out beneath me. Beyond the 
downs was a plain, going down to a river of great size, on the 
farther side of which there were other high mountains, with the 
winter’s snow still not quite melted; up the river, which ran 
winding in many streams over a bed some two miles broad, I 
looked upon the second great chain, and could see a narrow 
gorge where the river retired and was lost. I knew that there 
was a range still farther back; but except from one place near 
the very top of my own mountain, no part of it was visible: 
from this point, however, I saw, whenever there were no clouds, 
a single snow-clad peak, many miles away, and I should think 
about as high as any mountain in the world. Never shall I 
forget the utter loneliness of the prospect—only the little far¬ 
away homestead giving sign of human handiwork—the vastness 
of mountain and plain, of river and sky; the marvellous 
atmospheric effects—sometimes black mountains against a white 
sky, and then again, after cold weather, white mountains 
against a black sky—sometimes seen through breaks and swirls 
of cloud—and sometimes, which was best of all, I went up my 
mountain in a fog, and then got above the mist; going higher 
and higher, I would look down upon a sea of whiteness, through 
which would be thrust innumerable mountain tops that looked 
like islands. 

I am there now, as I write; I fancy that I can see the downs, 
the huts, the plain, and the river-bed—that torrent pathway 
of desolation, with its distant roar of waters. Oh, wonderful! 
wonderful! so lonely and so solemn, with the sad grey clouds 
above, and no sound save a lost lamb bleating upon the moun¬ 
tain side, as though its little heart were breaking. Then there 
comes some lean and withered old ewe, with deep gruff voice 
and unlovely aspect, trotting back from the seductive pasture; 
now she examines this gully, and now that, and now she stands 
listening with uplifted head, that she may hear the distant 
wailing and obey it. Aha! they see, and rush towards each 
other. Alas! they are both mistaken; the ewe is not the lamb’s 
ewe, they are neither kin nor kind to one another, and part 
in coldness. Each must cry louder, and wander farther yet; 
may luck be with them both that they may find their own at 
nightfall. But this is mere dreaming, and I must proceed. 

I could not help speculating upon what might lie farther up 
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the river and behind the second range. I had no money, but 
if I could only find workable country, I might stock it with 
borrowed capital, and consider myself a made man. True, the 
range looked so vast, that there seemed little chance of getting 
a sufficient road through it or over it; but no one had yet 
explored it, and it is wonderful how one finds that one can 
make a path into all sorts of places (and even get a road for 
pack-horses) which from a distance appear inaccessible; the 
river was so great that it must drain an inner tract—at least 
I thought so; and though every one said it would be madness 
to attempt taking sheep farther inland, I knew that only three 
years ago the same cry had been raised against the country 
which my masters flock was now overrunning. I could not 
keep these thoughts out of my head as I would rest myself 
upon the mountain side; they haunted me as I went my daily 
rounds, and grew upon me from hour to hour, till I resolved 
that after shearing I would remain in doubt no longer, but 
saddle my horse, take as much provision with me as I could, 
and go and see for myself. 

But over and above these thoughts came that of the great 
range itself. What was beyond it? Ah! who could say? 
There was no one in the whole world who had the smallest 
idea, save those who were themselves on the other side of it— 
if, indeed, there was any one at all. Could I hope to cross it? 
This would be the highest triumph that I could wish for; but 
it was too much to think of yet. I would try the nearer range, 
and see how far I could go. Even if I did not find country, 
might I not find gold, or diamonds, or copper, or silver? I 
would sometimes fie flat down to drink out of a stream, and 
could see little yellow specks among the sand; were these gold? 
People said no; but then people always said there was no gold 
until it was found to be abundant: there was plenty of slate 
and granite, which I had always understood to accompany 
gold; and even though it was not found in paying quantities 
here, it might be abundant in the main ranges. These thoughts 
filled my head, and I could not banish them. 



CHAPTER II 

IN THE WOOL-SHED 

At last shearing came; and with the shearers there was an 
old native, whom they had nicknamed Chowbok—though, I 
believe, his real name was Kahabuka. He was a sort of chief 
of the natives, could speak a little English, and was a great 
favourite with the missionaries. He did not do any regular 
work with the shearers, but pretended to help in the yards, 
his real aim being to get the grog, which is always more freely 
circulated at shearing-time: he did not get much, for he was 
apt to be dangerous when drunk; and very little would make 
him so; still he did get it occasionally, and if one wanted to 
get anything out of him, it was the best bribe to offer him. 
I resolved to question him, and get as much information from 
him as I could. I did so. As long as I kept to questions 
about the nearer ranges, he was easy to get on with—he had 
never been there, but there were traditions among his tribe to 
the effect that there was no sheep-country; nothing, in fact, 
but stunted timber and a few river-bed flats. It was very 
difficult to reach; still there were passes: one of them up our 
own river, though not directly along the river-bed, the gorge 
of which was not practicable; he had never seen any one who 
had been there: was there not enough on this side? But when 
I came to the main range, his manner changed at once. He 
became uneasy, and began to prevaricate and shuffle. In a 
very few minutes I could see that of this, too, there existed 
traditions in his tribe; but no efforts or coaxing could get a 
word from him about them. At last I hinted about grog, and 
presently he feigned consent. I gave it him; but as soon as he 
had drunk it he began shamming intoxication, and then went 
to sleep, or pretended to do so, letting me kick him pretty 
hard and never budging. 

I was angry, for I had to go without my own grog and had 
got nothing out of him; so the next day I determined that he 
should tell me before I gave him any, or get none at all. 

Accordingly, when night came and the shearers had knocked 
off work and had their supper, I got my share of rum in a 
tin pannikin and made a sign to Chowbok to follow me to the 
wool-shed, which he willingly did, slipping out after me, and 
no one taking any notice of either of us. When we got down 
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to the wool-shed we lit a tallow candle, and having stuck it 
m an old bottle we sat down upon the wool bales and began 
to smoke. A wool-shed is a roomy place, built somewhat on 
the same plan as a cathedral, with aisles on either side full of 
pens for the sheep, a great nave, at the upper end of which 
the shearers work, and a further space for wool sorters and 
packers. It always refreshed me with a semblance of antiquity 
(precious in a new country), though I very well knew that the 
oldest wool-shed in the settlement was not more than seven 
years old, while this was only two. Chowbok pretended to 
expect his grog at once, though we both of us knew very well 
what the other was after, and that we were each playing against 
the other, the one for grog the other for information. 

We had a hard fight. For more than two hours he had tried 
to put me off with lies, but had carried no conviction; during 
the whole time we had been morally wrestling with one another 
and had neither of us apparently gained the least advantage. 
At length, however, I had become sure that he would give in 
ultimately, and that with a little further patience I should 
get his story out of him. As upon a cold day in winter, when 
one has churned (as I had often had to do), and churned in 
vain, and the butter makes no sign of coming, at last one tells 
by the sound that the cream has gone to sleep, and then upon 
a sudden the butter comes, so I had churned at Chowbok until 
I perceived that he had arrived, as it were, at the sleepy stage, 
and that with a continuance of steady quiet pressure the day 
was mine. On a sudden, without a word of warning, he rolled 
two bales of wool (his strength was very great) into the middle 
of the floor, and on the top of these he placed another crosswise; 
he snatched up an empty wool-pack, threw it like a mantle 
over his shoulders, jumped upon the uppermost bale, and sat 
upon it. In a moment his whole form was changed. His 
high shoulders dropped; he set his feet close together, heel to 
heel and toe to toe; he laid his arms and hands close alongside 
of his body, the palms following his thighs; he held his head 
high but quite straight, and his eyes stared right in front of 
him; but he frowned horribly, and assumed an expression of 
face that was positively fiendish. At the best of times Chowbok 
was very ugly, but he now exceeded all conceivable limits of 
the hideous. His mouth extended almost from ear to ear, 
grinning horribly and showing all his teeth; his eyes glared, 
though they remained quite fixed, and his forehead was 
contracted with a most malevolent scowl. 
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I am afraid my description will have conveyed only the 
ridiculous side of his appearance; but the ridiculous and the 
sublime are near, and the grotesque fiendishness of Chowbok’s 
face approached this last, if it did not reach it. I tried to be 
amused, but I felt a sort of creeping at the roots of my hair 
and over my whole body, as I looked and wondered what he 
could possibly be intending to signify. He continued thus for 
about a minute, sitting bolt upright, as stiff as a stone, and 
making this fearful face. Then there came from his lips a 
low moaning like the wind, rising and falling by infinitely 
small gradations till it became almost a shriek, from which it 
descended and died away; after that, he jumped down from 
the bale and held up the extended fingers of both his hands, 
as one who should say “Ten,” though I did not then under¬ 
stand him. 

For myself, I was open-mouthed with astonishment. Chow- 
bok rolled the bales rapidly into their place, and stood before 
me shuddering as in great fear; horror was written upon his 
face—this time quite involuntarily—as though the natural panic 
of one who had committed an awful crime against unknown 
and superhuman agencies. He nodded his head and gibbered, 
and pointed repeatedly to the mountains. He would not touch 
the grog, but after a few seconds he made a run through the 
wool-shed door into the moonlight; nor did he reappear till 
next day at dinner-time, when he turned up, looking very 
sheepish and abject in his civility towards myself. 

Of his meaning I had no conception. How could I? All I 
could feel sure of was, that he had a meaning which was true 
and awful to himself. It was enough for me that I believed 
him to have given me the best he had and all he had. This 
kindled my imagination more than if he had told me intelligible 
stories by the hour together. I knew not what the great snowy 
ranges might conceal, but I could no longer doubt that it would 
be something well worth discovering. 

I kept aloof from Chowbok for the next few days, and showed 
no desire to question him further; wEefP% spoke to him I called 
him Kahabuka, which gratified him greatly: he seemed to have 
become afraid of me, and acted as one who was in my power. 
Having, therefore, made up my mind that I would begin exploring 
as soon as shearing was over, I thought it would be a good 
thing to take Chowbok with me; so I told him that I meant 
going to the nearer ranges for a few days’ prospecting, and 
that he was to come too. I made him promises of nightly 
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grog, and held out the chances of finding gold. I said nothin^ 
about the main ranges, for I knew it would frighten him. I 
would get him as far up our own river as I could, and trace 
it if possible to its source. I would then either go on by myself, 
if I felt my courage equal to the attempt, or return with Chowbok. 
So, as soon as ever shearing was over and the wool sent off, 
I asked leave of absence, and obtained it. Also, I bought an 
old pack-horse and pack-saddle, so that I might take plenty 
of provisions, and blankets, and a small tent. I was to ride 
and find fords over the river; Chowbok was to follow and lead 
the pack-horse, which would also carry him over the fords. 
My master let me have tea and sugar, ship's biscuits, tobacco, 
and salt mutton, with two or three bottles of good brandy; 
for, as the wool was now sent down, abundance of provisions 
would come up with the empty drays. 

Everything being now ready, all the hands on the station 
turned out to see us off, and we started on our journey, not 
very long after the summer solstice of 1870. 


CHAPTER III 

UP THE RIVER 

The first day we had an easy time, following up the great 
flats by the river-side, which had already been twice burned, 
so that there was no dense undergrowth to check us, though 
the ground was often rough, and we had to go a good deal 
upon the river-bed. Towards nightfall we had made a matter 
of some five and twenty miles, and camped at the point where 
the river entered upon the gorge. 

The weather was delightfully warm, considering that the 
valley in which we were encamped must have been at least 
two thousand feet above the level of the sea. The river-bed 
was here about a mile and a half broad and entirely covered 
with shingle over which the river ran in many winding channels, 
looking, when seen from above, like a tangled skein of ribbon, 
and glistening in the sun. We knew that it was liable to very 
sudden and heavy freshets; but even had we not known it, 
we could have seen it by the snags of trees, which must have 
been carried long distances, and by the mass of vegetable and 
mineral debris which was banked against their lower side. 
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showing that at times the whole river-bed must be covered 
with a roaring torrent many feet in depth and of ungovernable 
fury. At present the river was low, there being but five or 
six streams, too deep and rapid for even a strong man to ford 
on foot, but to be crossed safely on horseback. On either side 
of it there were still a few acres of flat, which grew wider and 
wider down the river, till they became the large plains on which 
we looked from my master’s hut. Behind us rose the lowest 
spurs of the second range, leading abruptly to the range itself; 
and at a distance of half a mile began the gorge, where the 
river narrowed and became boisterous and terrible. The beauty 
of the scene cannot be conveyed in language. The one side 
of the valley was blue with evening shadow, through which 
loomed forest and precipice, hill-side and mountain top; and the 
other was still brilliant with the sunset gold. The wide and 
wasteful river with its ceaseless rushing—the beautiful water- 
birds, too, which abounded upon the islets and were so tame 
that we could come close up to them—the ineffable purity of 
the air—the solemn peacefulness of the untrodden region—could 
there be a more delightful and exhilarating combination? 

We set about making our camp, close to some large bush 
which came down from the mountains on to the flat, and 
tethered out our horses upon ground as free as we could find 
it from anything round which they might wind the rope and 
get themselves tied up. We dared not let them run loose, lest 
they might stray down the river home again. We then gathered 
wood and lit the fire. We filled a tin pannikin with water and 
set it against the hot ashes to boil. When the water boiled we 
threw in two or three large pinches of tea and let them brew. 

We had caught half a dozen young ducks in the course of 
the day—an easy matter, for the old birds made such a fuss 
in attempting to decoy us away from them—pretending to be 
badly hurt, as they say the plover does—that we could always 
find them by going about in the opposite direction to the old 
bird till we heard the young ones crying; then we ran them 
down, for they could not fly though they were nearly full grown. 
Chowbok plucked them a little and singed them a.good deal. 
Then we cut them up and boiled them in another pannikin, 
and this completed our preparations. 

When we had done supper it was quite dark. The silence 
and freshness of the night, the occasional sharp cry of the 
wood-hen, the ruddy glow of the fire, the subdued rushing of 
the river, the sombre forest, and the immediate foreground of 
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our saddles, packs, and blankets, made a picture worthy of a 
Salvator Rosa or a Nicolas Poussin. I call it to mind and 
delight in it now, but I did not notice it at the time. We 
next to never know when we are well off: but this cuts two 
ways—for if we did, we should perhaps know better when we 
are ill off also; and I have sometimes thought that there are 
as many ignorant of the one as of the other. He who wrote, 
“0 fortunatos nimium sua si bona norint agricolas,” might have 
written quite as truly, “0 infortunatos nimium sua si mala 
norint ”; and there are few of us who are not protected from the 
keenest pain by our inability to see what it is that we have 
done, what we are suffering, and what we truly are. Let us 
be grateful to the mirror for revealing to us our appearance only. 

We found as soft a piece of ground as we could—though it 
was all stony—and having collected grass and so disposed of 
ourselves that we had a little hollow for our hip-bones, we 
strapped our blankets around us and went to sleep. Waking 
in the night, I saw the stars overhead and the moonlight bright 
upon the mountains. The river was ever rushing; I heard one 
of our horses neigh to its companion, and was assured that they 
were still at hand; I had no care of mind or body, save that 
I had doubtless many difficulties to overcome; there came upon 
me a delicious sense of peace, a fullness of contentment which 
I do not believe can be felt by any but those who have spent 
days consecutively on horseback, or at any rate in the open air. 

Next morning we found our last night’s tea-leaves frozen at 
the bottom of the pannikins, though it was not nearly the 
beginning of autumn; we breakfasted as we had supped, and 
were on our way by six o’clock. In half an hour we had entered 
the gorge, and turning round a comer we bade farewell to the 
last sight of my master’s country. 

The gorge was narrow and precipitous; the river was now 
only a few yards wide, and roared and thundered against rocks 
of many tons in weight; the sound was deafening, for there 
was a great volume of water. We were two hours in making 
less than a mile, and that with danger, sometimes in the river 
and sometimes on the rock. There was that damp black smell 
of rocks covered with slimy vegetation, as near some huge 
waterfall where spray is ever rising. The air was clammy and 
cold. I cannot conceive how our horses managed to keep their 
footing, especially the one with the pack, and I dreaded the 
having to return almost as much as going forward. I suppose 
this lasted three miles, but it was well midday when the gorge 
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got a little wider, and a small stream came into it from a 
tributary valley. Farther progress up the main river was im¬ 
possible, for the cliffs descended like walls; so we went up the 
side stream, Chowbok seeming to think that here must be the 
pass of which reports existed among his people. We now 
incurred less of actual danger but more fatigue, and it was 
only after infinite trouble, owing to the rocks and tangled 
vegetation, that we got ourselves and our horses upon the 
saddle from which this small stream descended; by that time 
clouds had descended upon us, and it was raining heavily. 
Moreover, it was six o’clock and we were tired out, having 
made perhaps six miles in twelve hours. 

On the saddle there was some coarse grass which was in full 
seed, and therefore very nourishing for the horses; also abun¬ 
dance of anise and sow-thistle, of which they are extravagantly 
fond, so we turned them loose and prepared to camp. Every¬ 
thing was soaking wet and we were half-perished with cold; 
indeed, we were very uncomfortable. There was brushwood 
about, but we could get no fire till we had shaved off the wet 
outside of some dead branches and filled our pockets with the 
dry inside chips. Having done this we managed to start a 
fire, nor did we allow it to go out when we had once started it; 
we pitched the tent, and by nine o’clock were comparatively 
warm and dry. Next morning it was fine; we broke camp, 
and after advancing a short distance we found that, by des¬ 
cending over ground less difficult than yesterday’s, we should 
come again upon the river-bed, which had opened out above the 
gorge; but it was plain at a glance that there was no available 
sheep country, nothing but a few flats covered with scrub on 
either side the river, and mountains which were perfectly 
worthless. But we could see the main range. There was no 
mistake about this. The glaciers were tumbling down the 
mountain sides like cataracts, and seemed actually to descend 
upon the river-bed; there could be no serious difficulty in 
reaching them by following up the river, which was wide and 
open; but it seemed rather an objectless thing to do, for the 
main range looked hopeless, and my curiosity about the nature 
of the country above the gorge was now quite satisfied; there 
was no money in it whatever, unless there should be minerals, 
of which I saw no more signs than lower down. 

However, I resolved that I would follow the river up, and 
not return until I was compelled to do so. I would go up 
every branch as far as I could, and wash well for gold. Chowbok 
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liked seeing me do this, but it never came to anything, for we 
did not even find the colour. His dislike of the main range 
appeared to have worn off, and he made no objections to 
approaching it. I think he thought there was no danger of 
my trying to cross it, and he was not afraid of anything on 
this side; besides, we might find gold. But the fact was that 
he had made up his mind what to do if he saw me getting 
too near it. 

We passed three weeks in exploring, and never did I find 
time go more quickly. The weather was fine, though the nights 
got very cold. We followed every stream but one, and always 
found it lead us to a glacier which was plainly impassable; at 
any rate without a larger party and ropes. One stream re¬ 
mained, which I should have followed up already, had not 
Chowbok said that he had risen early one morning while I was 
yet asleep, and after going up it for three or four miles, had 
seen that it was impossible to go farther. I had long ago 
discovered that he was a great liar, so I was bent on going up 
myself; in brief, I did so; so far from being impossible, it was 
quite easy travelling; and after five or six miles I saw a saddle 
at the end of it, which, though covered deep in snow, was 
not glaciered, and which did verily appear to be part of the 
main range itself. No words can express the intensity of my 
delight. My blood was all on fire with hope and elation; but 
on looking round for Chowbok, who was behind me, I saw to 
my surprise and anger that he had turned back, and was going 
down the valley as hard as he could. He had left me. 


CHAPTER IV 

THE SADDLE 

I cooeyed to him, but he would not hear. I ran after him, 
but he had got too good a start. Then I sat down on a stone 
and thought the matter carefully over. It was plain that 
Chowbok had designedly attempted to keep me from going up 
this valley, yet he had shown no unwillingness to follow me 
anywhere else. What could this mean, unless that I was now 
upon the route by which alone the mysteries of the great ranges 
could be revealed? What then should I do? Go back at the 
very moment when it had become plain that I was on the 
right scent? Hardly. Yet to proceed alone would be both 
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difficult and dangerous. It would be bad enough to return to 
my master's run, and pass through the rocky gorges, with no 
chance of help from another should I get into a difficulty; 
but to advance for any considerable distance without a com¬ 
panion would be next door to madness. Accidents which are 
slight when there is another at hand (as the spraining of an 
ankle, or the falling into some place whence escape would be 
easy by means of an outstretched hand and a bit of rope) 
may be fatal to one who is alone. The more I pondered the 
less I liked it; and yet, the less could I make up my mind to 
return when I looked at the saddle at the head of the valley, 
and noted the comparative ease with which its smooth sweep 
of snow might be surmounted; I seemed to see my way almost 
from my present position to the very top. After much thought, 
I resolved to go forward until I should come to some place 
which was really dangerous, but then to return. I should thus, 
I hoped, at any rate reach the top of the saddle, and satisfy 
myself as to what might be on the other side. 

I had no time to lose, for it was now between ten and eleven 
in the morning. Fortunately I was well equipped, for on leaving 
the camp and the horses at the lower end of the valley I had 
provided myself (according to my custom) with everything that 
I was likely to want for four or five days. Chowbok had carried 
half, but had dropped his whole swag—I suppose, at the moment 
of his taking flight—for I came upon it when I ran after him. 
I had, therefore, his provisions as well as my own. Accordingly, 
I took as many biscuits as I thought I could carry, and also 
some tobacco, tea, and a few matches. I rolled all these things 
(together with a flask nearly full of brandy, which I had kept 
in my pocket for fear lest Chowbok should get hold of it) inside 
my blankets, and strapped them very tightly, making the 
whole into a long roll of some seven feet in length and six 
inches in diameter. Then I tied the two ends together, and 
put the whole round my neck and over one shoulder. This is 
the easiest way of carrying a heavy swag, for one can rest one’s 
self by shifting the burden from one shoulder to the other. 
I strapped my pannikin and a small axe about my waist, and 
thus equipped began to ascend the valley, angry at having been 
misled by Chowbok, but determined not to return till I was 
compelled to do so. 

I crossed and recrossed the stream several times without 
difficulty, for there were many good fords. At one o’clock I 
was at the foot of the saddle; for four hours I mounted, the 
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last two on the snow, where the going was easier; by five, I 
was within ten minutes of the top, in a state of excitement 
greater, I think, than I had ever known before. Ten minutes 
more, and the cold air from the other side came rushing upon me. 

A glance. I was not on the main range. 

Another glance. There was an awful river, muddy and 
horribly angry, roaring over an immense river-bed, thousands 
of feet below me. 

It went round to the westward, and I could see no farther 
up the valley, save that there were enormous glaciers which 
must extend round the source of the river, and from which it 
must spring. 

Another glance, and then I remained motionless. 

There was an easy pass in the mountains directly opposite 
to me, through which I caught a glimpse of an immeasurable 
extent of blue and distant plains. 

Easy? Yes, perfectly easy; grassed nearly to the summit, 
which was, as it were, an open path between two glaciers, 
from which an inconsiderable stream came tumbling down over 
rough but very possible hill-sides, till it got down to the level 
of the great river, and formed a flat where there was grass and 
a small bush of stunted timber. 

Almost before I could believe my eyes, a cloud had come up 
from the valley on the other side, and the plains were hidden. 
What wonderful luck was mine! Had I arrived five minutes 
later, the cloud would have been over the pass, and I should 
not have known of its existence. Now that the cloud was 
there, I began to doubt my memory, and to be uncertain 
whether it had been more than a blue line of distant vapour 
that had filled up the opening. I could only be certain of this 
much, namely, that the river in the valley below must be the 
one next to the northward of that which flowed past my master's 
station; of this there could be no doubt. Could I, however, 
imagine that my luck should have led me up a wrong river in 
search of a pass, and yet brought me to the spot where I could 
detect the one weak place in the fortifications of a more northern 
basin? This was too improbable. But even as I doubted there 
came a rent in the cloud opposite, and a second time I saw blue 
lines of heaving downs, growing gradually fainter, and retiring 
into a far space of plain. It was substantial; there had been 
no mistake whatsoever. I had hardly made myself perfectly 
sure of this, ere the rent in the clouds joined up again and I 
could see nothing more. 
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What, then, should I do? The night would be upon me 
shortly, and I was already chilled with standing still after the 
exertion of climbing. To stay where I was would be impossible; 
T must either go backwards or forwards. I found a rock which 
gave me shelter from the evening wind, and took a good pull 
at the brandy flask, which immediately warmed and encouraged 
me. 

I asked myself, Could I descend upon the river-bed beneath 
me? It was impossible to say what precipices might prevent 
my doing so. If I were on the river-bed, dare I cross the river? 
I am an excellent swimmer, yet, once in that frightful rush of 
waters, I should be hurled whithersoever it willed, absolutely 
powerless. Moreover, there was my swag; I should perish of 
cold and hunger if I left it, but I should certainly be drowned 
if I attempted to carry it across the river. These were serious 
considerations, but the hope of finding an immense tract of 
available sheep country (which I was determined that I would 
monopolize as far as I possibly could) sufficed to outweigh 
them; and, in a few minutes, I felt resolved that, having made 
so important a discovery as a pass into a country which was 
probably as valuable as that on our own side of the ranges, I 
would follow it up and ascertain its value, even though I should 
pay the penalty of failure with life itself. The more I thought, 
the more determined I became either to win fame and perhaps 
fortune, by entering upon this unknown world, or give up life 
in the attempt. In fact, I felt that life would be no longer 
valuable if I were to have seen so great a prize and refused 
to grasp at the possible profits therefrom. 

I had still an hour of good daylight during which I might 
begin my descent on to some suitable camping-ground, but 
there was not a moment to be lost. At first I got along rapidly 
for I was on the snow, and sank into it enough to save me 
from falling, though I went forward straight down the mountain 
side as fast as I could; but there was less snow on this side 
than on the other, and I had soon done with it, getting on to 
a coomb of dangerous and very stony ground, where a slip 
might have given me a disastrous fall. But I was careful with 
all my speed, and got safely to the bottom, where there were 
patches of coarse grass, and an attempt here and there at 
brushwood; what was below this I could not see. I advanced 
a few hundred yards farther, and found that I was on the brink 
of a frightful precipice, which no one in his senses would attempt 
descending. I bethought me, however, to try the creek which 
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drained the coomb, and see whether it might not have made 
itself a smoother way. In a few minutes I found myself at 
the upper end of a chasm in the rocks, something like Twll 
Dhu, only on a greatly larger scale; the creek had found its 
way into it, and had worn a deep channel through a material 
which appeared softer than that upon the other side of the 
mountain. I believe it must have been a different geological 
formation, though I regret to say that I cannot tell what it was. 

I looked at this rift in great doubt; then I went a little way 
on either side of it, and found myself looking over the edge of 
horrible precipices on to the river, which roared some four or 
five thousand feet below me. I dared not think of getting 
down at all, unless I committed myself to the rift, of which I 
was hopeful when I reflected that the rock was soft, and that 
the water might have worn its channel tolerably evenly through 
the whole extent. The darkness was increasing with every 
minute, but I should have twilight for another half-hour, so I 
went into the chasm (though by no means without fear), and 
resolved to return and camp, and try some other path next day, 
should I come to any serious difficulty. In about five minutes 
I had completely lost my head; the side of the rift became 
hundreds of feet in height, and overhung so that I could not 
see the sky. It was full of rocks, and I had many falls and 
bruises. I was wet through from falling into the water, of 
which there was no great volume, but it had such force that I 
could do nothing against it; once I had to leap down a not 
inconsiderable waterfall into a deep pool below, and my swag 
was so heavy that I was very nearly drowned. I had indeed a 
hairbreadth escape; but, as luck would have it, Providence 
was on my side. Shortly afterwards I began to fancy that 
the rift was getting wider, and that there was more brushwood. 
Presently I found myself on an open grassy slope, and feeling 
my way a little farther along the stream, I came upon a flat 
place with wood, where I could camp comfortably; which was 
well, for it was now quite dark. 

My first care was for my matches. Were they dry? The 
outside of my swag had got completely wet; but, on undoing 
the blankets, I found things warm and dry within. How 
thankful I was! I lit a fire, and was grateful for its warmth 
and company. I made myself some tea and ate two of my 
biscuits: my brandy I did not touch, for I had little left, and 
might want it when my courage failed me. All that I did I 
did almost mechanically, for I could not realize my situation, to 
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26 


EREWHON 


myself, beyond knowing that I was alone, and that return 
through the chasm which I had just descended would be im¬ 
possible. It is a dreadful feeling that of being cut off from all 
one’s kind. I was still full of hope, and built golden castles 
for myself as soon as I was warmed with food and fire; but I 
do not believe that any man could long retain his reason in 
such solitude, unless he had the companionship of animals. 
One begins doubting one’s own identity. 

I remember deriving comfort even from the sight of my 
blankets, and the sound of my watch ticking—things which 
seemed to link me to other people; but the screaming of the 
wood-hens frightened me, as also a chattering bird which I had 
never heard before, and which seemed to laugh at me; though 
I soon got used to it, and before long could fancy that it was 
many years since I had first heard it. 

I took off my clothes, and wrapped my inside blanket about 
me, till my things were dry. The night was very still, and I 
made a roaring fire; so I soon got warm, and at last could put 
my clothes on again. Then I strapped my blanket round me, 
and went to sleep as near the fire as I could. 

I dreamed that there was an organ placed in my master’s 
wool-shed; the wool-shed faded away, and the organ seemed 
to grow and grow amid a blaze of brilliant light, till it became 
like a golden city upon the side of a mountain, with rows upon 
rows of pipes set in cliffs and precipices, one above the other, 
and in mysterious caverns, like that of Fingal, within whose 
depths I could see the burnished pillars gleaming. In the 
front there was a flight of lofty terraces, at the top of which 
I could see a man with his head buried forward towards a 
keyboard, and his body swaying from side to side amid the 
storm of huge arpeggioed harmonies that came crashing over¬ 
head and round. Then there was one who touched me on the 
shoulder, and said, “Do you not see? it is Handel”;—but I 
had hardly apprehended, and was trying to scale the terrace^, 
and get near him, when I awoke, dazzled with the vividness 
and distinctness of the dream. 

A piece of wood had burned through, and the ends had 
fallen into the ashes with a blaze; this, I supposed, had both 
given me my dream and robbed me of it. I was bitterly 
disappointed, and sitting up on my elbow, came back to reality 
and my strange surroundings as best I could. 

I was thoroughly aroused; moreover, I felt a foreshadowing 
as though my attention were arrested by something more than 
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the dream, although no sense in particular was as yet appealed 
to. I held my breath and waited, and then I heard—was it 
fancy? Nay; I listened again and again, and I did hear a 
faint and extremely distant sound of music, like that of an 
Aeolian harp, borne upon the wind which was blowing fresh 
and chill from the opposite mountains. 

The roots of my hair thrilled. I listened, but the wind had 
died; and, fancying that it must have been the wind itself— 
no; on a sudden I remembered the noise which Chowbok had 
made in the wool-shed. Yes; it was that. 

Thank Heaven, whatever it was, it was over now. I reasoned 
with myself, and recovered my firmness. I became convinced 
that I had only been dreaming more vividly than usual. Soon 
I began to laugh, and think what a fool I was to be frightened 
at nothing, reminding myself that even if I were to come to a 
bad end it would be no such dreadful matter after all. I said 
my prayers, a duty which I had too often neglected, and in a 
little time fell into a really refreshing sleep, which lasted till 
broad daylight, and restored me. I rose, and searching among 
the embers of my fire, I found a few live coals and soon had 
a blaze again. I got breakfast, and was delighted to have the 
company of several small birds, which hopped about me and 
perched on my boots and hands. I felt comparatively happy; 
but I can assure the reader that I had had a far worse time of 
it than I have told him; and I strongly recommend him to 
remain in Europe if he can; or, at any rate, in some country 
which has been explored and settled, rather than go into places 
where others have not been before him. Exploring is delightful 
to look forward to and back upon, but it is not comfortable 
at the time, unless it be of such an easy nature as not to deserve 
the name. 


CHAPTER V 

THE RIVER AND THE RANGE 

My next business was to descend upon the river. I had lost 
sight of the pass which I had seen from the saddle, but had 
made such notes of it that I could not fail to find it. I was 
bruised and stiff, and my boots had begun to give, for I had 
been going on rough ground for more than three weeks; but, 
as the day wore on, and I found myself descending without 
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serious difficulty, I became easier. In a couple of hours I got 
among pine forests where there was little undergrowth, and 
descended quickly till I reached the edge of another precipice, 
which gave me a great deal of trouble, though I eventually 
managed to avoid it. By about three or four o’clock I found 
myself on the river-bed. 

From calculations which I made as to the height of the 
valley on the other side the saddle over which I had come, 
I concluded that the saddle itself could not be less than nine 
thousand feet high; and I should think that the river-bed, on 
to which I now descended, was three thousand feet above the 
sea-level. The water had a terrific current, with a fall of not 
less than forty to fifty feet per mile. It was certainly the river 
next to the northward of that which flowed past my masters 
run, and would have to go through an impassable gorge (as is 
commonly the case with the rivers of that country) before it 
came upon known parts. It was reckoned to be nearly two 
thousand feet above the sea-level where it came out of the 
gorge on to the plains. 

As soon as I got to the river-side I liked it even less than I 
thought I should. It was muddy, being near its parent glaciers. 
The stream was wide, rapid, and rough, and I could hear the 
smaller stones knocking against each other under the rage of 
the waters, as upon a seashore. Fording was out of the question. 
I could not swim and carry my swag, and I dared not leave 
my swag behind me. My only chance was to make a small 
raft; and that would be difficult to make, and not at all safe 
when it was made—not for one man in such a current. 

As it was too late to do much that afternoon, I spent the 
rest of it going up and down the river-side, and seeing where 
I should find the most favourable crossing. Then I camped 
early, and had a quiet comfortable night with no more music, 
for which I was thankful, as it had haunted me all day, although 
I perfectly well knew that it had been nothing but my own 
fancy, brought on by the reminiscence of what I had heard 
from Chowbok and by the over-excitement of the preceding 
evening. 

Next day I began gathering the dry bloom stalks of a kind 
of flag or iris-looking plant, which was abundant, and whose 
leaves, when tom into strips, were as strong as the strongest 
string. I brought them to the waterside, and fell to making 
myself a kind of rough platform, which should suffice for myself 
and my swag if I could only stick to it. The stalks were ten 
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or twelve feet long, and very strong, but light and hollow. 
I made my raft entirely of them, binding bundles of them at 
right angles to each other, neatly and strongly, with strips from 
the leaves of the same plant, and tying other rods across. It 
took me all day till nearly four o’clock to finish the raft, but 
I had still enough daylight for crossing, and resolved on doing 
so at once. 

I had selected a place where the river was broad and com¬ 
paratively still, some seventy or eighty yards above a furious 
rapid. At this spot I had built my raft. I now launched it, 
made my swag fast to the middle, and got on to it myself, 
keeping in my hand one of the longest blossom stalks, so that 
I might punt myself across as long as the water was shallow 
enough to let me do so. I got on pretty well for twenty or 
thirty yards from the shore, but even in this short space I 
nearly upset my raft by shifting too rapidly from one side to 
the other. The water then became much deeper, and I leaned 
over so far in order to get the bloom rod to the bottom that 
I had to stay still, leaning on the rod for a few seconds. Then, 
when I lifted up the rod from the ground, the current was 
too much for me and I found myself being carried down the 
rapid. Everything in a second flew past me, and I had no 
more control over the raft; neither can I remember anything 
except hurry, and noise, and waters which in the end upset me. 
But it all came right, and I found myself near the shore, not 
more than up to my knees in water and pulling my raft to 
land, fortunately upon the left bank of the river, which was 
the one I wanted. When I had landed I found that I was 
about a mile, or perhaps a little less, below the point from which I 
started. My swag was wet upon the outside, and I was myself 
dripping; but I had gained my point, and knew that my difficul¬ 
ties were for a time over. I then lit my fire and dried myself. 
Having done so, I caught some of the young ducks and sea-gulls, 
which were abundant on and near the river-bed, so that I had 
not only a good meal, of which I was in great want, having 
had an insufficient diet from the time that Chowbok left me, 
but was also well provided for the morrow. 

I thought of Chowbok, and felt how useful he had been to 
me, and in how many ways I was the loser by his absence, 
having now to do all sorts of things for myself which he had 
hitherto done for me, and could do infinitely better than I could. 
Moreover, I had set my heart upon making him a real convert 
to the Christian religion, which he had already embraced 
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outwardly, though I cannot think that it had taken deep root in 
his impenetrably stupid nature. I used to catechize him by 
our camp fire, and explain to him the mysteries of the Trinity 
and of original sin, with which I was myself familiar, having 
been the grandson of an archdeacon by my mother’s side, to 
say nothing of the fact that my father was a clergyman of the 
English Church. I was therefore sufficiently qualified for the 
task, and was the more inclined to it, over and above my real 
desire to save the unhappy creature from an eternity of torture, 
by recollecting the promise of St. James, that if anyone con¬ 
verted a sinner (which Chowbok surely was) he should hide a 
multitude of sins. I reflected, therefore, that the conversion 
of Chowbok might in some degree compensate for irregularities 
and shortcomings in my own previous life, the remembrance 
of which had been more than once unpleasant to me during 
my recent experiences. 

Indeed, on one occasion I had even gone so far as to baptize 
him, as well as I could, having ascertained that he had certainly 
not been both christened and baptized, and gathering (from 
his telling me that he had recieved the name William from the 
missionary) that it was probably the first-mentioned rite to 
which he had been subjected. I thought it great carelessness 
on the part of the missionary to have omitted the second, and 
certainly more important, ceremony which I have always under¬ 
stood precedes christening both in the case of infants and of 
adult converts; and when I thought of the risks we were both 
incurring I determined that there should be no further delay. 
Fortunately it was not yet twelve o’clock, so I baptized him 
at once from one of the pannikins (the only vessels I had) 
reverently, and, I trust, efficiently. I then set myself to work 
to instruct him in the deeper mysteries of our belief, and to 
make him, not only in name, but in heart a Christian. 

It is true that I might not have succeeded, for Chowbok 
was very hard to teach. Indeed, on the evening of the same 
day that I baptized him he tried for the twentieth time to steal 
the brandy, which made me rather unhappy as to whether I 
could have baptized him rightly. He had a prayer-book—more 
than twenty years old—which had been given him by the 
missionaries, but the only thing in it which had taken any 
living hold upon him was the title of Adelaide, the Queen 
Dowager, which he would repeat whenever strongly moved or 
touched, and which did really seem to have some deep spiritual 
significance to him, though he could never completely separate 
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her individuality from that of Mary Magdalene, whose name 
had also fascinated him, though in a less degree. 

He was indeed stony ground, but by digging about him I 
might have at any rate deprived him of all faith in the religion 
of his tribe, which would have been half-way towards making 
him a sincere Christian; and now all this was cut off from me, 
and I could neither be of further spiritual assistance to him 
nor he of bodily profit to myself; besides, any company was 
better than being quite alone. 

I got very melancholy as these reflections crossed me, but 
when I had boiled the ducks and eaten them I was much better. 
I had a little tea left and about a pound of tobacco, which should 
last me for another fortnight with moderate smoking. I had 
also eight ship’s biscuits, and, most precious of all, about six 
ounces of brandy, which I presently reduced to four, for the 
night was cold. 

I rose with early dawn, and in an hour I was on my way, 
feeling strange, not to say weak, from the burden of solitude, 
but full of hope when I considered how many dangers I had 
overcome, and that this day should see me at the summit of 
the dividing range. 

After a slow but steady climb of between three and four 
hours, during which I met with no serious hindrance, I found 
myself upon a tableland, and close to a glacier which I recog¬ 
nized as marking the summit of the pass. Above it towered a 
succession of rugged precipices and snowy mountain sides. 
The solitude was greater than I could bear; the mountain 
upon my master’s sheep-run was a crowded thoroughfare in 
comparison with this sombre sullen place. The air, moreover, 
was dark and heavy, which made the loneliness even more 
oppressive. There was an inky gloom over all that was not 
covered with snow and ice. Grass there was none. 

Each moment I felt increasing upon me that dreadful doubt 
as to my own identity—as to the continuity of my past and 
present existence—which is the first sign of that distraction 
which comes on those who have lost themselves in the bush. 
I had fought against this feeling hitherto, and had conquered 
it; but the intense silence and gloom of this rocky wilderness 
were too much for me, and I felt that my power of collecting 
myself was beginning to be impaired. 

I rested for a little while, and then advanced over very rough 
ground, until I reached the lower end of the glacier. Then I 
saw another glacier, descending from the eastern side into a 
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small lake. I passed along the western side of the lake, where 
the ground was easier, and when I had got about half-way I 
expected that I should see the plains which I had already seen 
from the opposite mountains; but it was not to be so, for the 
clouds rolled up to the very summit of the pass, though they 
did not overlap it on to the side from which I had come. I 
therefore, soon found myself enshrouded by a cold thin vapour, 
which prevented my seeing more than a very few yards in 
front of me. Then I came upon a large patch of old snow, 
in which I could distinctly trace the half-melted tracks of 
goats—and in one place, as it seemed to me, there had been a 
dog following them. Had I lighted upon a land of shepherds? 
The ground, where not covered with snow, was so poor and 
stony, and there was so little herbage, that I could see no 
sign of a path or regular sheep-track. But I could not help 
feeling rather uneasy as I wondered what sort of a reception I 
might meet with if I were to come suddenly upon inhabitants. 
I was thinking of this, and proceeding cautiously through the 
mist, when I began to fancy that I saw some objects darker 
than the cloud looming in front of me. A few steps brought 
me nearer, and a shudder of unutterable horror ran through me 
when I saw a circle of gigantic forms, many times higher than 
myself, upstanding grim and grey through the veil of cloud 
before me. 

I suppose I must have fainted, for I found myself some time 
afterwards sitting upon the ground, sick and deadly cold. 
There were the figures, quite still and silent, seen vaguely 
through the thick gloom, but in human shape indisputably. 

A sudden thought occurred to me, which would have doubtless 
struck me at once had I not been prepossessed with forebodings 
at the time that I first saw the figures, and had not the cloud 
concealed them from me—I mean that they were not living 
beings, but statues. I determined that I would count fifty 
slowly, and be sure that the objects were not alive if during 
that time I could detect no sign of motion. 

How thankful was I when I came to the end of my fifty 
and there had been no movement! 

I counted a second time—but again all was still. 

I then advanced timidly forward, and in another moment I 
saw that my surmise was correct. I had come upon a sort of 
Stonehenge of rude and barbaric figures seated as Chowbok had 
sat when I questioned him in the wool-shed, and with the same 
superhumanly malevolent expression upon their faces. They 
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had been all seated, but two had fallen. They were barbarous 
—neither Egyptian, nor Assyrian, nor Japanese—different from 
any of these, and yet akin to all. They were six or seven times 
larger than life, of great antiquity, worn and lichen grown. 
They were ten in number. There was snow upon their heads 
and wherever snow could lodge. Each statue had been built 
of four or five enormous blocks, but how these had been raised 
and put together is known to those alone who raised them. 
Each was terrible after a different kind. One was raging 
furiously, as in pain and great despair; another was lean and 
cadaverous with famine; another cruel and idiotic, but with 
the silliest simper that can be conceived—this one had fallen, 
and looked exquisitely ludicrous in his fall—the mouths of all 
were more or less open, and as I looked at them from behind, 
I saw that their heads had been hollowed. 

I was sick and shivering with cold. Solitude had unmanned 
me already, and I was utterly unfit to have come upon such 
an assembly of fiends in such a dreadful wilderness and without 
preparation. I would have given everything I had in the world 
to have been back at my master's station; but that was not to 
be thought of; my head was failing, and I felt sure that I could 
never get back alive. 

Then came a gust of howling wind, accompanied with a moan 
from one of the statues above me. I clasped my hands in 
fear. I felt like a rat caught in a trap, as though I would have 
turned and bitten at whatever thing was nearest me. The 
wildness of the wind increased, the moans grew shriller, coming 
from several statues, and swelling into a chorus. I almost 
immediately knew what it was, but the sound was so unearthly 
that this was but little consolation. The inhuman beings into 
whose hearts the Evil One had put it to conceive these statues, 
had made their heads into a sort of organ-pipe, so that their 
mouths should catch the wind and sound with its blowing. 
It was horrible. However brave a man might be, he could 
never stand such a concert, from such lips, and in such a place. 
I heaped every invective upon them that my tongue could 
utter as I rushed away from them into the mist, and even 
kfter I had lost sight of them, and turning my head round 
could see nothing but the storm-wraiths driving behind me, 
I heard their ghostly chanting, and felt as though one of them 
would rush after me and grip me in his hand and throttle me. 

I may say here that, since my return to England, I heard a 
friend playing some chords upon the organ which put me very 
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forcibly in mind of the Erewhonian statues (for Erewhon is 
the name of the country upon which I was now entering). 
They rose most vividly to my recollection the moment my 
friend began. They are as follows, and are by the greatest 
of all musicians 1 : 


Prelude: arpeggio* • . , 1 
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CHAPTER VI 

INTO EREWHON 

And now I found myself on a narrow path which followed a 
small watercourse. I was too glad to have an easy track for 
my flight, to lay hold of the full significance of its existence. 
The thought, however, soon presented itself to me that I must 
be in an inhabited country, but one which was yet unknown. 
What, then, was to be my fate at the hands of its inhabitants ? 
Should I be taken and offered up as a burnt-offering to those 
hideous guardians of the pass? It might be so. I shuddered 
at the thought, yet the horrors of solitude had now fairly 
possessed me; and so dazed was I, and chilled, and woebegone, 
that I could lay hold of no idea firmly amid the crowd of 
fancies that kept wandering in upon my brain. 

I hurried onward—down, down, down. More streams came 
in; then there was a bridge, a few pine logs thrown over the 
water: but they gave me comfort, for savages do not make 
bridges. Then I had a treat such as I can never convey on 
paper—a moment, perhaps, the most striking and unexpected 
in my whole life—the one I think that, with some three or 
four exceptions, I would most gladly have again, were I able to 
recall it. I got below the level of the clouds, into a burst of 
brilliant evening sunshine. I was facing the north-west, and 
the sun was full upon me. Oh, how its light cheered me! 
But what I saw! It was such an expanse as was revealed to 
Moses when he stood upon the summit of Mount Sinai, and 
beheld that promised land which it was not to be his to enter. 
The beautiful sunset sky was crimson and gold; blue, silver, 
and purple; exquisite and tranquillizing; fading away therein 
were plains, on which I could see many a town and city, with 
buildings that had lofty steeples and rounded domes. Nearer 
beneath me lay ridge behind ridge, outline behind outline, 
sunlight behind shadow, and shadow behind sunlight, gully 
and serrated ravine. I saw large pine forests, and the glitter 
of a noble river winding its way upon the plains; also many 
villages and hamlets, some of them quite near at hand; and it 
was on these that I pondered most. I sank upon the ground 
at the foot of a large tree and thought what I had best do; 
but I could not collect myself. I was quite tired out; and 
presently, feeling warmed by the sun, and quieted, I fell off 
into a profound sleep. 
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I was awoke by the sound of tinkling bells, and looking up, 
I saw four or five goats feeding near me. As soon as I moved, 
the creatures turned their heads towards me with an expression 
of infinite wonder. They did not run away, but stood stock¬ 
still, and looked at me from every side, as I at them. Then 
came the sound of chattering and laughter, and there approached 
two lovely girls, of about seventeen or eighteen years old, dressed 
each in a sort of linen gaberdine, with a girdle round the waist. 
They saw me. I sat quite still and looked at them, dazzled 
vith their extreme beauty. For a moment they looked at me 
and at each other in great amazement; then they gave a little 
frightened cry and ran off as hard as they could. 

“So that’s that,” said I to myself, as I watched them scamper¬ 
ing. I knew that I had better stay where I was and meet my 
fate, whatever it was to be, and even if there were a better 
course, I had no strength left to take it. I must come into 
contact with the inhabitants sooner or later, and it might as 
well be sooner. Better not to seem afraid of them, as I should 
do by running away and being caught with a hue and cry 
to-morrow or next day. So I remained quite still and waited. 
In about an hour I heard distant voices talking excitedly, and 
in a few minutes I saw the two girls bringing up a party of 
six or seven men, well armed with bows and arrows and pikes. 
There was nothing for it, so I remained sitting quite still, even 
after they had seen me, until they came close up. Then we 
all had a good look at one another. 

Both the girls and the men were very dark in colour, but 
not more so than the South Italians or Spaniards. The men 
wore no trousers, but were dressed nearly the same as the Arabs 
whom I have seen in Algeria. They were of the most magnificent 
presence, being no less strong and handsome than the women 
were beautiful; and not only this, but their expression was 
courteous and benign. I think they would have killed me at 
once if I had made the slightest show of violence; but they 
gave me no impression of their being likely to hurt me so long 
as I was quiet. I am not much given to liking anybody at 
first sight, but these people impressed me much more favourably 
than I should have thought possible, so that I could not fear 
them as I scanned their faces one after another. They were 
all powerful men. I might have been a match for any one of 
them singly, for I have been told that I have more to glory 
in the flesh than in any other respect, being over six feet and pro¬ 
portionately strong; but any two could have soon mastered me, 
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even were I not so bereft of energy by my recent adventures. 
My colour seemed to surprise them most, for I have light hair, 
blue eyes, and a fresh complexion. They could not understand 
how these things could be; my clothes also seemed quite beyond 
them. Their eyes kept wandering all over me, and the more 
they looked the less they seemed able to make me out. 

At last I raised myself upon my feet, and leaning upon my 
stick, I spoke whatever came into my head to the man who 
seemed foremost among them. I spoke in English, though I 
was very sure that he would not understand. I said that I 
had no idea what country I was in; that I had stumbled upon 
it almost by accident, after a series of hairbreadth escapes; 
and that I trusted they would not allow any evil to overtake 
me now that I was completely at their mercy. All this I said 
quietly and firmly, with hardly any change of expression. 
They could not understand me, but they looked approvingly 
to one another, and seemed pleased (so I thought) that I showed 
no fear nor acknowledgment of inferiority—the fact being that 
I was exhausted beyond the sense of fear. Then one of them 
pointed to the mountain, in the direction of the statues, and 
made a grimace in imitation of one of them. I laughed and 
shuddered expressively, whereon they all burst out laughing 
too, and chattered hard to one another. I could make out 
nothing of what they said, but I think they thought it rather 
a good joke that I had come past the statues. Then one among 
them came forward and motioned me to follow, which I did 
without hesitation, for I dared not thwart them; moreover, I 
liked them well enough, and felt tolerably sure that they had 
no intention of hurting me. 

In about a quarter of an hour we got to a small hamlet built 
on the side of a hill, with a narrow street and houses huddled 
up together. The roofs were large and overhanging. Some 
few windows were glazed, but not many. Altogether the village 
was exceedingly like one of those that one comes upon in des¬ 
cending the less known passes over the Alps on to Lombardy. 
T will pass over the excitement which my arrival caused. Suffice 
it, that though there was abundance of curiosity, there was no 
rudeness. I was taken to the principal house, which seemed to 
belong to the people who had captured me. There I was 
hospitably entertained, and a supper of milk and goat’s flesh 
with a kind of oatcake was set before me, of which I ate heartily. 
But all the time I was eating I could not help turning my eyes 
upon the two beautiful girls whom I had first seen and who 



EREWHON 


38 

seemed to consider me as their lawful prize—which indeed I 
was, for I would have gone through fire and water for either 
of them. 

Then came the inevitable surprise at seeing me smoke, which 
I will spare the reader; but I noticed that when they saw me 
strike a match, there was a hubbub of excitement which, it 
struck me, was not altogether unmixed with disapproval; why, 
I could not guess. Then the women retired, and I was left 
alone with the men, who tried to talk to me in every conceivable 
way; but we could come to no understanding, except that I 
was quite alone, and had come from a long way over the moun¬ 
tains. In the course of time they grew tired, and I very sleepy. 
I made signs as though I would sleep on the floor in my blankets, 
but they gave me one of their bunks with plenty of dried fern 
and grass, on to which I had no sooner laid myself than I fell 
fast asleep; nor did I awake till well into the following day, 
when I found myself in the hut with two men keeping guard 
over me and an old woman cooking. When I woke the men 
seemed pleased, and spoke to me as though bidding me good 
morning in a pleasant tone. 

I went out of doors to wash in a creek which ran a few yards 
from the house. My hosts were as engrossed with me as ever; 
they never took their eyes off me, following every action that 
I did, no matter how trifling, and each looking towards the 
other for his opinion at every touch and turn. They took great 
interest in my ablutions, for they seemed to have doubted 
whether I was in all respects human like themselves. They 
even laid hold of my arms and overhauled them, and expressed 
approval when they saw that they were strong and muscular. 
They now examined my legs, and especially my feet. When 
they desisted they nodded approvingly to each other; and when 
I had combed and brushed my hair, and generally made myself 
as neat and well arranged as circumstances would allow, I 
could see that their respect for me increased greatly, and that 
they were by no means sure that they had treated me with 
sufficient deference—a matter on which I am not competent 
to decide. All I know is that they were very good to me, for 
which I thanked them heartily, as it might well have been 
otherwise. 

For my own part, I liked them and admired them, for their 
quiet self-possession and dignified ease impressed me pleasurably 
at once. Neither did their manner make me feel as though I 
were personally distasteful to them—only that I was a thing 
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utterly new and unlooked for, which they could not comprehend. 
Their type was more that of the most robust Italians than any 
other; their manners also were eminently Italian, in their entire 
unconsciousness of self. Having travelled a good deal in Italy, 
I was struck with little gestures of the hand and shoulders, 
which constantly reminded me of that country. My feeling 
was that my wisest plan would be to go on as I had begun, 
and be simply myself for better or worse, such as I was, and 
take my chance accordingly. 

I thought of these things while they were waiting for me 
to have done washing, and on my way back. Then they gave 
me breakfast—hot bread and milk, and fried flesh of something 
between mutton and venison. Their ways of cooking and eating 
were European, though they had only a skewer for a fork, and 
a sort of butcher's knife to cut with. The more I looked at 
everything in the house, the more I was struck with its quasi- 
European character; and had the walls only been pasted over 
with extracts from the Illustrated London News and Punch , I 
could have almost fancied myself in a shepherd's hut upon my 
master's sheep-run. And yet everything was slightly different. 
It was much the same with the birds and flowers on the other 
side, as compared with the English ones. On my arrival I had 
been pleased at noticing that nearly all the plants and birds 
were very like common English ones; thus, there was a robin, 
and a lark, and a wren, and daisies, and dandelions; not quite 
the same as the English, but still very like them—quite like 
enough to be called by the same name; so now, here, the ways 
of these two men, and the things they had in the house, were 
all very nearly the same as in Europe. It was not at all like 
going to China or Japan, where everything that one sees is 
strange. I was, indeed, at once struck with the primitive 
character of their appliances, for they seemed to be some five 
or six hundred years behind Europe in their inventions; but 
this is the case in many an Italian village. 

All the time that I was eating my breakfast I kept speculating 
as to what family of mankind they could belong to; and shortly 
there came an idea into my head, which brought the blood into 
my cheeks with excitement as I thought of it. Was it possible 
that they might be the lost ten tribes of Israel, of whom I had 
heard both my grandfather and my father make mention as 
existing in an unknown country, and awaiting a final return to 
Palestine? Was it possible that I might have been designed 
by Providence as the instrument of their conversion? Oh, 
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what a thought was this! I laid down my skewer and gave 
them a hasty survey. There was nothing of a Jewish type 
about them; their noses were distinctly Grecian, and their lips, 
though full, were not Jewish. 

How could I settle this question ? I knew neither Greek nor 
Hebrew, and even if I should get to understand the language 
here spoken, I should be unable to detect the roots of either 
of these tongues. I had not been long enough among them to 
ascertain their habits, but they did not give me the impression 
of being a religious people. This too was natural: the ten 
tribes had been always lamentably irreligious. But could I 
not make them change ? To restore the lost ten tribes of Israel 
to a knowledge of the only truth; here would be indeed an 
immortal crown of glory! My heart beat fast and furious as 
I entertained the thought. What a position would it not ensure 
me in the next world; or perhaps even in this! What folly it 
would be to throw such a chance away! I should rank next 
to the Apostles, if not as high as they—certainly above the 
minor prophets, and possibly above any Old Testament writer 
except Moses and Isaiah. For such a future as this I would 
sacrifice all that I have without a moment's hesitation, could 
I be reasonably assured of it. I had always cordially approved 
of missionary efforts, and had at times contributed my mite 
towards their support and extension; but I had never hitherto 
felt drawn towards becoming a missionary myself; and indeed 
had always admired, and envied, and respected them, more 
than I had exactly liked them. But if these people were the 
lost ten tribes of Israel, the case would be widely different; 
the opening was too excellent to be lost, and I resolved that 
should I see indications which appeared to confirm my im¬ 
pression that I had indeed come upon the missing tribes, I 
would certainly convert them. 

I may here mention that this discovery is the one to which 
I alluded in the opening pages of my story. Time strengthened 
the impression made upon me at first; and, though I remained 
in doubt for several months, I feel now no longer uncertain. 

When I had done eating, my hosts approached, and pointed 
down the valley leading to their own country, as though 
wanting to show that I must go with them; at the same time 
they laid hold of my arms, and made as though they would 
take me, but used no violence. I laughed, and motioned my 
hand across my throat, pointing down the valley as though 
I was afraid lest I should be killed when I got there. But 
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they divined me at once, and shook their heads with much 
decision, to show that I was in no danger. Their manner 
quite reassured me; and in half an hour or so I had packed 
up my swag, and was eager for the forward journey, feeling 
wonderfully strengthened and refreshed by good food and sleep, 
while my hope and curiosity were aroused to the very utmost 
by the extraordinary position in which I found myself. 

But already my excitement had begun to cool; and I reflected 
that these people might not be the ten tribes after all; in which 
case I could not but regret that my hopes of making money, 
which had led me into so much trouble and danger, were 
almost annihilated by the fact that the country was full to 
overflowing, with a people who had probably already developed 
its more available resources. Moreover, how was I to get back ? 
For there was something about my hosts which told me that 
they had got me, and meant to keep me, in spite of all their 
goodness. 


CHAPTER VII 

FIRST IMPRESSIONS 

We followed an Alpine path for some four miles, now hundreds 
of feet above a brawling stream which descended from the 
glaciers, and now nearly alongside it. The morning was cold 
and somewhat foggy, for the autumn had mad* great strides 
latterly. Sometimes we went through forests of pine, or rather 
yew trees, though they looked like pine; and I remember that 
now and again we passed a little wayside shrine, wherein there 
would be a statue of great beauty, representing some figure, 
male or female, in the very heyday of youth, strength, and 
beauty, or of the most dignified maturity and old age. My 
hosts always bowed their heads as they passed one of these 
shrines, and it shocked me to see statues that had no apparent 
object, beyond the chronicling of some unusual individual 
excellence or beauty, receive so serious a homage. However, 
I showed no sign of wonder or disapproval; for I remembered 
that to be all things to all men was one of the injunctions of 
the Gentile Apostle, which for the present I should do well to 
heed. Shortly after passing one of these chapels we came 

I suddenly upon a village which started up out of the mist; and 

II was alarmed lest I should be made an object of curiosity or 
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dislike. But it was not so. My guides spoke to many in 
passing, and those spoken to showed much amazement. My 
guides, however, were well known, and the natural politeness 
of the people prevented them from putting me to any incon¬ 
venience; but they could not help eyeing me, nor I them. I 
may as well say at once what my after-experience taught me— 
namely, that with all their faults and extraordinary obliquity 
of mental vision upon many subjects, they are the very best- 
bred people that I ever fell in with. 

The village was just like the one we had left, only rather 
larger. The streets were narrow and unpaved, but very fairly 
clean. The vine grew outside many of the houses; and there 
were some with signboards, on which was painted a bottle and 
a glass, that made me feel much at home. Even on this ledge 
of human society there was a stunted growth of shoplets, which 
had taken root and vegetated somehow, though as in an air 
mercantile of the bleakest. It was here as hitherto; all things 
were generically the same as in Europe, the differences being 
of species only; and I was amused at seeing in a window some 
bottles with barley-sugar and sweetmeats for children, as at 
home; but the barley-sugar was in plates, not in twisted sticks, 
and was coloured blue. Glass was plentiful in the better houses. 

Lastly, I should say that the people were of a physical beauty 
which was simply amazing. I never saw anything in the least 
comparable to them. The women were vigorous, and had a 
most majestic gait, their heads being set upon their shoulders 
with a grace beyond all power of expression. Each feature 
was finished, eyelids, eyelashes, and ears, being almost invariably 
perfect. Their colour was equal to that of the finest Italian 
paintings; being of the clearest olive, and yet ruddy with a 
glow of perfect health. Their expression was divine; and as 
they glanced at me timidly but with parted lips in great be¬ 
wilderment, I forgot all thoughts of their conversion in feelings 
that were far more earthly. I was dazzled as I saw one after 
the other, of whom I could only feel that each was the loveliest 
I had ever seen. Even in middle age they were still comely, 
and the old grey-haired women at their cottage doors had a 
dignity, not to say majesty, of their own. 

The men were as handsome as the women beautiful. I have 
always delighted in and reverenced beauty; but I felt simply 
abashed in the presence of such a splendid type—a compound 
of all that is best in Egyptian, Greek, and Italian. The children 
were infinite in number, and exceedingly merry; I need hardly 
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say that they came in for their full share of the prevailing 
beauty. I expressed by signs my admiration and pleasure to 
my guides, and they were greatly pleased. I should add that 
all seemed to take a pride in their personal appearance, and 
that even the poorest (and none seemed rich) were well-kempt 
and tidy. I could fill many pages with a description of their 
dress and the ornaments which they wore, and a hundred 
details which struck me with all the force of novelty; but I 
must not stay to do so. 

When we had got past the village the fog rose, and revealed 
magnificent views of the snowy mountains and their nearer 
abutments, while in front I could now and again catch glimpses 
of the great plains which I had surveyed on the preceding 
evening. The country was highly cultivated, every ledge being 
planted with chestnuts, walnuts, and apple-trees from which 
the apples were now gathering. Goats were abundant; also a 
kind of small black cattle, in the marshes near the river, which 
was now fast widening, and running between larger flats from 
which the hills receded more and more. I saw a few sheep 
with rounded noses and enormous tails. Dogs were there in 
plenty, and very English; but I saw no cats, nor indeed are 
these creatures known, their places being supplied by a sort of 
small terrier. 

In about four hours of walking from the time we started, and 
after passing two or three more villages, we came upon a con¬ 
siderable town, and my guides made many attempts to make 
me understand something, but I gathered no inkling of their 
meaning, except that I need be under no apprehension of danger. 
I will spare the reader any description of the town, and would 
only bid him think of Domodossola or Faido. Suffice it that I 
found myself taken before the chief magistrate, and by his 
orders was placed in an apartment with two other people, who 
were the first I had seen looking anything but well and hand¬ 
some. In fact, one of them was plainly very much out of 
health, and coughed violently from time to time in spite of 
manifest efforts to suppress it. The other looked pale and ill 
but he was marvellously self-contained, and it was impossible 
; to say what was the matter with him. Both of them appeared 
j astonished at seeing one who was evidently a stranger, but 
they were too ill to come up to me, and form conclusions con¬ 
cerning me. These two were first called out; and in about 
a quarter of an hour I was made to follow them, which I did 
in some fear, and with much curiosity. 
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The chief magistrate was a venerable-looking man, with white 
hair and beard and a face of great sagacity. He looked me all 
over for about five minutes, letting his eyes wander from the 
crown of my head to the soles of my feet, up and down, and 
down and up; neither did his mind seem in the least clearer 
when he had done looking than when he began. He at length 
asked me a single short question, which I supposed meant 
“Who are you?” I answered in English quite composedly as 
though he would understand me, and endeavoured to be my 
very most natural self as well as I could. He appeared more 
and more puzzled, and then retired, returning with two others 
much like himself. Then they took me into an inner room, 
and the two fresh arrivals stripped me, while the chief looked 
on. They felt my pulse, they looked at my tongue, they 
listened at my chest, they felt all my muscles; and at the end 
of each operation they looked at the chief and nodded, and 
said something in a tone quite pleasant, as though I were all 
right. They even pulled down my eyelids, and looked, I suppose, 
to see if they were bloodshot; but it was not so. At length 
they gave up; and I think that all were satisfied of my being 
in the most perfect health, and very robust to boot. At last 
the old magistrate made me a speech of about five minutes 
long, which the other two appeared to think greatly to the point, 
but from which I gathered nothing. As soon as it was ended, 
they proceeded to overhaul my swag and the contents of my 
pockets. This gave me little uneasiness, for I had no money 
with me, nor anything which they were at all likely to want, 
or which I cared about losing. At least I fancied so, but I 
soon found my mistake. 

They got on comfortably at first, though they were much 
puzzled with my tobacco-pipe and insisted on seeing me use it. 
When I had shown them what I did with it, they were astonished 
but not displeased, and seemed to like the smell. But by and 
by they came to my watch, which I had hidden away in the 
inmost pocket that I had, and had forgotten when they began 
their search. They seemed concerned and uneasy as soon as 
they got hold of it. They then made me open it and show the 
works; and when I had done so they gave signs of very grave 
displeasure, which disturbed me all the more because I could 
not conceive wherein it could have offended them. 

I remember that when they first found it I had thought of 
Paley, and how he tells us that a savage on seeing a watch 
would at once conclude that it was designed. True, these 
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people were not savages, but I none the less felt sure that this 
was the conclusion they would arrive at; and I was thinking 
what a wonderfully wise man Archdeacon Paley must have 
been, when I was aroused by a look of horror and dismay upon 
the face of the magistrate, a look which conveyed to me the 
impression that he regarded my watch not as having been 
designed, but rather as the designer of himself and of the uni¬ 
verse; or as at any rate one of the great first causes of all things. 

Then it struck me that this view was quite as likely to be 
taken as the other by a people who had no experience of 
European civilization, and I was a little piqued with Paley for 
having led me so much astray; but I soon discovered that I 
had misinterpreted the expression on the magistrate’s face, and 
that it was one not of fear, but hatred. He spoke to me solemnly 
and sternly for two or three minutes. Then, reflecting that 
this was of no use, he caused me to be conducted through several 
passages into a large room, which I afterwards found was the 
museum of the town, and wherein I beheld a sight which 
astonished me more than anything that I had yet seen. 

It was filled with cases containing all manner of curiosities— 
such as skeletons, stuffed birds and animals, carvings in stone 
(whereof I saw several that were like those on the saddle, only 
smaller), but the greater part of the room was occupied by 
broken machinery of all descriptions. The larger specimens had 
a case to themselves, and tickets with writing on them in a 
character which I could not understand. There were fragments 
of steam engines, all broken and rusted; among them I saw a 
cylinder and piston, a broken fly-wheel, and part of a crank, 
which was laid on the ground by their side. Again, there was 
a very old carriage whose wheels, in spite of rust and decay, I 
could see, had been designed originally for iron rails. Indeed, 
there were fragments of a great many of our own most advanced 
inventions; but they seemed all to be several hundred years 
old, and to be placed where they were, not for instruction, but 
curiosity. As I said before, all were marred and broken. 

We passed many cases, and at last came to one in which 
there were several clocks and two or three old watches. Here 
the magistrate stopped, and opening the case began comparing 
my watch with the others. The design was different, but the 
thing was clearly the same. On this he turned to me and 
made a speech in a severe and injured tone of voice, pointing 
repeatedly to the watches in the case, and to my own; neither 
did he seem in the least appeased until I made signs to him 
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that he had better take my watch and put it with the others. 
This had some effect in calming him. I said in English (trusting 
to tone and manner to convey my meaning) that I was ex¬ 
ceedingly sorry if I had been found to have anything contraband 
in my possession; that I had had no intention of evading the 
ordinary tolls, and that I would gladly forfeit the watch if my 
doing so would atone for an unintentional violation of the law. 
He began presently to relent, and spoke to me in a kinder 
manner. I think he saw that I had offended without knowledge; 
but I believe the chief thing that brought him round was my 
not seeming to be afraid of him, although I was quite respectful; 
this, and my having light hair and complexion, on which he had 
remarked previously by signs, as every one else had done. 

I afterwards found that it was reckoned a very great merit 
to have fair hair, this being a thing of the rarest possible occur¬ 
rence, and greatly admired and envied in all who were possessed 
of it. However that might be, my watch was taken from me; 
but our peace was made, and I was conducted back to the room 
where I had been examined. The magistrate then made me 
another speech, whereon I was taken to a building hard by, 
which I soon discovered to be the common prison of the town, 
but in which an apartment was assigned me separate from the 
other prisoners. The room contained a bed, table, and chairs, 
also a fireplace and a washing-stand. There was another door, 
which opened on to a balcony, with a flight of steps descending 
into a walled garden of some size. The man who conducted 
me into this room made signs to me that I might go down and 
walk in the garden whenever I pleased, and intimated that I 
should shortly have something brought me to eat. I was 
allowed to retain my blankets, and the few things which I had 
wrapped inside them, but it was plain that I was to consider 
myself a prisoner—for how long a period I could not by any 
means determine. He then left me alone. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

IN PRISON 

And now for the first time my courage completely failed me. 
It is enough to say that I was penniless, and a prisoner in a 
foreign country, where I had no friend, nor any knowledge of 
the customs or language of the people. I was at the mercy 
of men with whom I had little in common. And yet, engrossed 
as I was with my extremely difficult and doubtful position, 
I could not help feeling deeply interested in the people among 
whom I had fallen. What was the meaning of that room full 
of old machinery which I had just seen, and of the displeasure 
with which the magistrate had regarded my watch ? The people 
had very little machinery now. I had been struck with this 
over and over again, though I had not been more than four- 
and-twenty hours in the country. They were about as far 
advanced as Europeans of the twelfth or thirteenth century; 
certainly not more so. And yet they must have had at one 
time the fullest knowledge of our own most recent inventions. 
How could it have happened that having been once so far in 
advance they were now as much behind us? It was evident 
that it was not from ignorance. They knew my watch as a 
watch when they saw it; and the care with which the broken 
machines were preserved and ticketed, proved that they had 
not lost the recollection of their former civilization. The more 
I thought, the less I could understand it; but at last I concluded 
that they must have worked out their mines of coal and iron, 
till either none were left, or so few, that the use of these metals 
was restricted to the very highest nobility. This was the only 
solution I could think of; and, though I afterwards found how 
entirely mistaken it was, I felt quite sure then that it must be 
the right one. 

I had hardly arrived at this opinion for above four or five 
minutes, when the door opened, and a young woman made her 
appearance with a tray, and a very appetizing smell of dinner. 
I gazed upon her with admiration as she laid a cloth and set a 
savoury-looking dish upon the table. As I beheld her I felt as 
though my position was already much ameliorated, for the very 
sight of her carried great comfort. She was not more than 
twenty, rather above the middle height, active and strong, but 
yet most delicately featured; her lips were ‘full and sweet; her 
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eyes were of a deep hazel, and fringed with long and springing 
eyelashes; her hair was neatly braided from off her forehead; 
her complexion was simply exquisite; her figure as robust as 
was consistent with the most perfect female beauty, yet not 
more so; her hands and feet might have served as models to a 
sculptor. Having set the stew upon the table, she retired with 
a glance of pity, whereon (remembering pity's kinsman) I 
decided that she should pity me a little more. She returned 
with a bottle and a glass, and found me sitting on the bed with 
my hands over my face, looking the very picture of abject 
misery, and, like all pictures, rather untruthful. As I watched 
her, through my fingers, out of the room again, I felt sure that 
she was exceedingly sorry for me. Her back being turned, I 
set to work and ate my dinner, which was excellent. 

She returned in about an hour to take away; and there came 
with her a man who had a great bunch of keys at his waist, 
and whose manner convinced me that he was the jailer. 1 
afterwards found that he was father to the beautiful creature 
who had brought me my dinner. I am not a much greater 
hypocrite than other people, and do what I would, I could 
not look so very miserable. I had already recovered from my 
dejection, and felt in a most genial humour both with my 
jailer and his daughter. I thanked them for their attention 
towards me; and, though they could not understand, they looked 
at one another and laughed and chattered till the old man said 
something or other which I suppose was a joke; for the girl 
laughed merrily and ran away, leaving her father to take away 
the dinner things. Then I had another visitor, who was not 
so prepossessing, and who seemed to have a great idea of himself 
and a small one of me. He brought a book with him, and pens 
and paper—all very English; and yet, neither paper, nor printing, | 
nor binding, nor pen, nor ink, were quite the same as ours. 

He gave me to understand that he was to teach me the 
language and that we were to begin at once. This delighted me, 
both because I should be more comfortable when I could under¬ 
stand and make myself understood, and because 1 supposed 
that the authorities would hardly teach me the language if they 
intended any cruel usage towards me afterwards. We began 
at once, and I learnt the names of everything in the room, 
and also the numerals and personal pronouns. I found to my 
sorrow that the resemblance to European things, which I had 
so frequently observed hitherto, did not hold good in the matter 
of language; for I could detect no analogy whatever between 
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this and any tongue of which I have the slightest knowledge— 
a thing which made me think it possible that I might be learning 
Hebrew. 

I must detail no longer. From this time my days were spent 
with a monotony which would have been tedious but for the 
society of Yram, the jailer’s daughter, who had taken a great 
fancy for me and treated me with the utmost kindness. The 
man came every day to teach me the language, but my real 
dictionary and grammar were Yram; and I consulted them to 
such purpose that I made the most extraordinary progress, 
being able at the end of a month to understand a great deal 
of the conversation which I overheard between Yram and her 
father. My teacher professed himself well satisfied, and said 
he should make a favourable report of me to the authorities. 
I then questioned him as to what would probably be done with 
me. He told me that my arrival had caused great excitement 
throughout the country, and that I was to be detained a close 
prisoner until the receipt of advices from the Government. 
My having had a watch, he said, was the only damaging feature 
in the case. And then, in answer to my asking why this should 
be so, he gave me a long story of which with my imperfect 
knowledge of the language I could make nothing whatever, 
except that it was a very heinous offence, almost as bad (at 
least, so I thought I understood him) as having typhus fever. 
But he said he thought my light hair would save me. 

I was allowed to walk in the garden; there was a high wall 
so that I managed to play a sort of hand fives, which prevented 
my feeling the bad effects of my confinement, though it was 
stupid work playing alone. In the course of time people from 
the town and neighbourhood began to pester the jailer to be 
allowed to see me, and on receiving handsome fees he let them 
do so. The people were good to me; almost too good, for they 
were inclined to make a lion of me, which I hated—at least 
the women were; only they had to beware of Yram, who was 
a young lady of a jealous temperament, and kept a sharp eye 
both on me and on my lady visitors. However, I felt so kindly 
towards her, and was so entirely dependent upon her for almost 
all that made my life a blessing and a comfort to me, that I 
took good care not to vex her, and we remained excellent 
friends. The men were far less inquisitive, and would not, 
I believe, have come near me of their own accord; but the 
women made them come as escorts. I was delighted with their 
handsome mien and pleasant genial manners. 
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My food was plain, but always varied and wholesome, and 
the good red wine was admirable. I had found a sort of wort 
in the garden, which I sweated in heaps and then dried, obtaining 
thus a substitute for tobacco; so that what with Yram, the 
language, visitors, fives in the garden, smoking, and bed, my 
time slipped by more rapidly and pleasantly than might have 
been expected. I also made myself a small flute; and being a 
tolerable player, amused myself at times with playing snatches 
from operas, and airs such as “Oh, where and oh, where,” and 
“Home, sweet home.” This was of great advantage to me, 
for the people of the country were ignorant of the diatonic 
scale and could hardly believe their ears on hearing some of 
our most common melodies. Often, too, they would make me 
sing; and I could at any time make Yram’s eyes swim with 
tears by singing “Villikins and his Dinah,” “Billy Taylor,” 
“The Ratcatchers Daughter,” or as much of them as I could 
remember. 

I had one or two discussions with them because I never 
would sing on Sunday (of which I kept count in my pocket- 
book), except chants and hymn tunes; of these I regret to say 
that I had forgotten the words, so that I could only sing the 
tune. They appeared to have little or no religious feeling, and 
to have never so much as heard of the divine institution of the 
Sabbath, so they ascribed my observance of it to a fit of sulkiness, 
which they remarked as coming over me upon every seventh 
day. But they were very tolerant, and one of them said to 
me quite kindly that she knew how impossible it was to help 
being sulky at times, only she thought I ought to see some one 
if it became more serious—a piece of advice which I then failed 
to understand, though I pretended to take it quite as a matter 
of course. 

Once only did Yram treat me in a way that was unkind and 
unreasonable—at least so I thought it at the time. It happened 
thus. I had been playing fives in the garden and got much 
heated. Although the day was cold, for autumn was now 
advancing, and Cold Harbour (as the name of the town in which 
my prison was should be translated) stood fully 3,000 feet above 
the sea, I had played without my coat and waistcoat, and 
took a sharp chill on resting myself too long in the open air 
without protection. The next day I had a severe cold and 
felt really poorly. Being little used even to the lightest ailments, 
and thinking that it would be rather nice to be petted and 
cossetted by Yram, I certainly did not make myself out to be 



IN PRISON 


5i 

any better than I was; in fact, I remember that I made the 
worst of things, and took it into my head to consider myself 
upon the sick list. When Yram brought me my breakfast I 
complained somewhat dolefully of my indisposition, expecting 
the sympathy and humouring which I should have received 
from my mother and sisters at home. Not a bit of it. She 
fired up in an instant, and asked me what I meant by it, and 
how I dared to presume to mention such a thing, especially 
when I considered in what place I was. She had the best 
mind to tell her father, only that she was afraid the consequences 
would be so very serious for me. Her manner was so injured 
and decided, and her anger so evidently unfeigned, that I 
forgot my cold upon the spot, begging her by all means to tell 
her father if she wished to do so, and telling her that I had 
no idea of being shielded by her from anything whatever; 
presently mollifying, after having said as many biting things 
as I could, I asked her what it was that I had done amiss, and 
promised amendment as soon as ever I became aware of it. 
She saw that I was really ignorant, and that I had no inten¬ 
tion of being rude to her; whereon it came out that illness of 
any sort was considered in Erewhon to be highly criminal 
and immoral; and that I was liable, even for catching cold, 
to be had up before the magistrates and imprisoned for a 
considerable period—an announcement which struck me dumb 
with astonishment. 

I followed up the conversation as well as my imperfect 
knowledge of the language would allow, and caught a glimmer¬ 
ing of her position with regard to ill-health; but I did not even 
then fully comprehend it, nor had I as yet any idea of the other 
extraordinary perversions of thought which existed among the 
Erewhonians, but with which I was soon to become familiar. I 
propose, therefore, to make no mention of what passed between 
us on this occasion, save that we were reconciled, and that she 
brought me surreptitiously a glass of hot spirits and water 
before I went to bed, as also a pile of extra blankets, and that 
next morning I was quite well. I never remember to have lost 
a cold so rapidly. 

This little affair explained much which had hitherto puzzled 
me. It seemed that the two men who were examined before 
the magistrates on the day of my arrival in the country, had 
been given in charge on account of ill health, and were both 
condemned to a long term of imprisonment with hard labour; 
they were now expiating their offence in this very prison, and 
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their exercise ground was a yard separated by my fives wall 
from the garden in which I walked. This accounted for the 
sounds of coughing and groaning which I had often noticed as 
coming from the other side of the wall; it was high, and I had 
not dared to climb it for fear the jailer should see me and think 
that I was trying to escape; but I had often wondered what 
sort of people they could be on the other side, and had resolved 
on asking the jailer; but I seldom saw him, and Yram and I 
generally found other things to talk about. 

Another month flew by, during which I made such progress 
in the language that I could understand all that was said to me, 
and express myself with tolerable fluency. My instructor pro¬ 
fessed to be astonished with the progress I had made; I was 
careful to attribute it to the pains he had taken with me and to 
his admirable method of explaining my difficulties, so we became 
excellent friends. 

My visitors became more and more frequent. Among them 
were some, both men and women, who delighted me entirely by 
their simplicity, unconsciousness of self, kindly genial manners, 
and last, but not least, by their exquisite beauty; there came 
others less well-bred, but still comely and agreeable people, 
while some were snobs pure and simple. 

At the end of the third month the jailer and my instructor 
came together to visit me and told me that communications had 
been received from the Government to the effect that if I had 
behaved well and seemed generally reasonable, and if there 
could be no suspicion at all about my bodily health and vigour, 
and if my hair was really light, and my eyes blue and com¬ 
plexion fresh, I was to be sent up at once to the metropolis in 
order that the king and queen might see me and converse with 
me; but that when I arrived there I should be set at liberty, 
and a suitable allowance would be made me. My teacher also 
told me that one of the leading merchants had sent me an 
invitation to repair to his house and to consider myself his guest 
for as long a time as I chose. “He is a delightful man,” con¬ 
tinued the interpreter, “but has suffered terribly from” (here 
there came a long word which I could not quite catch, only it 
was much longer than kleptomania), “and has but lately 
recovered from embezzling a large sum of money under singularly 
distressing circumstances; but he has quite got over it, and the 
straighteners say that he has made a really wonderful recovery; 
you are sure to like him.” 
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CHAPTER IX 

TO THE METROPOLIS 

With the above words the good man left the room before I had 
time to express my astonishment at hearing such extraordinary 
language from the lips of one who seemed to be a reputable 
member of society. “ Embezzle a large sum of money under 
singularly distressing circumstances! ” I exclaimed to myself, 
“and ask me to go and stay with him! I shall do nothing of 
the sort—compromise myself at the very outset in the eyes of 
all decent people, and give the death-blow to my chances of 
either converting them if they are the lost tribes of Israel, or 
making money out of them if they are not! No. I will do 
anything rather than that.” And when I next saw my teacher 
I told him that I did not at all like the sound of what had been 
proposed for me, and that I would have nothing to do with it. 
For by my education and the example of my own parents, and I 
trust also in some degree from inborn instinct, I have a very 
genuine dislike for all unhandsome dealings in money matters, 
though none can have a greater regard for money than I have, 
if it be got fairly. 

The interpreter was much surprised by my answer, and said 
that I should be very foolish if I persisted in my refusal. 

“Mr. Nosnibor,” he continued, “is a man of at least 500,000 
horse-power” (for their way of reckoning and classifying men is 
by the number of foot-pounds which they have money enough 
to raise, or more roughly by their horse-power), “and keeps a 
capital table; besides, his two daughters are among the most 
beautiful women in Erewhon.” 

When I heard all this, I confess that I was much shaken, and 
inquired whether he was favourably considered in the best 
society. 

“Certainly,” was the answer; “no man in the country stands 
higher.” 

He then went on to say that one would have thought from 
my manner that my proposed host had had jaundice or pleurisy 
or been generally unfortunate, and that I was in fear of infection. 

“I am not much afraid of infection,” said I, impatiently, 
“but I have some regard for my character; and if I know a man 
to be an embezzler of other people's money, be sure of it, I will 
give him as wide a berth as I can. If he were ill or poor-” 
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“Ill or poor!” interrupted the interpreter, with a face of great 
alarm. “So that’s your notion of propriety! You would 
consort with the basest criminals, and yet deem simple embezzle¬ 
ment a bar to friendly intercourse. I cannot understand you.” 

“But I am poor myself,” cried I. 

“You were,” said he; “and you were liable to be severely 
punished for it—indeed, at the council which was held con¬ 
cerning you, this fact was very nearly consigning you to what I 
should myself consider a well-deserved chastisement” (for he 
was getting angry, and so was I); “but the queen was so 
inquisitive, and wanted so much to see you, that she petitioned 
the king and made him give you his pardon, and assign you a 
pension in consideration of your meritorious complexion. It 
is lucky for you that he has not heard what you have been 
saying now, or he would be sure to cancel it.” 

As I heard these words my heart sank within me. I felt the 
extreme difficulty of my position, and how wicked I should be 
in running counter to established usage. I remained silent for 
several minutes, and then said that I should be happy to accept 
the embezzler’s invitation—on which my instructor brightened 
and said I was a sensible fellow. But I felt very uncomfortable. 
When he had left the room, I mused over the conversation which 
had just taken place between us, but I could make nothing out 
of it, except that it argued an even greater perversity of mental 
vision than I had been yet prepared for. And this made me 
wretched; for I cannot bear having much to do with people 
who think differently from myself. All sorts of wandering 
thoughts kept coming into my head. I thought of my master’s 
hut, and my seat upon the mountain side, where I had first 
conceived the insane idea of exploring. What years and years 
seemed to have passed since I had begun my journey! 

I thought of my adventures in the gorge, and on the journey 
hither, and of Chowbok. I wondered what Chowbok told them 
about me when he got back—he had done well in going back, 
Chowbok had. He was not handsome—nay, he was hideous; 
and it would have gone hardly with him. Twilight drew on, 
and rain pattered against the windows. Never yet had I felt 
so unhappy, except during three days of sea-sickness at the 
beginning of my voyage from England. I sat musing and in 
great melancholy, until Yram made her appearance with light 
and supper. She too, poor girl, was miserable; for she had 
heard that I was to leave them. She had made up her mind 
that I was to remain always in the town, even after my imprison- 
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ment was over; and I fancy had resolved to marry me though I 
had never so much as hinted at her doing so. So what with 
the distressingly strange conversation with my teacher, my own 
friendless condition, and Yram’s melancholy, I felt more unhappy 
than I can describe, and remained so till I got to bed, and sleep 
sealed my eyelids. 

On awaking next morning I was much better. It was settled 
that I was to make my start in a conveyance which was to be 
in waiting for me at about eleven o’clock, and the anticipation 
of change put me in good spirits, which even the tearful face of 
Yram could hardly altogether derange. I kissed her again and 
again, assured her that we should meet hereafter, and that in 
the meanwhile I should be ever mindful of her kindness. I 
gave her two of the buttons off my coat and a lock of my hair 
as a keepsake, taking a goodly curl from her own beautiful 
head in return; and so, having said good-bye a hundred times, 
till I was fairly overcome with her great sweetness and her sorrow, 
I tore myself away from her and got downstairs to the caleche 
which was in waiting. How thankful I was when it was all 
over, and I was driven away and out of sight. Would that I 
could have felt that it was out of mind also! Pray heaven 
that it is so now, and that she is married happily among her own 
people, and has forgotten me! 

And now began a long and tedious journey with which I 
should hardly trouble the reader if I could. He is safe, how¬ 
ever, for the simple reason that I was blindfolded during the 
greater part of the time. A bandage was put upon my eyes 
every morning, and was only removed at night when I reached 
the inn at which we were to pass the night. We travelled 
slowly, although the roads were good. We drove but one 
horse, which took us our day’s journey from morning till even¬ 
ing, about six hours, exclusive of two hours’ rest in the middle 
of the day. I do not suppose we made above thirty or thirty- 
five miles on an average. Each day we had a fresh horse. As 
I have said already, I could see nothing of the country. I 
only know that it was level, and that several times we had to 
cross large rivers in ferry-boats. The inns were clean and 
comfortable. In one or two of the larger towns they were 
quite sumptuous, and the food was good and well cooked. The 
same wonderful health and grace and beauty prevailed 
everywhere. 

I found myself an object of great interest; so much so, that the 
driver told me he had to keep our route secret, and at times to 
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go to places that were not directly on our road, in order to avoid 
the press that would otherwise have awaited us. Every evening 
I had a reception, and grew heartily tired of having to say the 
same things over and over again in answer to the same questions, 
but it was impossible to be angry with people whose manners 
were so delightful. They never once asked after my health, or 
even whether I was fatigued with my journey; but their first 
question was almost invariably an inquiry after my temper, 
the naivete of which astonished me till I became used to it. 
One day, being tired and cold, and wearying of saying the same 
thing over and over again, I turned a little brusquely on my 
questioner and said that I was exceedingly cross, and that I 
could hardly feel in a worse humour with myself and every one 
else than at that moment. To my surprise, I was met with the 
kindest expressions of condolence, and heard it buzzed about 
the room that I was in an ill temper; whereon people began to 
give me nice things to smell and to eat, which really did seem 
to have some temper-mending quality about them, for I soon 
felt pleased and was at once congratulated upon being better. 
The next morning two or three people sent their servants to 
the hotel with sweetmeats, and inquiries whether I had quite 
recovered from my ill humour. On receiving the good things 
I felt in half a mind to be ill-tempered every evening; but I 
disliked the condolences and the inquiries, and found it most 
comfortable to keep my natural temper, which is smooth 
enough generally. 

Among those who came to visit me were some who had 
received a liberal education at the Colleges of Unreason, and 
taken the highest degrees in hypothetics, which are their principal 
study. These gentlemen had now settled down to various 
employments in the country, as straighteners, managers, and 
cashiers of the Musical Banks, priests of religion, or what not, 
and carrying their education with them they diffused a leaven of 
culture throughout the country. I naturally questioned them 
about many of the things which had puzzled me since my arrival. 
I inquired what was the object and meaning of the statues which 
I had seen upon the plateau of the pass. I was told that they 
dated from a very remote period, and that there were several 
other such groups in the country, but none so remarkable as 
the one which I had seen. They had a religious origin, having 
been designed to propitiate the gods of deformity and disease. 
In former times it had been the custom to make expeditions 
over the ranges, and capture the ugliest of Chowbok’s ancestors 
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whom they could find, in order to sacrifice them in the presence 
of these deities, and thus avert ugliness and disease from the 
Erewhonians themselves. It had been whispered (but my 
informant assured me untruly) that centuries ago they had even 
offered up some of their own people who were ugly or out of 
health, in order to make examples of them; these detestable 
customs, however, had been long discontinued; neither was 
there any present observance of the statues. 

I had the curiosity to inquire what would be done to any of 
Chowbok’s tribe if they crossed over into Erewhon. I was told 
that nobody knew, inasmuch as such a thing had not happened 
for ages. They would be too ugly to be allowed to go at large, 
but not so much so as to be criminally liable. Their offence in 
having come would be a moral one; but they would be beyond 
the straightener’s art. Possibly they would be consigned to 
the Hospital for Incurable Bores, and made to work at being 
bored for so many hours a day by the Erewhonian inhabitants 
of the hospital, who are extremely impatient of one another’s 
boredom, but would soon die if they had no one whom they 
might bore—in fact, that they would be kept as professional 
borees. When I heard this, it occurred to me that some rumours 
of its substance might perhaps have become current among 
Chowbok’s people; for the agony of his fear had been too great 
to have been inspired by the mere dread of being burnt alive 
before the statues. 

I also questioned them about the museum of old machines, 
and the cause of the apparent retrogression in all arts, sciences, 
and inventions, I learnt that about four hundred years pre¬ 
viously, the state of mechanical knowledge was far beyond our 
own, and was advancing with prodigious rapidity, until one of 
the most learned professors of hypothetics wrote an extra¬ 
ordinary book (from which I propose to give extracts later on), 
proving that the machines were ultimately destined to supplant 
the race of man, and to become instinct with a vitality as different 
from, and superior to, that of animals, as animal to vegetable 
life. So convincing was his reasoning, or unreasoning, to this 
effect, that he carried the country with him; and they made a 
clean sweep of all machinery that had not been in use for more 
than two hundred and seventy-one years (which period was 
arrived at after a series of compromises), and strictly forbade all 
further improvements and inventions under pain of being con¬ 
sidered in the eye of the law to be labouring under typhus fever, 
which they regard as one of the worst of all crimes. 

♦c*»* 
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This is the only case in which they have confounded mental 
and physical diseases, and they do it even here as by an avowed 
legal fiction. I became uneasy when I remembered about my 
watch; but they comforted me with the assurance that trans¬ 
gression in this matter was now so unheard of, that the law 
could afford to be lenient towards an utter stranger, especially 
towards one who had such a good character (they meant 
physique), and such beautiful light hair. Moreover, the watch 
was a real curiosity, and would be a welcome addition to the 
metropolitan collection; so they did not think I need let it 
trouble me seriously. 

I will write, however, more fully upon this subject when I 
deal with the Colleges of Unreason, and the Book of the Machines. 

In about a month from the time of our starting I was told 
that our journey was nearly over. The bandage was now 
dispensed with, for it seemed impossible that I should ever be 
able to find my way back without being captured. Then we 
rolled merrily along through the streets of a handsome town, 
and got on to a long, broad, and level road, with poplar trees 
on either side. The road was raised slightly above the sur¬ 
rounding country, and had formerly been a railway; the fields 
on either side were in the highest conceivable cultivation, but 
the harvest and also the vintage had been already gathered. 
The weather had got cooler more rapidly than could be quite 
accounted for by the progress of the season; so I rather thought 
that we must have been making away from the sun, and were 
some degrees farther from the equator than when we started. 
Even here the vegetation showed that the climate was a hot 
one, yet there was no lack of vigour among the people; on 
the contrary, they were a very hardy race, and capable of great 
endurance. For the hundredth time I thought that, take them 
all round, I had never seen their equals in respect of physique, 
and they looked as good-natured as they were robust. The 
flowers were for the most part over, but their absence was in 
some measure compensated for by a profusion of delicious 
fruit, closely resembling the figs, peaches, and pears of Italy 
and France. I saw no wild animals, but birds were plentiful 
and much as in Europe, but not tame as they had been on the 
other side of the ranges. They were shot at with the cross¬ 
bow and with arrows, gunpowder being unknown, or at any 
rate not in use. 

We were now nearing the metropolis and I could see great 
towers and fortifications, and lofty buildings that looked like 
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palaces. I began to be nervous as to my reception; but I had 
got on very well so far, and resolved to continue upon the 
same plan as hitherto—namely, to behave just as though I 
were in England until I saw that I was making a blunder, and 
then to say nothing till I could gather how the land lay. We 
drew nearer and nearer. The news of my approach had got 
abroad, and there was a great crowd collected on either side 
the road, who greeted me with marks of most respectful curiosity, 
keeping me bowing constantly in acknowledgment from side 
to side. 

When we were about a mile off, we were met by the mayor 
and several councillors, among whom was a venerable old man, 
who was introduced to me by the mayor (for so I suppose I 
should call him) as the gentleman who had invited me to his 
house. I bowed deeply and told him how grateful I felt to him, 
and how gladly I would accept his hospitality. He forbade me 
to say more, and pointing to his carriage, which was close at 
hand, he motioned me to a seat therein. I again bowed pro¬ 
foundly to the mayor and councillors, and drove off with my 
entertainer, whose name was Senoj Nosnibor. After about half 
a mile the carriage turned off the main road, and we drove 
under the walls of the town till we reached a palazzo on a slight 
eminence, and just on the outskirts of the city. This was 
Senoj Nosnibor’s house, and nothing can be imagined finer. 
It was situated near the magnificent and venerable ruins of 
the old railway station, which formed an imposing feature from 
the gardens of the house. The grounds, some ten or a dozen 
acres in extent, were laid out in terraced gardens, one above 
the other, with flights of broad steps ascending and descending 
the declivity of the garden. On these steps there were statues 
of most exquisite workmanship. Besides the statues there were 
vases filled with various shrubs that were new to me; and on 
either side the flight of steps there were rows of old cypresses 
and cedars, with grassy alleys between them. Then came 
choice vineyards and orchards of fruit-trees in full bearing. 

The house itself was approached by a courtyard, and round 
it was a corridor on to which rooms opened, as at Pompeii. 
In the middle of the court there was a bath and a fountain. 
Having passed the court we came to the main body of the house, 
which was two stories in height. The rooms were large and 
lofty; perhaps at first they looked rather bare of furniture, 
but in hot climates people generally keep their rooms more 
bare than they do in colder ones. I missed also the sight of 
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a grand piano or some similar instrument, there being no means 
of producing music in any of the rooms save the larger drawing¬ 
room, where there were half a dozen large bronze gongs, which 
the ladies used occasionally to beat about at random. It was 
not pleasant to hear them, but I have heard quite as unpleasant 
music both before and since. 

Mr. Nosnibor took me through several spacious rooms till 
we reached a boudoir where were his wife and daughters, of 
whom I had heard from the interpreter. Mrs. Nosnibor was 
about forty years old, and still handsome, but she had grown 
very stout; her daughters were in the prime of youth and 
exquisitely beautiful. I gave the preference almost at once to 
the younger, whose name was Arowhena; for the elder sister was 
haughty, while the younger had a very winning manner. Mrs. 
Nosnibor received me with the perfection of courtesy, so that 
I must have indeed been shy and nervous if I had not at once 
felt welcome. Scarcely was the ceremony of my introduction 
well completed before a servant announced that dinner was 
ready in the next room. I was exceedingly hungry, and the 
dinner was beyond all praise. Can the reader wonder that I 
began to consider myself in excellent quarters? “That man 
embezzle money?” thought I to myself; “impossible.” 

But I noticed that my host was uneasy during the whole 
meal, and that he ate nothing but a little bread and milk; 
towards the end of dinner there came a tall lean man with a 
black beard, to whom Mr. Nosnibor and the whole family paid 
great attention; he was the family straightener. With this 
gentleman Mr. Nosnibor retired into another room, from which 
there presently proceeded a sound of weeping and wailing. 
I could hardly believe my ears, but in a few minutes I got to 
know for a certainty that they came from Mr. Nosnibor himself. 

“Poor papa,” said Arowhena, as she helped herself com¬ 
posedly to the salt, “how terribly he has suffered.” 

“Yes,” answered her mother; “but I think he is quite out 
of danger now.” 

Then they went on to explain to me the circumstances of the 
case, and the treatment which the straightener had prescribed, 
and how successful he had been—all which I will reserve for 
another chapter, and put rather in the form of a general summary 
of the opinions current upon these subjects than in the exact 
words in which the facts were delivered to me; the reader, 
however, is earnestly requested to believe that both in this 
next chapter and in those that follow it I have endeavoured 
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to adhere most conscientiously to the strictest accuracy, and 
that I have never willingly misrepresented, though I may have 
sometimes failed to understand all the bearings of an opinion 
or custom. 


CHAPTER X 

CURRENT OPINIONS 

This is what I gathered. That in that country if a man falls 
into ill health, or catches any disorder, or fails bodily in any 
way before he is seventy years old, he is tried before a jury of 
his countrymen, and if convicted is held up to public scorn and 
sentenced more or less severely as the case may be. There are 
subdivisions of illnesses into crimes and misdemeanours as with 
offences amongst ourselves—a man being punished very heavily 
for serious illness, while failure of eyes or hearing in one over 
sixty-five, who has had good health hitherto, is dealt with by 
fine only, or imprisonment in default of payment. But if a 
man forges a cheque, or sets his house on fire, or robs with 
violence from the person, or does any other such things as are 
criminal in our own country, he is either taken to a hospital 
and most carefully tended at the public expense, or if he is in 
good circumstances, he lets it be known to all his friends that 
he is suffering from a severe fit of immorality, just as we do when 
we are ill, and they come and visit him with great solicitude, 
and inquire with interest how it all came about, what symptoms 
first showed themselves, and so forth—questions which he will 
answer with perfect unreserve; for bad conduct, though con¬ 
sidered no less deplorable than illness with ourselves, and as 
unquestionably indicating something seriously wrong with the 
individual who misbehaves, is nevertheless held to be the result 
of either pre-natal or post-natal misfortune. 

The strange part of the story, however, is that though they 
ascribe moral defects to the effect of misfortune either in char¬ 
acter or surroundings, they will not listen to the plea of mis¬ 
fortune in cases that in England meet with sympathy and 
commiseration only. Ill luck of any kind, or even ill treatment 
at the hands of others, is considered an offence against society, 
inasmuch as it makes people uncomfortable to hear of it. Loss 
of fortune, therefore, or loss of some dear friend on whom 
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another was much dependent, is punished hardly less severely 
than physical delinquency. 

Foreign, indeed, as such ideas are to our own, traces of some¬ 
what similar opinions can be found even in nineteenth-century 
England. If a person has an abscess, the medical man will 
say that it contains “ peccant ” matter, and people say that 
they have a “bad” arm or finger, or that they are very “bad” 
all over, when they only mean “diseased.” Among foreign 
nations Erewhonian opinions may be still more clearly noted. 
The Mohammedans, for example, to this day, send their female 
prisoners to hospitals, and the New Zealand Maoris visit any 
misfortune with forcible entry into the house of the offender, 
and the breaking up and burning of all his goods. The Italians, 
again, use the same word for “disgrace” and “misfortune.” 
I once heard an Italian lady speak of a young friend whom she 
described as endowed with every virtue under heaven, “tna,” 
she exclaimed, “ povero disgraziato , ha ammazzato silo zio .” 
(“Poor unfortunate fellow, he has murdered his uncle.”) 

On mentioning this, which I heard when taken to Italy as a 
boy by my father, the person to whom I told it showed no sur¬ 
prise. He said that he had been driven for two or three years 
in a certain city by a young Sicilian cab-driver of prepossessing 
manners and appearance, but then lost sight of him. On asking 
what had become of him, he was told that he was in prison for 
having shot at his father with intent to kill him—happily without 
serious result. Some years later my informant again found 
himself warmly accosted by the prepossessing young cab-driver. 

“Ah, caro signore ,” he exclaimed, “sono cinque anni che non 
lo vedo—tre anni di militate, e due anni di disgrazia, i} etc. (“ My 
dear sir, it is five years since I saw you—three years of military 
service, and two of misfortune ”)—-during which last the poor 
fellow had been in prison. Of moral sense he showed not so 
much as a trace. He and his father were now on excellent 
terms, and were likely to remain so unless either of them should 
again have the misfortune mortally to offend the other. 

In the following chapter I will give a few examples of the 
way in which what we should call misfortune, hardship, or disease 
are dealt with by the Erewhonians, but for the moment will 
return to their treatment of cases that with us are criminal. 
As I have already said, these, though not judicially punishable, 
are recognized as requiring correction. Accordingly, there 
exists a class of men trained in soul-craft, whom they call 
straighteners, as nearly as I can translate a word which literally 
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means “one who bends back the crooked.” These men practise 
much as medical men in England, and receive a quasi-surrep- 
titious fee on every visit. They are treated with the same 
unreserve, and obeyed as readily, as our own doctors—that is 
to say, on the whole sufficiently—because people know that it 
is their interest to get well as soon as they can, and that they 
will not be scouted as they would be if their bodies were out of 
order, even though they may have to undergo a very painful 
course of treatment. 

When I say that they will not be scouted, I do not mean that 
an Erewhonian will suffer no social inconvenience in consequence, 
we will say, of having committed fraud. Friends will fall away 
from him because of his being less pleasant company, just as 
we ourselves are disinclined to make companions of those who 
are either poor or poorly. No one with any sense of self-respect 
will place himself on an equality in the matter of affection with 
those who are less lucky than himself in birth, health, money, 
good looks, capacity, or anything else. Indeed, that dislike 
and even disgust should be felt by the fortunate for the un¬ 
fortunate, or at any rate for those who have been discovered 
to have met with any of the more serious and less familiar 
misfortunes, is not only natural, but desirable for any society, 
whether of man or brute. 

The fact, therefore, that the Erewhonians attach none of 
that guilt to crime which they do to physical ailments, does not 
prevent the more selfish among them from neglecting a friend 
who has robbed a bank, for instance, till he has fully recovered; 
but it does prevent them from even thinking of treating criminals 
with that contemptuous tone which would seem to say, “I, if 
I were you, should be a better man than you are,” a tone which 
is held quite reasonable in regard to physical ailment. Hence, 
though they conceal ill health by every cunning and hypocrisy 
and artifice which they can devise, they are quite open about 
the most flagrant mental diseases, should they happen to exist, 
which to do the people justice is not often. Indeed, there are 
some who are, so to speak, spiritual valetudinarians, and who 
make themselves exceedingly ridiculous by their nervous sup¬ 
position that they are wicked, while they are very tolerable 
people all the time. This, however, is exceptional; and on the 
whole they use much the same reserve or unreserve about the 
state of their moral welfare as we do about our health. 

Hence all the ordinary greetings among ourselves, such as. 
How do you do? and the like, are considered signs of gross ill- 
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breeding; nor do the politer classes tolerate even such a common 
complimentary remark as telling a man that he is looking well. 
They salute each other with “ I hope you are good this morning ”; 
or “ I hope you have recovered from the snappishness from which 
you were suffering when I last saw you”; and if the person 
saluted has not been good, or is still snappish, he says so at 
once and is condoled with accordingly. Indeed, the straighteners 
have gone so far as to give names from the hypothetical language 
(as taught at the Colleges of Unreason) to all known forms of 
mental indisposition, and to classify them according to a system 
of their own, which, though I could not understand it, seemed 
to work well in practice; for they are always able to tell a man 
what is the matter with him as soon as they have heard his 
story, and their familiarity with the long names assures him that 
they thoroughly understand his case. 

The reader will have no difficulty in believing that the laws 
regarding ill health were frequently evaded by the help of 
recognized fictions, which every one understood, but which it 
would be considered gross ill-breeding to even seem to under¬ 
stand. Thus, a day or two after my arrival at the Nosnibors, 
one of the many ladies who called on me made excuses for her 
husband’s only sending his card, on the ground that when going 
through the public market-place that morning he had stolen a 
pair of socks. I had already been warned that I should never 
show surprise, so I merely expressed my sympathy, and said 
that though I had only been in the capital so short a time, I 
had already had a very narrow escape from stealing a clothes- 
brush, and that though I had resisted temptation so far, I was 
sadly afraid that if I saw any object of special interest that was 
neither too hot nor too heavy, I should have to put myself in 
the straightener’s hands. 

Mrs. Nosnibor, who had been keeping an ear on all that I 
had been saying, praised me when the lady had gone. Nothing, 
she said, could have been more polite according to Erewhonian 
etiquette. She then explained that to have stolen a pair of 
socks, or “to have the socks” (in more colloquial language), 
was a recognized way of saying that the person in question was 
slightly indisposed. 

In spite of all this they have a keen sense of the enjoyment 
consequent upon what they call being “well.” They admire 
mental health and love it in other people, and take all the 
pains they can (consistently with their other duties) to secure it 
for themselves. They have an extreme dislike to marrying 
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into what they consider unhealthy families. They send for 
the straightener at once whenever they have been guilty of 
anything seriously flagitious—often even if they think that 
they are on the point of committing it; and though his remedies 
are sometimes exceedingly painful, involving close confinement 
for weeks, and in some cases the most cruel physical tortures, 
I never heard of a reasonable Erewhonian refusing to do what 
his straightener told him, any more than of a reasonable English¬ 
man refusing to undergo even the most frightful operation, if 
his doctors told him it was necessary. 

We in England never shrink from telling our doctor what 
is the matter with us merely through the fear that he will hurt us. 
VVe let him do his worst upon us, and stand it without a murmur, 
because we are not scouted for being ill, and because we know 
that the doctor is doing his best to cure us, and that he can 
judge of our case better than we can; but we should conceal all 
illness if we were treated as the Erewhonians are when they have 
anything the matter with them; we should do the same as with 
moral and intellectual diseases—we should feign health with 
the most consummate art, till we were found out, and should 
hate a single flogging given in the way of mere punishment more 
than the amputation of a limb, if it were kindly and courteously 
performed from a wish to help us out of our difficulty, and with 
the full consciousness on the part of the doctor that it was 
only by an accident of constitution that he was not in the like 
plight himself. So the Erewhonians take a flogging once a 
week, and a diet of bread and water for two or three months 
together, whenever their straightener recommends it. 

I do not suppose that even my host, on having swindled a 
confiding widow out of the whole of her property, was put to 
more actual suffering than a man will readily undergo at the 
hands of an English doctor. And yet he must have had a very 
bad time of it. The sounds I heard were sufficient to show 
that his pain was exquisite, but he never shrank from undergoing 
it. He was quite sure that it did him good; and I think he 
was right. I cannot believe that that man will ever embezzle 
money again. He may—but it will be a long time before he 
does so. 

During my confinement in prison, and on my journey, I had 
already discovered a great deal of the above; but it still seemed 
surpassingly strange, and I was in constant fear of committing 
some piece of rudeness, through my inability to look at things 
from the same standpoint as my neighbours; but after a few 



66 


EREWHON 


weeks 1 stay with the Nosnibors, I got to understand things 
better, especially on having heard all about my host’s illness, of 
which he told me fully and repeatedly. 

It seemed that he had been on the Stock Exchange of the city 
for many years and had amassed enormous wealth, without 
exceeding the limits of what was generally considered justifiable, 
or at any rate, permissible dealing; but at length on several 
occasions he had become aware of a desire to make money by 
fraudulent representations, and had actually dealt with two or 
three sums in a way which had made him rather uncomfortable. 
He had unfortunately made light of it and pooh-poohed the 
ailment, until circumstances eventually presented themselves 
which enabled him to cheat upon a very considerable scale; 
he told me what they were, and they were about as bad as any¬ 
thing could be, but I need not detail them; he seized the oppor¬ 
tunity, and became aware, when it was too late, that he must be 
seriously out of order. He had neglected himself too long. 

He drove home at once, broke the news to his wife and 
daughters as gently as he could, and sent off for one of the most 
celebrated straighteners of the kingdom to a consultation with 
the family practitioner, for the case was plainly serious. On the 
arrival of the straightener he told his story, and expressed his 
fear that his morals must be permanently impaired. 

The eminent man reassured him with a few cheering words, 
and then proceeded to make a more careful diagnosis of the 
case. He inquired concerning Mr. Nosnibor’s parents—had 
their moral health been good? He was answered that there 
had not been anything seriously amiss with them, but that his 
maternal grandfather, whom he was supposed to resemble 
somewhat in person, had been a consummate scoundrel and had 
ended his days in a hospital—while a brother of his father’s, 
after having led a most flagitious life for many years, had been 
at last cured by a philosopher of a new school, which as far as I 
could understand it bore much the same relation to the old as 
homoeopathy to allopathy. The straightener shook his head at 
this, and laughingly replied that the cure must have been due 
to nature. After a few more questions he wrote a prescription 
and departed. 

I saw the prescription. It ordered a fine to the State of 
double the money embezzled; no food but bread and milk for 
six months, and a severe flogging once a month for twelve. I 
was surprised to see that no part of the fine was to be paid to 
the poor woman whose money had been embezzled, but on 
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inquiry I learned that she would have been prosecuted in the 
Misplaced Confidence Court, if she had not escaped its clutches 
by dying shortly after she had discovered her loss. 

As for Mr. Nosnibor, he had received his eleventh flogging 
on the day of my arrival. I saw him later on the same after¬ 
noon, and he was still twinged; but there had been no escape 
from following out the straightener’s prescription, for the so- 
called sanitary laws of Erewhon are very rigorous, and unless 
the straightener was satisfied that his orders had been obeyed, 
the patient would have been taken to a hospital (as the poor 
are), and would have been much worse off. Such at least is the 
law, but it is never necessary to enforce it. 

On a subsequent occasion I was present at an interview 
between Mr. Nosnibor and the family straightener, who was 
considered competent to watch the completion of the cure. 
I was struck with the delicacy with which he avoided even the 
remotest semblance of inquiry after the physical well-being of 
his patient, though there was a certain yellowness about my 
host’s eyes which argued a bilious habit of body. To have 
taken notice of this would have been a gross breach of pro¬ 
fessional etiquette. I was told, however, that a straightener 
sometimes thinks it right to glance at the possibility of some 
slight physical disorder if he finds it important in order to assist 
him in his diagnosis; but the answers which he gets are generally 
untrue or evasive, and he forms his own conclusions upon the 
matter as well as he can. Sensible men have been known to say 
that the straightener should in strict confidence be told of 
every physical ailment that is likely to bear upon the case; but 
people are naturally shy of doing this, for they do not like 
lowering themselves in the opinion of the straightener, and his 
ignorance of medical science is supreme. I heard of one lady, 
indeed, who had the hardihood to confess that a furious out¬ 
break of ill-humour and extravagant fancies for which she was 
seeking advice was possibly the result of indisposition. “You 
should resist that,” said the straightener, in a kind, but grave 
voice; “we can do nothing for the bodies of our patients; such 
matters are beyond our province, and I desire that I may hear 
no further particulars.” The lady burst into tears, and 
promised faithfully that she would never be unwell again. 

But to return to Mr. Nosnibor. As the afternoon wore on 
many carriages drove up with callers to inquire how he had stood 
his flogging. It had been very severe, but the kind inquiries 
upon every side gave him great pleasure, and he assured me 
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that he lelt almost tempted to do wrong again by the solicitude 
with which his friends had treated him during his recovery; in 
this I need hardly say that he was not serious. 

During the remainder of my stay in the country Mr. Nosnibor 
was constantly attentive to his business, and largely increased 
his already great possessions; but I never heard a whisper to the 
effect of his having been indisposed a second time, or made 
money by other than the most strictly honourable means. I 
did hear afterwards in confidence that there had been reason to 
believe that his health had been not a little affected by the 
straightened treatment, but his friends did not choose to be 
over-curious upon the subject, and on his return to his affairs 
it was by common consent passed over as hardly criminal in one 
who was otherwise so much afflicted. For they regard bodily 
ailments as the more venial in proportion as they have been 
produced by causes independent of the constitution. Thus if 
a person ruin his health by excessive indulgence at the table or 
by drinking, they count it to be almost a part of the mental 
disease which brought it about, and so it goes for little; but they 
have no mercy on such illnesses as fevers or catarrhs or lung 
diseases, which to us appear to be beyond the control of the 
individual. They are only more lenient towards the diseases 
of the young—such as measles, which they think to be like 
sowing one’s wild oats—and look over them as pardonable 
indiscretions if they have not been too serious, and if they are 
atoned for by complete subsequent recovery. 

It is hardly necessary to say that the office of straightener is 
one which requires long and special training. It stands to reason 
that he who would cure a moral ailment must be practically 
acquainted with it in all its bearings. The student for the pro¬ 
fession of straightener is required to set apart certain seasons 
for the practise of each vice in turn, as a religious duty. These 
seasons are called “ fasts,” and are continued by the student 
until he finds that he really can subdue all the more usual vices 
in his own person, and hence can advise his patients from the 
results of his own experience. 

Those who intend to be specialists, rather than general 
practitioners, devote themselves more particularly to the branch 
in which their practice will mainly he. Some students have 
been obliged to continue their exercises during their whole 
lives, and some devoted men have actually died as martyrs to 
the drink, or gluttony, or whatever branch of vice they may have 
chosen for their especial study. The greater number! however. 
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take no harm by the excursions into the various departments 
of vice which it is incumbent upon them to study. 

For the Erewhonians hold that unalloyed virtue is not a 
thing to be immoderately indulged in. I was shown more 
than one case in which the real or supposed virtues of parents 
were visited upon the children to the third and fourth generation. 
The straighteners say that the most that can be truly said for 
virtue is that there is a considerable balance in its favour, and 
that it is on the whole a good deal better to be on its side than 
against it; but they urge that there is much pseudo-virtue 
going about, which is apt to let people in very badly before they 
find it out. Those men, they say, are best who are not remark¬ 
able either for vice or virtue. I told them about Hogarth’s idle 
and industrious apprentices, but they did not seem to think that 
the industrious apprentice was a very nice person. 


CHAPTER XI 

SOME EREWHONIAN TRIALS 

In Erewhon as in other countries there are some courts of justice 
that deal with special subjects. Misfortune generally, as I 
have above explained, is considered more or less criminal, but it 
admits of classification, and a court is assigned to each of the 
main heads under which it can be supposed to fall. Not very 
long after I had reached the capital I strolled into the Personal 
Bereavement Court, and was much both interested and pained 
by listening to the trial of a man who was accused of having 
just lost a wife to whom he had been tenderly attached, and 
who had left him with three little children, of whom the eldest 
was only three years old. 

The defence which the prisoner’s counsel endeavoured to 
establish was, that the prisoner had never really loved his wife; 
but it broke down completely, for the public prosecutor called 
witness after witness who deposed to the fact that the couple 
had been devoted to one another, and the prisoner repeatedly 
wept as incidents were put in evidence that reminded him of the 
irreparable nature of the loss he had sustained. The jury 
returned a verdict of guilty after very little deliberation, but 
recommended the prisoner to mercy on the ground that he had 
but recently insured his wife’s life for a considerable sum, and 
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might be deemed lucky inasmuch as he had received the money 
without demur from the insurance company, though he had only 
paid two premiums. 

I have just said that the jury found the prisoner guilty. 
When the judge passed sentence, I was struck with the way in 
which the prisoner’s counsel was rebuked for having referred to 
a work in which the guilt of such misfortunes as the prisoner’s 
was extenuated to a degree that roused the indignation of the 
court. 

“We shall have,” said the judge, “these crude and sub¬ 
versionary books from time to time until it is recognized as an 
axiom of morality that luck is the only fit object of human 
veneration. How far a man has any right to be more lucky 
and hence more venerable than his neighbours, is a point that 
always has been, and always will be, settled proximately by a 
kind of higgling and haggling of the market, and ultimately by 
brute force; but however this may be, it stands to reason that 
no man should be allowed to be unlucky to more than a very 
moderate extent.” 

Then, turning to the prisoner, the judge continued: “You 
have suffered a great loss. Nature attaches a severe penalty to 
such offences, and human law must emphasize the decrees of 
nature. But for the recommendation of the jury I should have 
given you six months’ hard labour. I will, however, commute 
your sentence to one of three months, with the option of a fine 
of twenty-five per cent of the money you have received from 
the insurance company.” 

The prisoner thanked the judge, and said that as he had no 
one to look after his children if he was sent to prison, he would 
embrace the option mercifully permitted him by his lordship, 
and pay the sum he had named. He was then removed from 
the dock. 

The next case was that of a youth barely arrived at man’s 
estate, who was charged with having been swindled out of large 
property during his minority by his guardian, who was also 
one of his nearest relations. His father had been long dead, 
and it was for this reason that his offence came on for trial in 
thfe Personal Bereavement Court. The lad, who was undefended, 
pleaded that he was young, inexperienced, greatly in awe of 
his guardian, and without independent professional advice. 
“Young man,” said the judge sternly, “do not talk nonsense. 
People have no right to be young, inexperienced, greatly in 
awe of their guardians, and without independent professional 
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advice. If by such indiscretions they outrage the moral sense 
of their friends, they must expect to suffer accordingly.” He 
then ordered the prisoner to apologize to his guardian, and to 
receive twelve strokes with a cat-of-nine-tails. 

But I shall perhaps best convey to the reader an idea of the 
entire perversion of thought which exists among this extra¬ 
ordinary people by describing the public trial of a man who 
was accused of pulmonary consumption—an offence which was 
punished with death until quite recently. It did not occur till 
I had been some months in the country, and I am deviating 
from chronological order in giving it here; but I had perhaps 
better do so in order that I may exhaust this subject before 
proceeding to others. Moreover, I should never come to 
an end were I to keep to a strictly narrative form, and 
detail the infinite absurdities with which I daily came in 
contact. 

The prisoner was placed in the dock, and the jury were sworn 
much as in Europe; almost all our own modes of procedure were 
reproduced, even to the requiring the prisoner to plead guilty 
or not guilty. He pleaded not guilty, and the case proceeded. 
The evidence for the prosecution was very strong; but I must 
do the court the justice to observe that the trial was absolutely 
impartial. Counsel for the prisoner was allowed to urge every¬ 
thing that could be said in his defence; the line taken was that 
the prisoner was simulating consumption in order to defraud 
an insurance company, from which he was about to buy an 
annuity, and that he hoped thus to obtain it on more advantage¬ 
ous terms. If this could have been shown to be the case he 
would have escaped a criminal prosecution, and been sent to 
a hospital as for a moral ailment. The view, however, was one 
which could not be reasonably sustained, in spite of all the 
ingenuity and eloquence of one of the most celebrated advocates 
of the country. The case was only too clear, for the prisoner 
was almost at the point of death, and it was astonishing that 
he had not been tried and convicted long previously. His 
coughing was incessant during the whole trial, and it was all 
that the two jailers in charge of him could do to keep him 
on his legs until it was over. 

The summing up of the judge was admirable. He dwelt 
upon every point that could be construed in favour of the 
prisoner, but as he proceeded it became clear that the evidence 
was too convincing to admit of doubt, and there was but one 
opinion in the court as to the impending verdict when the 
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jury retired from the box. They were absent for about ten 
minutes, and on their return the foreman pronounced the 
prisoner guilty. There was a faint murmur of applause, but 
it was instantly repressed. The judge then proceeded to pro¬ 
nounce sentence in words which I can never forget, and which 
I copied out into a notebook next day from the report that 
was published in the leading newspaper. I must condense it 
somewhat, and nothing which I could say would give more 
than a faint idea of the solemn, not to say majestic, severity 
with which it was delivered. The sentence was as follows: 

“Prisoner at the bar, you have been accused of the great 
crime of labouring under pulmonary consumption, and after 
an impartial trial before a jury of your countrymen, you have 
been found guilty. Against the justice of the verdict I can 
say nothing; the evidence against you was conclusive, and it 
only remains for me to pass such a sentence upon you as shall 
satisfy the ends of the law. That sentence must be a very 
severe one. It pains me much to see one who is yet so young, 
and whose prospects in life were otherwise so excellent, brought 
to this distressing condition by a constitution which I can only 
regard as radically vicious; but yours is no case for compassion; 
this is not your first offence; you have led a career of crime, 
and have only profited by the leniency shown you upon past 
occasions to offend yet more seriously against the laws and 
institutions of your country. You were convicted of aggravated 
bronchitis last year; and I find that though you are now only 
twenty-three years old, you have been imprisoned on no less 
than fourteen occasions for illnesses of a more or less hateful 
character; in fact, it is not too much to say that you have 
spent the greater part of your life in a jail. 

“It is all very well for you to say that you came of unhealthy 
parents, and had a severe accident in your childhood which 
permanently undermined your constitution; excuses such as 
these are the ordinary refuge of the criminal; but they cannot 
for one moment be listened to by the ear of justice. I am 
not here to enter upon curious metaphysical questions as to 
the origin of this or that—questions to which there would be 
no end were their introduction once tolerated, and which would 
result in throwing the only guilt on the tissues of the primordial 
cell, or on the elementary gases. There is no question of how 
you came to be wicked, but only this—namely, are you wicked 
or not? This has been decided in the affirmative; neither can 
I hesitate for a single moment to say that it has been decided 
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justly. You are a bad and dangerous person, and stand branded 
in the eyes of your fellow-countrymen with one of the most 
heinous known offences. 

“It is not my business to justify the law; the law may in 
some cases have its inevitable hardships, and I may feel regret 
at times that I have not the option of passing a less severe 
sentence than I am compelled to do. But yours is no such 
case; on the contrary, had not the capital punishment for 
consumption been abolished, 1 should certainly inflict it now. 

“It is intolerable that an example of such terrible enormity 
should be allowed to go at large unpunished. Your presence 
in the society of respectable people would lead the less able- 
bodied to think more lightly of all forms of illness; neither can 
it be permitted that you should have the chance of corrupting 
unborn beings who might hereafter pester you. The unborn 
must not be allowed to come near you; and this not so much 
for their protection (for they are our natural enemies), as for 
our own; for since they will not be utterly gainsaid, it must 
be seen to that they shall be quartered upon those who are 
least likely to corrupt them. 

“But independently of this consideration, and independently 
of the physical guilt which attaches itself to a crime so great 
as yours, there is yet another reason why we should be unable 
to show you mercy, even if we were inclined to do so. I refer 
to the existence of a class of men who lie hidden among us, 
and who are called physicians. Were the severity of the law 
or the current feeling of the country to be relaxed never so 
slightly, these abandoned persons, who are now compelled to 
practise secretly and who can be consulted only at the greatest 
risk, would become frequent visitors in every household; their 
organization and their intimate acquaintance with all family 
secrets would give them a power, both social and political, 
which nothing could resist. The head of the household would 
become subordinate to the family doctor, who would interfere 
between man and wife, between master and servant, until the 
doctors should be the only depositaries of power in the nation, 
and have all that we hold precious at their mercy. A time of 
universal dephysicalization would ensue; medicine-vendors of 
all kinds would abound in our streets and advertise in all our 
newspapers. There is one remedy for this, and one only. It 
is that which the laws of this country have long received and 
acted upon, and consists in the sternest repression of all diseases 
whatsoever, as soon as their existence is made manifest to the 
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eye of the law. Would that that eye were far more piercing 
than it is. 

“ But I will enlarge no further upon things that are themselves 
so obvious. You may say that it is not your fault. The 
answer is ready enough at hand, and it amounts to this—that 
if you had been born of healthy and well-to-do parents, and 
been well taken care of when you were a child, you would never 
have offended against the laws of your country, nor found your¬ 
self in your present disgraceful position. If you tell me that 
you had no hand in your parentage and education, and that it 
is therefore unjust to lay these things to your charge, I answer 
that whether your being in a consumption is your fault or no, 
it is a fault in you, and it is my duty to see that against such 
faults as this the commonwealth shall be protected. You may 
say that it is your misfortune to be criminal; I answer that it is 
your crime to be unfortunate. 

“Lastly, I should point out that even though the jury had 
acquitted you—a supposition that I cannot seriously entertain— 
I should have felt it my duty to inflict a sentence hardly less 
severe than that which I must pass at present; for the more you 
had been found guiltless of the crime imputed to you, the more 
you would have been found guilty of one hardly less heinous— 
I mean the crime of having maligned unjustly. 

“ I do not hesitate therefore to sentence you to imprisonment, 
with hard labour, for the rest of your miserable existence. 
During that period I would earnestly entreat you to repent of 
the wrongs you have done already, and to entirely reform the 
constitution of your whole body. I entertain but little hope 
that you will pay attention to my advice; you are already far 
too abandoned. Did it rest with myself, I should add nothing 
in mitigation of the sentence which I have passed, but it is the 
merciful provision of the law that even the most hardened 
criminal shall be allowed some one of the three official remedies, 
which is to be prescribed at the time of his conviction. I shall 
therefore order that you receive two tablespoonfuls of castor oil 
daily, until the pleasure of the court be further known.” 

When the sentence was concluded the prisoner acknowledged 
in a few scarcely audible words that he was justly punished, 
and that he had had a fair trial. He was then removed to the 
prison from which he was never to return. There was a second 
attempt at applause when the judge had finished speaking, 
but as before it was at once repressed; and though the feeling 
of the court was strongly against the prisoner, there was no show 
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of any violence against him, if one may except a little hooting 
from the bystanders when he was being removed in the prisoner’s 
van. Indeed, nothing struck me more during my whole sojourn 
in the country, than the general respect for law and order. 


CHAPTER XII 

MALCONTENTS 

I confess that I felt rather unhappy when I got home, and 
thought more closely over the trial that I had just witnessed. 
For the time I was carried away by the opinion of those among 
whom I was. They had no misgivings about what they were 
doing. There did not seem to be a person in the whole court 
who had the smallest doubt but that all was exactly as it should 
be. This universal unsuspecting confidence was imparted by 
sympathy to myself, in spite of all my training in opinions so 
widely different. So it is with most of us; that which we observe 
to be taken as a matter of course by those around us, we take as 
a matter of course ourselves. And after all, it is our duty to do 
this, save upon grave occasion. 

But when I was alone, and began to think the trial over, it 
certainly did strike me as betraying a strange and untenable 
position. Had the judge said that he acknowledged the prob¬ 
able truth, namely, that the prisoner was bom of unhealthy 
parents, or had been starved in infancy, or had met with some 
accidents which had developed consumption; and had he then 
gone on to say that though he knew all this/and bitterly 
regretted that the protection of society obliged him to inflict 
additional pain on one who had suffered so much already, yet 
that there was no help for it, I could have understood the 
position, however mistaken I might have thought it. The 
judge was fully persuaded that the infliction of pain upon the 
weak and sickly was the only means of preventing weakness 
and sickliness from spreading, and that ten times the suffering 
now inflicted upon the accused was eventually warded off from 
others by the present apparent severity. I could, therefore, 
perfectly understand his inflicting whatever pain he might 
consider necessary in order to prevent so bad an example from 
spreading farther and lowering the Erewhonian standard; but 
it seemed almost childish to tell the prisoner that he could have 
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been in good health, if he had been more fortunate in his 
constitution, and been exposed to less hardships when he was 
a boy. 

I write with great diffidence, but it seems to me that there 
is no unfairness in punishing people for their misfortunes, or 
rewarding them for their sheer good luck; it is the normal 
condition of human life that this should be done, and no right- 
minded person will complain of being subjected to the common 
treatment. There is no alternative open to us. It is idle to 
say that men are not responsible for their misfortunes. What is 
responsibility? Surely to be responsible means to be liable to 
have to give an answer should it be demanded, and all things 
which live are responsible for their lives and actions should 
society see fit to question them through the mouth of its 
authorized agent. 

What is the offence of a lamb that we should rear it, and tend 
it, and lull it into security, for the express purpose of killing it? 
Its offence is the misfortune of being something which society 
wants to eat, and which cannot defend itself. This is ample. 
Who shall limit the right of society except society itself? And 
what consideration for the individual is tolerable unless society 
be the gainer thereby? Wherefore should a man be so richly 
rewarded for having been son to a millionaire, were it not 
clearly provable that the common welfare is thus better 
furthered ? We cannot seriously detract from a man’s merit in 
having been the son of a rich father without imperilling our own 
tenure of things which we do not wish to jeopardize; if this were 
otherwise we should not let him keep his money for a single 
hour; we would have it ourselves at once. For property is 
robbery; but then, we are all robbers or would-be robbers 
together, and have found it essential to organize our thieving, 
as we have found it necessary to organize our lust and our 
revenge. Property, marriage, the law; as the bed to the river, 
so rule and convention to the instinct; and woe to him who 
tampers with the banks while the flood is flowing. 

But to return. Even in England a man on board a ship 
with yellow fever is held responsible for his mischance, no matter 
what his being kept in quarantine may cost him. He may 
catch the fever and die; we cannot help it; he must take his 
chance as other people do; but surely it would be desperate 
unkindness to add contumely to our self-protection, unless, 
indeed, we believe that contumely is one of our best means of 
self-protection. Again, take the case of maniacs* We say 
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that they are irresponsible for their actions, but we take good 
care, or ought to take good care, that they shall answer to us 
for their insanity, and we imprison them in what we call an 
| asylum (that modem sanctuary!) if we do not like their answers. 
I This is a strange kind of irresponsibility. What we ought to 
; say is that we can afford to be satisfied with a less satisfactory 
! answer from a lunatic than from one who is not mad because 
; lunacy is less infectious than crime. 

We kill a serpent if we go in danger by it, simply for being 
such and such a serpent in such and such a place; but we never 
| say that the serpent had only itself to blame for not having been 
| a harmless creature. Its crime is that of being the thing which 
it is; but this is a capital offence, and we are right in killing it 
I out of the way, unless we think it more danger to do so than to 
! let it escape; nevertheless we pity the creature, even though we 
! kill it. 

But in the case of him whose trial I have described above, 
it was impossible that any one in the court should not have 
known that it was but by an accident of birth and circumstances 
that he was not himself also in a consumption; and yet none 
thought that it disgraced them to hear the judge give vent to 
the most cmel truisms about him. The judge himself was a 
kind and thoughtful person. He was a man of magnificent 
and benign presence. He was evidently of an iron constitution, 
and his face wore an expression of the maturest wisdom and 
experience; yet for all this, old and learned as he was, he could 
not see things which one would have thought would have been 
apparent even to a child. He could not emancipate himself 
from, nay, it did not even occur to him to feel, the bondage 
of the ideas in which he had been bom and bred. 

So was it also with the jury and bystanders; and—most 
wonderful of all—so was it even with the prisoner. Throughout 
he seemed fully impressed with the notion that he was being 
dealt with justly; he saw nothing wanton in his being told by 
the judge that he was to be punished, not so much as a necessary 
protection to society (although this was not entirely lost sight 
of), as because he had not been better bom and bred than he 
was. But this led me to hope that he suffered less than he 
would have done if he had seen the matter in the same light 
that I did. And, after all, justice is relative. 

I may here mention that only a few years before my arrival 
in the country, the treatment of all convicted invalids had 
been much more barbarous than now, for no physical remedy 
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was provided, and prisoners were put to the severest labour in 
all sorts of weather, so that most of them soon succumbed to 
the extreme hardships which they suffered; this was supposed 
to be beneficial in some ways, inasmuch as it put the country 
to less expense for the maintenance of its criminal class; but 
the growth of luxury had induced a relaxation of the old severity, 
and a sensitive age would no longer tolerate what appeared to 
be an excess of rigour, even towards the most guilty; moreover, 
it was found that juries were less willing to convict, and justice 
was often cheated because there was no alternative between 
virtually condemning a man to death and letting him go free; 
it was also held that the country paid in recommittals for its 
over-severity; for those who had been imprisoned even for 
trifling ailments were often permanently disabled by their im¬ 
prisonment; and when a man had been once convicted, it was 
probable that he would seldom afterwards be off the hands of 
the country. 

These evils had long been apparent and recognized; yet 
people were too indolent, and too indifferent to suffering not 
their own, to bestir themselves about putting an end to them, 
until at last a benevolent reformer devoted his whole life to 
effecting the necessary changes. He divided all illnesses into 
three classes—those affecting the head, the trunk, and the lower 
limbs—and obtained an enactment that all disease of the head, 
whether internal or external, should be treated with laudanum, 
those of the body with castor-oil, and those of the lower limbs 
with an embrocation of strong sulphuric acid and water. 

It may be said that the classification was not sufficiently 
careful, and that the remedies were ill chosen; but it is a hard 
thing to initiate any reform, and it was necessary to familiarize 
the public mind with the principle, by inserting the thin end 
of the wedge first; it is not, therefore, to be wondered at that 
among so practical a people there should still be some room 
for improvement. The mass of the nation are well pleased 
with existing arrangements, and believe that their treatment of 
criminals leaves little or nothing to be desired; but there is an 
energetic minority who hold what are considered to be extreme 
opinions, and who are not at all disposed to rest contented until 
the principle lately admitted has been carried further. 

I was at some pains to discover the opinions of these men, 
and their reasons for entertaining them. They are held in great 
odium by the generality of the public, and are considered as 
subverters of all morality whatever. The malcontents, on the 
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other hand, assert that illness is the inevitable result of certain 
antecedent causes, which, in the great majority of cases, were 
beyond the control of the individual, and that therefore a man 
is only guilty for being in a consumption in the same way as 
rotten fruit is guilty for having gone rotten. True, the fruit 
must be thrown on one side as unfit for man’s use, and the 
man in a consumption must be put in prison for the protection 
of his fellow-citizens; but these radicals would not punish him 
further than by loss of liberty and a strict surveillance. So 
long as he was prevented from injuring society, they would 
allow him to make himself useful by supplying whatever of 
society’s wants he could supply. If he succeeded in thus earning 
money, they would have him made as comfortable in prison as 
possible, and would in no way interfere with his liberty more 
than was necessary to prevent him from escaping, or from 
becoming more severely indisposed within the prison walls; but 
they would deduct from his earnings the expenses of his board, 
lodging, surveillance, and half those of his conviction. If he 
was too ill to do anything for his support in prison, they 
would allow him nothing but bread and water, and very little 
of that. 

They say that society is foolish in refusing to allow itself 
to be benefited by a man merely because he has done it harm 
hitherto, and that objection to the labour of the diseased classes 
is only protection in another form. It is an attempt to raise 
the natural price of a commodity by saying that such and 
such persons, who are able and willing to produce it, shall 
not do so, whereby every one has to pay more for it. 

Besides, so long as a man has not been actually killed he 
is our fellow-creature, though perhaps a very unpleasant one. 
It is in a great degree the doing of others that he is what he 
is; or, in other words, the society which now condemns him is 
partly answerable concerning him. They say that there is no 
fear of any increase of disease under these circumstances; for 
the loss of liberty, the surveillance, the considerable and com¬ 
pulsory deduction from the prisoner’s earnings, the very sparing 
use of stimulants (of which they would allow but little to any 
and none to those who did not earn them), the enforced celibacy, 
and above all, the loss of reputation among friends, are in their 
opinion as ample safeguards to society against a general neglect 
of health as those now resorted to. A man, therefore (so they 
say), should carry his profession or trade into prison with him 
if possible; if not, he must earn his living by the nearest thing 
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to it that he can; but if he be a gentleman bom and bred to j 
no profession, he must pick oakum, or write art criticisms for | 
a newspaper. 

These people say further, that the greater part of the illness 
which exists in their country is brought about by the insane 
manner in which it is treated. 

They believe that illness is in many cases just as curable as ] 
the moral diseases they see daily cured around them, but that 
a great reform is impossible till men learn to take a juster 
view of what physical obliquity proceeds from. Men will hide j 
their illnesses as long as they are scouted on its becoming | 
known that they are ill ; it is the scouting, not the physic, which 
produces the concealment; and if a man felt that the news of | 
his being in ill health would be received by his neighbours as 
a deplorable fact, but one as much the result of necessary 
antecedent causes as though he had broken into a jeweller’s 
shop and stolen a valuable diamond necklace—as a fact which 
might just as easily have happened to themselves, only that 
they had the luck to be better bom or reared; and if they also | 
felt that they would not be made more uncomfortable in the 
prison than the protection of society against infection and the 
proper treatment of their own disease actually demanded, men 
would give themselves up to the police as readily on perceiving 
that they had taken smallpox, as they go now to the straightener 
when they feel that they are on the point of forging a will, or 
running away with somebody else’s wife. 

But the main argument on which they rely is that of economy; 
for they know that they will sooner gain their end by appealing 
to men’s pockets, in which they have generally something of 
their own, than to their heads, which contain for the most 
part little but borrowed or stolen property; and also, they 
believe it to be the readiest test and the one which has most 
to show for itself. If a course of conduct can be shown to 
cost a country less, and this by no dishonourable saving and 
with no indirectly increased expenditure in other ways, they 
hold that it requires a good deal to upset the arguments in 
favour of its being adopted, and, whether rightly or wrongly I 
cannot pretend to say, they think that the more medicinal and 
humane treatment of the diseased of which they are the advocates 
would in the long run be much cheaper to the country; but I 
did not gather that these reformers were opposed to meeting , 
some of the more violent forms of illness with the cat-of-nine- 
tails, or with death; for they saw no so effectual way of checking ; 
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them; they would therefore both flog and hang, but they would 
do so pitifully. 

I have perhaps dwelt too long upon opinions which can have 
no possible bearing upon our own, but I have not said the 
tenth part of what these would-be reformers urged upon me. 
I feel, however, that I have sufficiently trespassed upon the 
attention of the reader. 


CHAPTER XIII 

THE VIEWS OF THE EREWHONIANS CONCERNING DEATH 

The Erewhonians regard death with less abhorrence than 
disease. If it is an offence at all, it is one beyond the reach 
of the law, which is therefore silent on the subject; but they 
insist that the greater number of those who are commonly 
said to die, have never yet been born—not, at least, into that 
unseen world which is alone worthy of consideration. As 
regards this unseen world I understand them to say that some 
miscarry in respect to it before they have even reached the 
seen, and some after, while few are ever truly bom into it at 
all—the greater part of all the men and women over the whole 
country miscarrying before they reach it. And they say that 
this does not matter so much as we think it does. 

As for what we call death, they argue that too much has 
been, made of it. The mere knowledge that we shall one day 
| die does not make us very unhappy; no one thinks that he or 
she will escape, so that none are disappointed. We do not care 
greatly even though we know that we have not long to live; 
the only thing that would seriously affect us would be the 
knowing—or rather thinking that we know—the precise moment 
at which the blow will fall. Happily no one can ever certainly 
know this, though many try to make themselves miserable by 
endeavouring to find it out. It seems as though there were 
some power somewhere which mercifully stays us from putting 
that sting into the tail of death, which we would put there if 
: we could, and which ensures that though death must always 
be a bugbear, it shall never under any conceivable circumstances 
be more than a bugbear. 

For even though a man is condemned to die in a week’s 
| time and is shut up in a prison from which it is certain that 
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he cannot escape, he will always hope that a reprieve may 
come before the week is over. Besides, the prison may catch 
fire, and he may be suffocated, not with a rope, but with common 
ordinaiy smoke; or he may be struck dead by lightning while 
exercising in the prison yards. When the morning is come on 
which the poor wretch is to be hanged, he may choke at his 
breakfast, or die from failure of the hearts action before the 
drop has fallen; and even though it has fallen, he cannot be 
quite certain that he is going to die, for he cannot know this 
till his death has actually taken place, and it will be too late { 
then for him to discover that he was going to die at the appointed 
hour after all. The Erewhonians, therefore, hold that death, 
like life, is an affair of being more frightened than hurt. 

They bum their dead, and the ashes are presently scattered 
over any piece of ground which the deceased may himself have 
chosen. No one is permitted to refuse this hospitality to the 
dead; people, therefore, generally choose some garden or orchard 
which they may have known and been fond of when they were 
young. The superstitious hold that those whose ashes are 
scattered over any land become its jealous guardians from that 
time forward; and the living like to think that they shall become 
identified with this or that locality where they have once been 
happy. 

They do not put up monuments, nor write epitaphs, for their 
dead, though in former ages their practice was much as ours, 
but they have a custom which comes to much the same thing, 
for the instinct of preserving the name alive after the death of 
the body seems to be common to all mankind. They have 
statues of themselves made while they are still alive (those, 
that is, who can afford it), and write inscriptions under them, 
which are often quite as untruthful as are our own epitaphs— 
only in another way. For they do not hesitate to describe 
themselves as victims to ill temper, jealousy, covetousness, and 
the like, but almost always lay claim to personal beauty, 
whether they have it or not, and, often, to the possession of 
a large sum in the funded debt of the country. If a person is 
ugly he does not sit as a model for his own statue, although 
it bears his name. He gets the handsomest of his friends to 
sit for him, and one of the ways of paying a compliment to 
another is to ask him to sit for such a statue. Women generally 
sit for their own statues, from a natural disinclination to admit 
the superior beauty of a friend, but they expect to be idealised. 

I understood that the multitude of these statues was beginning 
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j to be felt as an encumbrance in almost every family, and that 
[ the custom would probably before long fall into desuetude. 

Indeed, this has already come about to the satisfaction of 
j every one, as regards the statues of public men—not more 
j than three of which can be found in the whole capital. I 
expressed my surprise at this, and was told that some five 
hundred years before my visit, the city had been so overrun 
with these pests, that there w r as no getting about, and people 
were worried beyond endurance by having their attention called 
at every touch and turn to something, which, when they had 
attended to it, they found not to concern them. Most of these 
statues were mere attempts to do for some man or woman 
what an animal-stuffer does more successfully for a dog, or 
bird, or pike. They were generally foisted on the public by 
some coterie that was trying to exalt itself in exalting some 
one else, and not unfrequently they had no other inception 
than desire on the part of some member of the coterie to find 
a job for a young sculptor to whom his daughter was engaged. 
Statues so begotten could never be anything but deformities, 
and this is the way in which they are sure to be begotten, as 
soon as the art of making them at all has become widely practised. 

I know not why, but all the noblest arts hold in perfection 
but for a very little moment. They soon reach a height from 
which they begin to decline, and when they have begun to 
decline it is a pity that they cannot be knocked on the head; 
for an art is like a living organism—better dead than dying. 
There is no way of making an aged art young again; it must be 
bom anew and grow up from infancy as a new thing, working out 
its own salvation from effort to effort in all fear and trembling. 

The Erewhonians five hundred years ago understood nothing 
of all this—I doubt whether they even do so now. They 
wanted to get the nearest thing they could to a stuffed man 
whose stuffing should not grow mouldy. They should have 
had some such an establishment as our Madame Tussaud’s 
where the figures wear real clothes, and are painted up to nature. 
Such an institution might have been made self-supporting, for 
people might have been made to pay before going in. As it 
was, they had let their poor cold grimy colourless heroes and 
heroines loaf about in squares and in comers of streets in all 
weathers, without any attempt at artistic sanitation—for there 
was no provision for burying their dead works of art out of 
their sight—no drainage, so to speak, whereby statues that had 
heen sufficiently assimilated, so as to form part of the residuary 
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impression of the country, might be carried away out of the 
system. Hence they put them up with a )light heart on the 
cackling of their coteries, and they and their children had to 
live, often enough, with some wordy windba: whose cowardice 
had cost the country untold loss in blood jpd money. 

At last the evil reached such a pitch th% the people rose, 
and with indiscriminate fury destroyed goc< and bad alike. 
Most of what was destroyed was bad, but some few works 
were good, and the sculptors of to-day wrinfyheir hands over 
some of the fragments that have been pressed in museums 
up and down the country. For a couple of tmdred years or 
so, not a statue was made from one end of th^ingdom to the 
other, but the instinct for having stuffed menjpd women was 
so strong, that people at length again began ) try to make 
them. Not knowing how to make them, and hung no academ¬ 
ies to mislead them, the earliest sculptors of thjieriod thought 
things out for themselves, and again producedijrks that were 
full of interest, so that in three or four generate they reached 
a perfection hardly if at all inferior to that of ^eral hundred 
years earlier. 

On this the same evils recurred. Sculptorsbtained high 
prices—the art became a trade—schools arose ich professed 
to sell the holy spirit of art for money; pupils iked from far 
and near to buy it, in the hopes of selling it laton, and were 
struck purblind as a punishment for the sin of >se who sent 
them. Before long a second iconoclastic fury \ld infallibly 
have followed, but for the prescience of a iesman who 
succeeded in passing an Act to the effect that \atue of any 
public man or woman should be allowed to rc^Q unbroken 
for more than fifty years, unless at the end of ^me a jury 
of twenty-four men taken at random from the stlp Pronounced 
in favour of its being allowed a second fifty yearsif,®. Every 
fifty years this reconsideration was to be repea aind unless 
there was a majority of eighteen in favour of tetjention of 
the statue, it was to be destroyed. 

Perhaps a simpler plan would have been to forfel erection 
of a statue to any public man or woman till he b* had been 
dead at least one hundred years, and even th<* insist on 
reconsideration of the claims of the deceased a% (merit of 
the statue every fifty years; but the working of tht brought 
about results that on the whole were satisfactorfor in the 
first place, many public statues that would ha>en voted 
under the old system, were not ordered, when is known 
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that they would be almost certainly broken up after fifty years; 
and in the second, public sculptors knowing their work to be 
so ephemeral, scamped it to an extent that made it offensive 
even to the most uncultured eye. Hence before long sub¬ 
scribers took to paying the sculptor for the statue of their dead 
statesmen, on condition that he did not make it. The tribute 
of respect was thus paid to the deceased, the public sculptors 
were not mulcted, and the rest of the public suffered no in¬ 
convenience. 

I was told, however, that an abuse of this custom is growing 
up, inasmuch as the competition for the commission not to 
make a statue is so keen, that sculptors have been known to 
return a considerable part of the purchase money to the sub¬ 
scribers, by an arrangement made with them before hand. 
Such transactions, however, are always clandestine. A small 
inscription is let into the pavement, where the public statue 
would have stood, which informs the reader that such a statue 
has been ordered for the person, whoever he or she may be, 
but that as yet the sculptor has not been able to complete it. 
There has been no Act to repress statues that are intended 
for private consumption, but as I have said, the custom is 
falling into desuetude. 

Returning to Erewhonian customs in connection with death, 
there is one which I can hardly pass over. When any one dies, 
the friends of the family write no letters of condolence, neither 
do they attend the scattering, nor wear mourning, but they 
send little boxes filled with artificial tears, and with the name 
of the sender painted neatly upon the outside of the lid. The 
tears vary in number from two to fifteen or sixteen, according 
to degree of intimacy or relationship; and people sometimes 
find it a nice point of etiquette to know the exact number 
which they ought to send. Strange as it may appear, this 
attention is highly valued, and its omission by those from 
whom it might be expected is keenly felt. These tears were 
formerly stuck with adhesive plaster to the cheeks of the 
bereaved, and were worn in public for a few months after 
the death of a relative; they were then banished to the hat 
or bonnet, and are now no longer worn. 

The birth of a child is looked upon as a painful subject on 
which it is kinder not to touch; the illness of the mother is 
carefully concealed until the necessity for signing the birth- 
formula (of which hereafter) renders further secrecy impossible, 
and for some months before the event the family live in 
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retirement, seeing very little company. When the offence is over 
and done with, it is condoned by the common want of logic; 
for this merciful provision of nature, this buffer against collisions, 
this friction which upsets our calculations but without which 
existence would be intolerable, this crowning glory of human 
invention whereby we can be blind and see at one and the same 
moment, this blessed inconsistency, exists here as elsewhere; 
and though the strictest writers on morality have maintained 
that it is wicked for a woman to have children at all, inasmuch 
as it is wrong to be out of health that good may come, yet 
the necessity of the case has caused a general feeling in favour 
of passing over such events in silence, and of assuming their 
non-existence except in such flagrant cases as force themselves 
on the public notice. Against these the condemnation of 
society is inexorable, and if it is believed that the illness has 
been dangerous and protracted, it is almost impossible for a 
woman to recover her former position in society. 

The above conventions struck me as arbitrary and cruel, 
but they put a stop to many fancied ailments; for the situation, 
so far from being considered interesting, is looked upon as 
savouring more or less distinctly of a very reprehensible condition 
of things, and the ladies take care to conceal it as long as they 
can even from their own husbands, in anticipation of a severe 
scolding as soon as the misdemeanour is discovered. Also the 
baby is kept out of sight, except on the day of signing the 
birth-formula, until it can walk and talk. Should the child 
unhappily die, a coroner’s inquest is inevitable, but in order 
to avoid disgracing a family which may have been hitherto 
respected, it is almost invariably found that the child was over 
seventy-five years old, and died from the decay of nature. 


CHAPTER XIV 

MA1IAINA 

I continued my sojourn with the Nosnibors. In a few days 
Mr. Nosnibor had recovered from his flogging, and was looking 
forward with glee to the fact that the next would be the last. 
I did not think that there seemed any occasion even for this; 
but he said it was better to be on the safe side, and he would 
make up the dozen. He now went to his business as usual; 
and I understood that he was never more prosperous, in spite 



MAHAINA 


87 

of his heavy fine. He was unable to give me much of his time 
during the day; for he was one of those valuable men who are 
paid, not by the year, month, week, or day, but by the minute. 
His wife and daughters, however, made much of me, and intro¬ 
duced me to their friends, who came in shoals to call upon me. 

One of these persons was a lady called Mahaina. Zulora 
(the elder of my host’s daughters) ran up to her and embraced 
her as soon as she entered the room, at the same time inquiring 
tenderly after her “poor dipsomania.” Mahaina answered that 
it was just as bad as ever; she was a perfect martyr to it, and 
her excellent health was the only thing which consoled her 
under her affliction. 

Then the other ladies joined in with condolences and the 
never-failing suggestions which they had ready for every mental 
malady. They recommended their own straightener and dis¬ 
paraged Mahaina’s. Mrs. Nosnibor had a favourite nostrum, 
but I could catch little of its nature. I heard the words “full 
confidence that the desire to drink will cease when the formula 
has been repeated . . . this confidence is everything ... far 
from undervaluing a thorough determination never to touch 
spirits again . . . fail too often . . . formula a certain cure 
(with great emphasis) . . . prescribed form . . . full convict¬ 
ion.” The conversation then became more audible, and was 
carried on at considerable length. I should perplex myself and 
the reader by endeavouring to follow the ingenious perversity 
of all they said; enough, that in the course of time the visit 
came to an end, and Mahaina took her leave receiving affection¬ 
ate embraces from all the ladies. I had remained in the back¬ 
ground after the first ceremony of introduction, for I did not 
like the looks of Mahaina, and the conversation displeased me. 
When she left the room I had some consolation in the remarks 
called forth by her departure. 

At first they fell to praising her very demurely. She was 
all this, that and the other, till I disliked her more and mote 
at every word, and inquired how it was that the straighteners 
had not been able to cure her as they had cured Mr. Nosnibor. 

There was a shade of significance on Mrs. Nosnibor’s face as 
I said this, which seemed to imply that she did not consider 
Mahaina’s case to be quite one for a straightener. It flashed 
across me that perhaps the poor woman did not drink at all. 
I knew that I ought not to have inquired, but I could not 
help it, and asked point blank whether she did or not. 

“We can none of us judge of the condition of other people/’ 
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said Mrs. Nosnibor in a gravely charitable tone and with a 
look towards Zulora. 

“Oh, mamma,” answered Zulora, pretending to be half angry 
but rejoiced at being able to say out what she was already 
longing to insinuate; “I don’t believe a word of it. It’s all 
indigestion. I remember staying in the house with her for a 
whole month last summer, and I am sure she never once touched 
a drop of wine or spirits. The fact is, Mahaina is a very weakly 
girl, and she pretends to get tipsy in order to win a forbearance 
from her friends to which she is not entitled. She is not strong 
enough for her calisthenic exercises, and she knows she would 
be made to do them unless her inability was referred to moral 
causes.” 

Here the younger sister, who was ever sweet and kind, 
remarked that she thought Mahaina did tipple occasionally. 
“I also think,” she added, “that she sometimes takes poppy 
juice.” 

“Well, then, perhaps she does drink sometimes,” said Zulora; 
“ but she would make us all think that she does it much oftener 
in order to hide her weakness.” 

And so they went on for half an hour and more, bandying 
about the question as to how far their late visitor’s intemperance 
was real or no. Every now and then they would join in some 
charitable commonplace, and would pretend to be all of one 
mind that Mahaina was a person whose bodily health would 
be excellent if it were not for her unfortunate inability to refrain 
from excessive drinking; but as soon as this appeared to be 
fairly settled they began to be uncomfortable until they had 
undone their work and left some serious imputation upon her 
constitution. At last, seeing that the debate had assumed the 
character of a cyclone or circular storm, going round and round 
and round and round till one could never say where it began 
nor where it ended, I made some apology for an abrupt departure 
and retired to my own room. 

Here at least I was alone, but I was very unhappy. I had 
fallen upon a set of people who, in spite of their high civilization 
and many excellences, had been so warped by the mistaken 
views presented to them during childhood from generation to 
generation, that it was impossible to see how they could ever 
clear themselves. Was there nothing which I could say to 
make them feel that the constitution of a person’s body was 
a thing over which he or she had had at any rate no initial 
control whatever, while the mind was a perfectly different thing, 
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and capable of being created anew and directed according to 
the pleasure of its possessor? Could I never bring them to 
see that while habits of mind and character were entirely 
independent of initial mental force and early education, the 
body was so much a creature of parentage and circumstances, 
that no punishment for ill-health should be ever tolerated save 
as a protection from contagion; and that even where punishment 
was inevitable it should be attended with compassion ? Surely, 
if the unfortunate Mahaina were to feel that she could avow 
her bodily weakness without fear of being despised for her 
infirmities, and if there were medical men to whom she could 
fairly state her case, she would not hesitate about doing so 
through the fear of taking nasty medicine. It was possible 
that her malady was incurable (for I had heard enough to 
convince me that her dipsomania was only a pretence and that 
she was temperate in all her habits); in that case she might 
perhaps be justly subject to annoyances or even to restraint; 
but who could say whether she was curable or not, until she 
was able to make a clean breast of her symptoms instead of 
concealing them ? In their eagerness to stamp out disease, these 
people overshot their mark; for people had become so clever 
at dissembling—they painted their faces with such consummate 
skill—they repaired the decay of time and the effects of mis¬ 
chance with such profound dissimulation—that it was really 
impossible to say whether any one was well or ill till after an 
intimate acquaintance of months or years. Even then the 
shrewdest were constantly mistaken in their judgments, and 
marriages were often contracted with most deplorable results, 
owing to the art with which infirmity had been concealed. 

It appeared to me that the first step towards the cure of 
disease should be the announcement of the fact to a person's 
near relations and friends. If any one had a headache, he 
ought to be permitted within reasonable limits to say so at 
once, and to retire to his own bedroom and take a pill, without 
every one's looking grave and tears being shed and all the rest 
of it. As it was, even upon hearing it whispered that somebody 
else was subject to headaches, a whole company must look as 
though they had never had a headache in their lives. It is 
true they were not very prevalent, for the people were the 
healthiest and most comely imaginable, owing to the severity 
with which ill health was treated; still, even the best were 
liable to be out of sorts sometimes, and there were few families 
that had not a medicine-chest in a cupboard somewhere. 

*r»88i 
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CHAPTER XV 

THE MUSICAL BANKS 

On my return to the drawing-room, I found that the Mahaina 
current had expended itself. The ladies were just putting 
away their work and preparing to go out. I asked them where 
they were going. They answered with a certain air of reserve 
that they were going to the bank to get some money. 

Now I had already collected that the mercantile affairs of the 
Erewhonians were conducted on a totally different system from 
our own; I had, however, gathered little hitherto, except that 
they had two distinct commercial systems, of which the one 
appealed more strongly to the imagination than anything to 
which we are accustomed in Europe, inasmuch as the banks 
that were conducted upon this system were decorated in the 
most profuse fashion, and all mercantile transactions were 
accompanied with music, so that they were called Musical Banks, 
though the music was hideous to a European ear. 

As for the system itself I never understood it, neither can 
I do so now; they have a code in connection with it, which I 
have not the slightest doubt that they understand, but no 
foreigner can hope to do so. One rule runs into, and against, 
another as in a most complicated grammar, or as in Chinese 
pronunciation, wherein I am told that the slightest change in 
accentuation or tone of voice alters the meaning of a whole 
sentence. Whatever is incoherent in my description must be 
referred to the fact of my never having attained to a full 
comprehension of the subject. 

So far, however, as I could collect anything certain, I gathered 
that they have two distinct currencies, each under the control 
of its own banks and mercantile codes. One of these (the one 
with the Musical Banks) was supposed to be the system, and to 
give out the currency in which all monetary transactions should 
be carried on; and as far as I could see, all who wished to be 
considered respectable, kept a larger or smaller balance at these 
banks. On the other hand, if there is one thing of which I 
am more sure than another, it is that the amount so kept had no 
direct commercial value in the outside world; I am sure that the 
managers and cashiers of the Musical Banks were not paid in 
their own currency. Mr. Nosnibor used to go to these banks, 
or rather to the great mother bank of the city, sometimes but 
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not very often. He was a pillar of one of the other kind of 
banks, though he appeared to hold some minor office also in the 
musical ones. The ladies generally went alone; as indeed was 
the case in most families, except on state occasions. 

I had long wanted to know more of this strange system, and 
had the greatest desire to accompany my hostess and her 
daughters. I had seen them go out almost every morning 
since my arrival, and had noticed that they carried their purses 
in their hands, not exactly ostentatiously, yet just so that as 
those who met them should see whither they were going. I 
had never, however, yet been asked to go with them myself. 

It is not easy to convey a person’s manner by words, and I 
can hardly give any idea of the peculiar feeling that came upon 
me when I saw the ladies on the point of starting for the bank. 
There was a something of regret, a something as though they 
would wish to take me with them, but did not like to ask me, 
and yet as though I were hardly to ask to be taken. I was 
determined, however, to bring matters to an issue with my 
hostess about my going with them, and after a little parleying, 
and many inquiries as to whether I was perfectly sure that I 
myself wished to go, it was decided that I might do so. 

We passed through several streets of more or less considerable 
houses, and at last turning round a comer we came upon a large 
piazza, at the end of which was a magnificent building, of a 
strange but noble architecture and of great antiquity. It did 
not open directly on to the piazza, there being a screen, through 
which was an archway, between the piazza and the actual 
precincts of the bank. On passing under the archway we 
entered upon a green sward, round which there ran an arcade or 
cloister, while in front of us uprose the majestic towers of the 
bank and its venerable front, which was divided into three deep 
recesses and adorned with all sorts of marbles and many sculp¬ 
tures. On either side there were beautiful old trees wherein 
the birds were busy by the hundred, and a number of quaint 
but substantial houses of singularly comfortable appearance; 
they were situated in the midst of orchards and gardens, and 
gave me an impression of great peace and plenty. 

Indeed it had been no error to say that this building was 
one that appealed to the imagination; it did more—it carried 
both imagination and judgment by storm. It was an epic in 
stone and marble, and so powerful was the effect it produced on 
me, that as I beheld it I was charmed and melted. I felt more 
conscious of the existence of a remote past. One knows of this 
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always, but the knowledge is never so living as in the actual 
presence of some witness to the life of bygone ages. I felt how 
short a space of human life was the period of our own existence. 
I was more impressed with my own littleness, and much more 
inclinable to believe that the people whose sense of the fitness 
of things was equal to the upraising of so serene a handiwork, 
were hardly likely to be wrong in the conclusions they might 
come to upon any subject. My feeling certainly was that the 
currency of this bank must be the right one. 

We crossed the sward and entered the building. If the 
outside had been impressive the inside was even more so. It was 
very lofty and divided into several parts by walls which rested 
upon massive pillars; the windows were filled with stained glass 
descriptive of the principal commercial incidents of the bank for 
many ages. In a remote part of the building there were men and 
boys singing; this was the only disturbing feature, for as the 
gamut was still unknown, there was no music in the country 
which could be agreeable to a European ear. The singers 
seemed to have derived their inspirations from the songs of 
birds and the wailing of the wind, which last they tried to 
imitate in melancholy cadences that at times degenerated into a 
howl. To my thinking the noise was hideous, but it produced 
a great effect upon my companions, who professed themselves 
much moved. As soon as the singing was over, the ladies 
requested me to stay where I was while they went inside the 
place from which it had seemed to come. 

During their absence certain reflections forced themselves 
upon me. 

In the first place, it struck me as strange that the building 
should be so nearly empty; I was almost alone, and the few 
besides myself had been led by curiosity, and had no intention 
of doing business with the bank. But there might be more 
inside. I stole up to the curtain, and ventured to draw the 
extreme edge of it on one side. No, there was hardly any one 
there. I saw a large number of cashiers, all at their desks 
ready to pay cheques, and one or two who seemed to be the 
managing partners. I also saw my hostess and her daughters 
and two or three other ladies; also three or four old women and 
the boys from one of the neighbouring Colleges of Unreason; 
but there was no one else. This did not look as though the bank 
was doing a very large business; and yet I had always been told 
that every one in the city dealt with this establishment. 

I cannot describe all that took place in these inner precincts, 
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for a sinister-looking person in a black gown came and made 
unpleasant gestures at me for peeping. I happened to have in 
my pocket one of the Musical Bank pieces, which had been given 
me by Mrs. Nosnibor, so I tried to tip him with it; but having 
seen what it was, he became so angry that I had to give him a 
piece of the other kind of money to pacify him. When I had 
done this he became civil directly. As soon as he was gone I 
ventured to take a second look, and saw Zulora in the very act 
of giving a piece of paper which looked like a cheque to one of 
the cashiers. He did not examine it, but putting his hand into 
an antique coffer hard by, he pulled out a quantity of metal 
pieces apparentlv at random, and handed them over without 
counting them; neither did Zulora count them, but put them 
into her purse and went back to her seat after dropping a few 
pieces of the other coinage into an alms box that stood by the 
cashier's side. Mrs. Nosnibor and Arowhena then did likewise, 
but a little later they gave all (so far as I could see) that they 
had received from the cashier back to a verger, who I have no 
doubt put it back into the coffer from which it had been taken. 
They then began making towards the curtain; whereon I let it 
drop and retreated to a reasonable distance. 

They soon joined me. For some few minutes we all kept 
silence, but at last I ventured to remark that the bank was not 
so busy to-day as it probably often was. On this Mrs. Nosnibor 
said that it was indeed melancholy to see what little heed 
people paid to the most precious of all institutions. I could 
say nothing in reply, but I have ever been of opinion that the 
greater part of mankind do approximately know where they get 
that which does them good. 

Mrs. Nosnibor went on to say that I must not think there 
was any want of confidence in the bank because I had seen 
so few people there; the heart of the country was thoroughly 
devoted to these establishments, and any sign of their being 
in danger would bring in support from the most unexpected 
quarters. It was only because people knew them to be so 
very safe, that in some cases (as she lamented to say in Mr. 
Nosnibor’s) they felt that their support was unnecessary. More¬ 
over, these institutions never departed from the safest and most 
approved banking principles. Thus they never allowed interest 
on deposit, a thing now frequently done by certain bubble 
companies, which by doing an illegitimate trade had drawn 
many customers away; and even the shareholders were fewer 
than formerly, owing to the innovations of these unscrupulous 
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persons, for the Musical Banks paid little or no dividend, but 
divided their profits by way of bonus on the original shares 
once in every thirty thousand years; and as it was now only 
two thousand years since there had been one of these distribu¬ 
tions, people felt that they could not hope for another in their 
own time and preferred investments whereby they got some 
more tangible return; all which, she said, was very melancholy 
to think of. 

Having made these last admissions, she returned to her 
original statement, namely, that every one in the country really 
supported these banks. As to the fewness of the people, and 
the absence of the able-bodied, she pointed out to me with 
some justice that this was exactly what we ought to expect. 
The men who were most conversant about the stability of 
human institutions, such as the lawyers, men of science, doctors, 
statesmen, painters, and the like, were just those who were 
most likely to be misled by their own fancied accomplishments, 
and to be made unduly suspicious by their licentious desire for 
greater present return, which was at the root of nine-tenths of 
the opposition; by their vanity, which would prompt them to 
affect superiority to the prejudices of the vulgar; and by the 
stings of their own conscience, which was constantly upbraiding 
them in the most cruel manner on account of their bodies, 
which were generally diseased. 

Let a person's intellect (she continued) be never so sound, 
unless his body is in absolute health, he can form no judgment 
worth having on matters of this kind. The body is everything; 
it need not perhaps be such a strong body (she said this because 
she saw that I was thinking of the old and infirm-looking folks 
whom I had seen in the bank), but it must be in perfect health; 
in this case, the less active strength it had the more free would 
be the working of the intellect, and therefore the sounder the 
conclusion. The people, then, whom I had seen at the bank 
were in reality the very ones whose opinions were most worth 
having; they declared its advantages to be incalculable, and 
even professed to consider the immediate return to be far 
larger than they were entitled to; and so she ran on, nor did 
she leave off till we had got back to the house. 

She might say what she pleased, but her manner carried 
no conviction, and later on I saw signs of general indifference 
to these banks that were not to be mistaken. Their supporters 
often denied it, but the denial was generally so couched as to 
add another proof of its existence. In commercial panics, and 
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in times of general distress, the people as a mass did not so 
much as even think of turning to these banks. A few might 
do so, some from habit and early training, some from the 
instinct that prompts us to catch at any straw when we think 
ourselves drowning, but few from a genuine belief that the 
Musical Banks could save them from financial ruin, if they were 
unable to meet their engagements in the other kind of currency. 

In conversation with one of the Musical Bank managers I 
ventured to hint this as plainly as politeness would allow. 
He said that it had been more or less true till lately; but that 
now they had put fresh stained glass windows into all the 
banks in the country, and repaired the buildings, and enlarged 
the organs; the presidents, moreover, had taken to riding in 
omnibuses and talking nicely to people in the streets, and to 
remembering the ages of their children, and giving them things 
when they were naughty, so that all would henceforth go 
smoothly. 

“But haven’t you done anything to the money itself?” said 
I, timidly. 

“It is not necessary,” he rejoined; “not in the least necessary, 
I assure you.” 

And yet any one could see that the money given out at these 
banks was not that with which people bought their bread, meat, 
and clothing. It was like it at a first glance, and was stamped 
with designs that were often of great beauty; it was not, again, 
a spurious coinage, made with the intention that it should be 
mistaken for the money in actual use; it was more like a toy 
money, or the counters used for certain games at cards; for, 
notwithstanding the beauty of the designs, the material on 
which they were stamped was as nearly valueless as possible. 
Some were covered with tinfoil, but the greater part were 
frankly of a cheap base metal the exact nature of which I was 
not able to determine. Indeed they were made of a great 
variety of metals, or, perhaps more accurately, alloys, some of 
which were hard, while others would bend easily and assume 
almost any form which their possessor might desire at the 
moment. 

Of course every one knew that their commercial value was 
nil; but all those who wished to be considered respectable 
thought it incumbent upon them to retain a few coins in their 
possession, and to let them be seen from time to time in their 
hands and purses. Not only this, but they would stick to it 
that the current coin of the realm was dross in comparison 



EREWHON 


96 

with the Musical Bank coinage. Perhaps, however, the strangest 
thing of all was that these very people would at times make 
fun in small ways of the whole system; indeed, there was hardly 
any insinuation against it which they would not tolerate and 
even applaud in their daily newspapers if written anonymously, 
while if the same thing were said without ambiguity to their 
faces—nominative case, verb and accusative being all in their 
right places, and doubt impossible—they would consider them¬ 
selves very seriously and justly outraged, and accuse the speaker 
of being unwell. 

I never could understand (neither can I quite do so now, 
though I begin to see better what they mean) why a single 
currency should not suffice them; it would seem to me as though 
all their dealings would have been thus greatly simplified; but I 
was met with a look of horror if ever I dared to hint at it. Even 
those who to my certain knowledge kept only just enough money 
at the Musical Banks to swear by, would call the other banks 
(where their securities really lay) cold, deadening, paralysing, 
and the like. 

I noticed another thing, moreover, which struck me greatly. 
I was taken to the opening of one of these banks in a neighbouring 
town, and saw a large assemblage of cashiers and managers. I 
sat opposite them and scanned their faces attentively. They 
did not please me; they lacked, with few exceptions, the true 
Erewhonian frankness; and an equal number from any other 
class would have looked happier and better men. When I met 
them in the streets they did not seem like other people, but 
had, as a general rule, a cramped expression upon their faces 
which pained and depressed me. 

Those who came from the country were better; they seemed 
to have lived less as a separate class, and to be freer and healthier; 
but in spite of my seeing not a few whose looks were benign and 
noble, I could not help asking myself concerning the greater 
number of those whom I met, whether Erewhon would be a 
better country if their expression were to be transferred to the 
people in general. I answered myself emphatically, no. The 
expression on the faces of the high Ydgrunites was that which 
one would wish to diffuse, and not that of the cashiers. 

A man’s expression is his sacrament; it is the outward and 
visible sign of his inward and spiritual grace, or want of grace; 
and as I looked at the majority of these men, I could not help 
feeling that there must be a something in their lives which 
had stunted their natural development, and that they would 
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have been more healthily minded in any other profession. I 
was always sorry for them, for in nine cases out of ten they 
were well-meaning persons; they were in the main very poorly 
paid; their constitutions were as a rule above suspicion; and 
there were recorded numberless instances of their self-sacrifice 
and generosity; but they had had the misfortune to have been 
betrayed into a false position at an age for the most part when 
their judgment was not matured, and after having been kept 
in studied ignorance of the real difficulties of the system. But 
this did not make their position the less a false one, and its 
bad effects upon themselves were unmistakable. 

Few people would speak quite openly and freely before them, 
which struck me as a very bad sign. When they were in the 
room every one would talk as though all currency save that of 
the Musical Banks should be abolished; and yet they knew 
perfectly well that even the cashiers themselves hardly used 
the Musical Bank money more than other people. It was 
expected of them that they should appear to do so, but this 
was all. The less thoughtful of them did not seem particularly 
unhappy, but many were plainly sick at heart, though perhaps 
they hardly knew it, and would not have owned to being so. 
Some few were opponents of the whole system; but these were 
liable to be dismissed from their employment at any moment; 
and this rendered them very careful, for a man who had once 
been cashier at a Musical Bank was out of the field for other 
employment, and was generally unfitted for it by reason of 
that course of treatment which was commonly called his educa¬ 
tion. In fact it was a career from which retreat was virtually 
impossible, and into which young men were generally induced 
to enter before they could be reasonably expected, considering 
their training, to have formed any opinions of their own. Not 
unfrequently, indeed, they were induced, by what we in England 
should call undue influence, concealment, and fraud. Few in¬ 
deed were those who had the courage to insist on seeing both 
sides of the question before they committed themselves to what 
was practically a leap in the dark. One would have thought 
that caution in this respect was an elementary principle—one 
of the first things that an honourable man would teach his 
boy to understand; but in practice it was not so. 

I even saw cases in which parents bought the right of pre¬ 
senting to the office of cashier at one of these banks, with the 
fixed determination that some one of their sons (perhaps a mere 
child) should fill it. There was the lad himself—growing up 
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with cveiy promise of becoming a good and honourable man— 
but utterly without warning concerning the iron shoe which 
his natural protector was providing for him. Who could say 
that the whole thing would not end in a lifelong lie, and vain 
chafing to escape? I confess that there were few things in 
Erewhon which shocked me more than this. 

Yet we do something not so very different from this even 
in England, and as regards the dual commercial system, all 
countries have, and have had, a law of the land, and also another 
law, which, though professedly more sacred, has far less effect 
on their daily life and actions. It seems as though the need 
for some law over and above, and sometimes even conflicting 
with, the law of the land, must spring from something that 
lies deep down in man's nature; indeed, it is hard to think 
that man could ever have become man at all, but for the gradual 
evolution of a perception that though this world looms so large 
when we are in it, it may seem a little thing when we have 
got away from it. 

When man had grown to the perception that in the ever¬ 
lasting Is-and-Is-Not of nature, the world and all that it contains 
including man, is at the same time both seen and unseen, he 
felt the need of two rules of life, one for the seen, and the other 
for the unseen side of things. For the laws affecting the seen 
world he claimed the sanction of seen powers; for the unseen 
{of which he knows nothing save that it exists and is powerful) 
he appealed to the unseen power (of which, again, he knows 
nothing save that it exists and is powerful) to which he gives 
the name of God. 

Some Erewhonian opinions concerning the intelligence of the 
unborn embryo, that I regret my space will not permit me to 
lay before the reader, have led me to conclude that the Ere¬ 
whonian Musical Banks, and perhaps the religious systems of 
all countries, are now more or less of an attempt to uphold the 
unfathomable and unconscious instinctive wisdom of millions 
of past generations, against the comparatively shallow, con¬ 
sciously reasoning, and ephemeral conclusions drawn from that 
of the last thirty or forty. 

The saving feature of the Erewhonian Musical Bank system 
(as distinct from the quasi-idolatrous views which coexist with 
it, and on which I will touch later) was that while it bore witness 
to the existence of a kingdom that is not of this world, it made 
no attempt to pierce the veil that hides it from human eyes. 
It is here that almost all religions go wrong. Their priests try 
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to make us believe that they know more about the unseen world 
than those whose eyes are still blinded by the seen can ever 
know—forgetting that while to deny the existence of an unseen 
kingdom is bad, to pretend that we know more about it than 
its bare existence is no better. 

This chapter is already longer than I intended, but I should 
like to say that in spite of the saving feature of which I have 
just spoken, I cannot help thinking that the Erewhonians are 
on the eve of some great change in their religious opinions, or at 
any rate in that part of them which finds expression through 
their Musical Banks. So far as I could see, fully ninety per 
cent of the population of the metropolis looked upon these 
banks with something not far removed from contempt. It 
this is so, any such startling event as is sure to arise sooner or 
later, may serve as nucleus to a new order of things that will 
be more in harmony with both the heads and hearts of the 
people. 


CHAPTER XVI 

AROWHENA 

The reader will perhaps have learned by this time a thing 
which I had myself suspected before I had been twenty-four 
hours in Mr. Nosnibor’s house—I mean, that though the Nos- 
nibors showed me every attention, I could not cordially like 
them, with the exception of Arowhena who was quite different 
from the rest. They were not fair samples of Erewhonians. 
I saw many families with whom they were on visiting terms, 
whose manners charmed me more than I know how to say, 
but I never could get over my original prejudice against Mr. 
Nosnibor for having embezzled the money. Mrs. Nosnibor, too, 
was a very worldly woman, yet to hear her talk one would have 
thought that she was singularly the reverse; neither could I 
endure Zulora; Arowhena, however, was perfection. 

She it was who ran all the little errands for her mother and 
Mr. Nosnibor and Zulora, and gave those thousand proofs of 
sweetness and unselfishness which some one member of a family 
is generally required to give. All day long it was Arowhena 
this and Arowhena that; but she never seemed to know that 
she was being put upon, and was always bright and willing 
from morning till evening. Zulora certainly was very handsome! 
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but Arowhena was infinitely the more graceful of the two and 
was the very ne plus ultra of youth and beauty. I will not 
attempt to describe her, for anything that I could say would 
fall so far short of the reality as only to mislead the reader. 
Let him think of the very loveliest that he can imagine, and he 
will still be below the truth. Having said this much, I need 
hardly say that I had fallen in love with her. 

She must have seen what I felt for her, but I tried my hardest 
not to let it appear even by the slightest sign. I had many 
reasons for this. I had no idea what Mr. and Mrs. Nosnibor 
would say to it; and I knew that Arowhena would not look 
at me (at any rate not yet) if her father and mother disapproved, 
which they probably would, considering that I had nothing 
except the pension of about a pound a day of our money which 
the king had granted me. I did not yet know of a more serious 
obstacle. 

In the meantime, I may say that I had been presented at 
court, and was told that my reception had been considered as 
singularly gracious; indeed, I had several interviews both with 
the king and queen, at which from time to time the queen 
got everything from me that I had in the world, clothes and 
all, except the two buttons I had given to Yram, the loss of 
which seemed to annoy her a good deal. I was presented with 
a court suit, and her majesty had my old clothes put upon a 
wooden dummy, on which they probably remain, unless they 
have been removed in consequence of my subsequent downfall. 
His Majesty’s manners were those of a cultivated English 
gentleman. He was much pleased at hearing that our govern¬ 
ment was monarchical, and that the mass of the people were 
resolute that it should not be changed; indeed, I was so much 
encouraged by the evident pleasure with which he heard me, 
that I ventured to quote to him those beautiful lines of Shakes¬ 
peare’s— 

There's a divinity doth hedge a king. 

Rough hew him how we may; 

but I was sorry I had done so afterwards, for I do not think 
His Majesty admired the lines as much as I could have wished. 

There is no occasion for me to dwell further upon my experience 
of the court, but I ought perhaps to allude to one of my con¬ 
versations with the king, inasmuch as it was pregnant with 
the most important consequences. 

He had been asking me about my watch, and inquiring 
whether such dangerous inventions were tolerated in the country 
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from which I came. I owned with some confusion that watches 
were not uncommon; but observing the gravity which came 
over His Majesty’s face I presumed to say that they were fast 
dying out, and that we had few if any other mechanical con¬ 
trivances of which he was likely to disapprove. Upon his 
asking me to name some of our most advanced machines, I 
did not dare to tell him of our steam-engines and railroads 
and electric telegraphs, and was puzzling my brains to think 
what I could say, when, of all things in the world, balloons 
suggested themselves, and I gave him an account of a very 
remarkable ascent which was made some years ago. The king 
was too polite to contradict, but I felt sure that he did not 
believe me, and from that day forward, though he always 
showed me the attention which was due to my genius (for in 
this light was my complexion regarded), he never questioned 
me about the manners and customs of my country. 

To return, however, to Arowhena. I soon gathered that 
neither Mr. nor Mrs. Nosnibor would have any objection to my 
marrying into the family; a physical excellence is considered 
in Erewhon as a set-off against almost any other disqualification, 
and my light hair was sufficient to make me an eligible match. 
But along with this welcome fact I gathered another which 
filled me with dismay; I was expected to marry Zulora, for 
whom I had already conceived a great aversion. 

At first I hardly noticed the little hints and the artifices 
which were resorted to in order to bring us together, but after 
a time they became too plain. Zulora, whether she was in 
love with me or not, was bent on marrying me, and I gathered 
in talking with a young gentleman of my acquaintance who 
frequently visited the house and whom I greatly disliked, that 
it was considered a sacred and inviolable rule that whoever 
married into a family must marry the eldest daughter at that 
time unmarried. The young gentleman urged this upon me 
so frequently that I at last saw he was in love with Arowhena 
himself, and wanted me to get Zulora out of the way; but 
others told me the same story as to the custom of the country, 
and I saw there was a serious difficulty. My only comfort 
was that Arowhena snubbed my rival and would not look at 
him. Neither would she look at me; nevertheless there was a 
difference in the manner of her disregard; this was all I could 
get from her. 

Not that she avoided me; on the contrary I had many a 
tSte-&-tete with her, for her mother and sister were anxious 
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for me to deposit some part of my pension in the Musical Banks, 
this being in accordance with the dictates of their goddess 
Ydgrun, of whom both Mrs. Nosnibor and Zulora were great 
devotees. I was not sure whether I had kept my secret from 
being perceived by Arowhena herself, but none of the others 
suspected me, so she was set upon me to get me to open an 
account, at any rate fro forma , with the Musical Banks; and I 
need hardly say that she succeeded. But I did not yield at 
once, I enjoyed the process of being argued with too keenly 
to lose it by a prompt concession; besides, a little hesitation 
rendered the concession itself more valuable. It was in the 
course of conversations on this subject that I learned the more 
defined religious opinions of the Erewhonians, that coexist with 
the Musical Bank system, but are not recognized by those 
curious institutions. I will describe them as briefly as possible 
in the folllowing chapters before I return to the personal ad¬ 
ventures of Arowhena and myself. 

They were idolaters, though of a comparatively enlightened 
kind; but here, as in other things, there was a discrepancy 
between their professed and actual belief, for they had a genuine 
and potent faith which existed without recognition alongside of 
their idol worship. 

The gods whom they worship openly are personifications of 
human qualities, as justice, strength, hope, fear, love, etc. etc. 
The people think that prototypes of these have a real objective 
existence in a region far beyond the clouds, holding, as did 
the ancients, that they are like men and women both in body 
and passion, except that they are even comelier and more 
powerful, and also that they can render themselves invisible 
to human eyesight. They are capable of being propitiated by 
mankind and of coming to the assistance of those who ask 
their aid. Their interest in human affairs is keen, and on the 
whole beneficent; but they become very angry if neglected, 
and punish rather the first they come upon, than the actual 
person who has offended them; their fury being blind when it 
is raised, though never raised without reason. They will not 
punish with any less severity when people sin against them 
from ignorance, and without the chance of having had know¬ 
ledge; they will take no excuses of this kind, but are even as 
the English law, which assumes itself to be known to every one. 

Thus they have a law that two pieces of matter may not 
occupy the same space at the same moment, which law is pre¬ 
sided over and administered by the gods of time and space 
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jointly, so that if a flying stone and a man’s head attempt to 
outrage these gods, by “arrogating a right which they do not 
possess ” (for so it is written in one of their books), and to occupy 
the same space simultaneously, a severe punishment, sometimes 
even death itself, is sure to follow, without any regard to whether 
the stone knew that the man’s head was there, or the head the 
stone; this at least is their view of the common accidents of life. 
Moreover, they hold their deities to be quite regardless of 
motives. With them it is the thing done which is everything, 
and the motive goes for nothing. 

Thus they hold it strictly forbidden for a man to go without 
common air in his lungs for more than a very few minutes; and 
if by any chance he gets into the water, the air-god is very 
angry, and will not suffer it; no matter whether the man got 
into the water by accident or on purpose, whether through the 
attempt to save a child or through presumptuous contempt of 
the air-god, the air-god will kill him, unless he keeps his head 
high enough out of the water, and thus gives the air-god his due. 

This with regard to the deities who manage physical affairs. 
Over and above these they personify hope, fear, love, and so 
forth, giving them temples and priests, and carving likenesses 
of them in stone, which they verily believe to be faithful represen¬ 
tations of living beings who are only not human in being more 
than human. If any one denies the objective existence of 
these divinities, and says that there is really no such being as a 
beautiful woman called Justice, with her eyes blinded and a 
pair of scales, positively living and moving in a remote and 
ethereal region, but that justice is only the personified expression 
of certain modes of human thought and action—they say that 
he denies the existence of justice in denying her personality, 
and that he is a wanton disturber of men’s religious convictions. 
They detest nothing so much as any attempt to lead them to 
higher spiritual conceptions of the deities whom they profess 
to worship. Arowhena and I had a pitched battle on this 
point, and should have had many more but for my prudence in 
allowing her to get the better of me. 

I am sure that in her heart she was suspicious of her own 
position for she returned more than once to the subject. “Can 
you not see,” I had exclaimed, “that the fact of justice being 
admirable will not be affected by the absence of a belief in her 
being also a living agent? Can you really think that men will 
be one whit less hopeful because they no longer believe that hope 
is an actual person?” She shook her head, and said that with 
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men’s belief in the personality all incentive to the reverence of 
the thing itself, as justice or hope, would cease; men from that 
hour would never be either just or hopeful again. 

I could not move her, nor, indeed, did I seriously wish to do 
so. She deferred to me in most things, but she never shrank 
from maintaining her opinions if they were put in question; 
nor does she to this day abate one jot of her belief in the religion 
of her childhood, though in compliance with my repeated 
entreaties she has allowed herself to be baptized into the English 
Church. She has, however, made a gloss upon her original 
faith to the effect that her baby and I are the only human beings 
exempt from the vengeance of the deities for not believing in 
their personality. She is quite clear that we are exempted. 
She should never have so strong a conviction of it otherwise. 
How it has come about she does not know, neither does she 
wish to know; there are things which it is better not to know, 
and this is one of them; but when I tell her that I believe in 
her deities as much as she does—and that it is a difference about 
words, not things, she becomes silent with a slight emphasis. 

I own that she very nearly conquered me once; for she asked 
me what I should think if she were to tell me that my God, 
whose nature and attributes I had been explaining to her, was 
but the expression for man’s highest conception of goodness, 
wisdom, and power; that in order to generate a more vivid 
conception of so great and glorious a thought, man had per¬ 
sonified it and called it by a name; that it was an unworthy 
conception of the Deity to hold Him personal, inasmuch as 
escape from human contingencies became thus impossible; that 
the real thing men should worship was the Divine, whereinsoever 
they could find it; that “God” was but man’s way of expressing 
his sense of the Divine; that as justice, hope, wisdom, etc. 
were all parts of goodness, so God was the expression which 
embraced all goodness and all good power; that people would 
no more cease to love God on ceasing to believe in His objective 
personality, than they had ceased to love justice on discovering 
that she was not really personal; nay, that they would never 
truly love Him till they saw Him thus. 

She said all this in her artless way, and with none of the 
coherence with which I have here written it; her face kindled, 
and she felt sure that she had convinced me that I was wrong, 
and that justice was a living person. Indeed I did vrince a 
little; but I recovered myself immediately, and pointed out to 
her that we had books whose genuineness was beyond all possi- 
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bility of doubt, as they were certainly none of them less than 
1800 years old; that in these there were the most authentic 
accounts of men who had been spoken to by the Deity Himself, 
and of one prophet who had been allowed to see the back parts 
of God through the hand that was laid over his face. 

This was conclusive; and I spoke with such solemnity that 
she was a little frightened, and only answered that they too 
had their books, in which their ancestors had seen the gods; 
on which I saw that further argument was not at all likely to 
convince her; and fearing that she might tell her mother what 
I had been saying, and that I might lose the hold upon her 
affections which I was beginning to feel pretty sure that I was 
obtaining, I began to let her have her own way, and to convince 
me; neither till after we were safely married did I show the 
cloven hoof again. 

Nevertheless, her remarks have haunted me, and I have 
since met with many very godly people who have had a great 
knowledge of divinity, but no sense of the divine; and again, 
I have seen a radiance upon the face of those who were wor¬ 
shipping the divine either in art or nature—in picture or statue— 
in field or cloud or sea—in man, woman, or child—which I have 
never seen kindled by any talking about the nature and attributes 
of God. Mention but the word divinity, and our sense of the 
divine is clouded. 


CHAPTER XVII 

YDGRUN AND THE YDGRUNITES 

In spite of all the to-do they make about their idols, and the 
temples they build, and the priests and priestesses whom they 
support, I could never think that their professed religion was 
more than skin-deep; but they had another which they carried 
with them into all their actions; and although no one from the 
outside of things would suspect it to have any existence at all, 
it was in reality their great guide, the mariner’s compass of their 
lives; so that there were very few things which they ever either 
did, or refrained from doing, without reference to its precepts. 

Now I suspected that their professed faith had no great hold 
upon them—firstly, because I often heard the priests complain 
of the prevailing indifference, and they would hardly have 
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done so without reason; secondly, because of the show which was 
made, for there was none of this about the worship of the 
goddess Ydgrun, in whom they really did believe; thirdly, 
because though the priests were constantly abusing Ydgrun as 
being the great enemy of the gods, it was well known that she 
had no more devoted worshippers in the whole country than 
these very persons, who were often priests of Ydgrun rather 
than of their own deities. Neither am I by any means sure 
that these were not the best of the priests. 

Ydgrun certainly occupied a very anomalous position; she was 
held to be both omnipresent and omnipotent, but she was not 
an elevated conception, and was sometimes both cruel and 
absurd. Even her most devoted worshippers were a little 
ashamed of her, and served her more with heart and in deed 
than with their tongues. Theirs was no lip service; on the 
contrary, even when worshipping her most devoutly, they 
would often deny her. Take her all in all, however, she was a 
beneficent and useful deity, who did not care how much she was 
denied so long as she was obeyed and feared, and who kept 
hundreds of thousands in those paths which make life tolerably 
happy, who would never have been kept there otherwise, and 
over whom a higher and more spiritual ideal would have had no 
power. 

I greatly doubt whether the Erewhonians are yet prepared 
for any better religion, and though (considering my gradually 
strengthened conviction that they were the representatives of 
the lost tribes of Israel) I would have set about converting them 
at all hazards had I seen the remotest prospect of success, I 
could hardly contemplate the displacement of Ydgrun as the 
great central object of their regard without admitting that it 
would be attended with frightful consequences; in fact were I 
a mere philosopher, I should say that the gradual raising of the 
popular conception of Ydgrun would be the greatest spiritual 
boon which could be conferred upon them, and that nothing 
could effect this except exkmple. I generally found that those 
who complained most loudly that Ydgrun was not high enough 
for them had hardly as yet come up to the Ydgrun standard, 
and I often met with a class of men whom I called to mysdf 
“high Ydgrunites” (the rest being Ydgrunites, and low 
Ydgrunites), who, in the matter of human conduct and the 
affairs of life, appeared to me to have got about as far as it is 
in the right nature of man to go. 

They were gentlemen in the full sense of the word; and what 
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has one not said in saying this? They seldom spoke of Ydgrun, 
or even alluded to her, but would never run counter to her 
dictates without ample reason for doing so; in such cases they 
would override her with due self-reliance, and the goddess 
seldom punished them; for they are brave, and Ydgrun is not. 
They had most of them a smattering of the hypothetical language 
and some few more than this, but only a few. I do not think 
that this language has had much hand in making them what 
they are; but rather that the fact of their being generally pos¬ 
sessed of its rudiments was one great reason for the reverence 
paid to the hypothetical language itself. 

Being inured from youth to exercises and athletics of all 
sorts, and living fearlessly under the eye of their peers, among 
whom there exists a high standard of courage, generosity, 
honour, and every good and manly quality—what wonder 
that they should have become, so to speak, a law unto them¬ 
selves ; and, while taking an elevated view of the goddess Ydgrun, 
they should have gradually lost all faith in the recognized deities 
of the country? These they do not openly disregard, for con¬ 
formity until absolutely intolerable is a law of Ydgrun, yet they 
have no real belief in the objective existence of beings which 
so readily explain themselves as abstractions, and whose 
personality demands a quasi-materialism which it baffles the 
imagination to realize. They keep their opinions, however, 
greatly to themselves, inasmuch as most of their countrymen 
feel strongly about the gods, and they hold it wrong to give pain, 
unless for some greater good than seems likely to arise from their 
plain speaking. 

On the other hand, surely those whose own minds are clear 
about any given matter (even though it be only that there is 
little certainty) should go so far towards imparting that clear¬ 
ness to others, as to say openly what they think and why they 
think it, whenever they can properly do so; for they may be 
sure that they owe their own clearness almost entirely to the 
fact that others have done this by them; after all, they may be 
mistaken, and if so, it is for their own and the general well-being 
that they should let their error be seen as distinctly as possible, 
so that it may be more easily refuted. I own, therefore, that 
on this one point I disapproved of the practice even of the 
highest Ydgrunites, and objected to it all the more because I 
knew that I should find my own future task more easy if the 
high Ydgrunites had already undermined the belief which is 
supposed to prevail at present. 
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In other respects they were more like the best class of English¬ 
men than any whom I have seen in other countries. I should 
have liked to have persuaded half a dozen of them to come over 
to England and go upon the stage, for they had most of them a 
keen sense of humour and a taste for acting; they would be of 
great use to us. The example of a real gentleman is, if I may say 
so without profanity, the best of all gospels; such a man upon 
the stage becomes a potent humanizing influence, an ideal 
which all may look upon for a shilling. 

I always liked and admired these men, and although I could 
not help deeply regretting their certain ultimate perdition (for 
they had no sense of a hereafter, and their only religion was that 
of self-respect and consideration for other people), I never dared 
to take so great a liberty with them as to attempt to put them in 
possession of my own religious convictions, in spite of my know¬ 
ing that they were the only ones which could make them really 
good and happy, either here or hereafter. I did try sometimes, 
being impelled to do so by a strong sense of duty, and by my 
deep regret that so much that was admirable should be doomed 
to ages if not eternity of torture; but the words stuck in my 
throat as soon as I began. 

Whether a professional missionary might have a better chance 
I know not; such persons must doubtless know more about the 
science of conversion; for myself, I could only be thankful that 
I was in the right path, and was obliged to let others take their 
chance as yet. If the plan fails by which I propose to convert 
them myself, I would gladly contribute my mite towards the 
sending of two or three trained missionaries, who have been known 
as successful converters of Jews and Mohammedans; but such 
have seldom much to glory in the flesh, and when I think of 
the high Ydgrunites, and of the figure which a missionary would 
probably cut among them, I cannot feel sanguine that much 
good would be arrived at. Still the attempt is worth making, 
and the worst danger to the missionaries themselves would be 
that of being sent to the hospital where Chowbok would have 
been sent had he come with me into Erewhon. 

Taking then their religious opinions as a whole, I must own 
that the Erewhonians are superstitious, on account of the views 
which they hold of their professed gods, and their entirely 
anomalous and inexplicable worship of Ydgrun, a worship at 
once the most powerful, yet most devoid of formalism, that I 
ever met with; but in practice things worked better than might 
have been expected, and the conflicting claims of Ydgrun and 
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the gods were arranged by unwritten compromises (for the most 
part in Ydgrun’s favour), which in ninety-nine cases out of a 
hundred were very well understood. 

I could not conceive why they should not openly acknowledge 
high Ydgrunism, and discard the objective personality of hope, 
justice, etc.; but whenever I so much as hinted at this, I found 
that I was on dangerous ground. They would never have it; 
returning constantly to the assertion that ages ago the divinities 
were frequently seen, and that the moment their personality 
was disbelieved in, men would leave off practising even those 
ordinary virtues which the common experience of mankind has 
agreed on as being the greatest secret of happiness. “ Whoever 
heard/’ they asked, indignantly, “of such things as kindly 
training, a good example, and an enlightened regard to one’s 
own welfare, being able to keep men straight?” In my hurry, 
forgetting things which I ought to have remembered, I answered 
that if a person could not be kept straight by these things, there 
was nothing that could straighten him, and that if he were not 
ruled by the love and fear of men whom he had seen, neither 
would he be so by that of the gods whom he had not seen. 

At one time indeed I came upon a small but growing sect 
who believed, after a fashion, in the immortality of the soul 
and the resurrection from the dead; they taught that those 
who had been bom with feeble and diseased bodies and had 
passed their lives in ailing, would be tortured eternally here¬ 
after; but that those who had been born strong and healthy 
and handsome would be rewarded for ever and ever. Of moral 
qualities or conduct they made no mention. 

Bad as this was, it was a step in advance, inasmuch as they 
did hold out a future state of some sort, and I was shocked to 
find that for the most part they met with opposition, on the 
score that their doctrine was based upon no sort of foundation, 
also that it was immoral in its tendency, and not to be desired 
by any reasonable beings. 

When I asked how it could be immoral, I was answered that 
if firmly held, it would lead people to cheapen this present 
life, making it appear to be an affair of only secondary impor¬ 
tance; that it would thus distract men’s minds from the per¬ 
fecting of this world’s economy, and was an impatient cutting, 
so to speak, of the Gordian knot of life’s problems, whereby 
some people might gain present satisfaction to themselves at 
the cost of infinite damage to others; that the doctrine tended 
to encourage the poor in their improvidence, and in a debasing 
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acquiescence in ills which they might well remedy; that the 
rewards were illusory and the result, after all, of luck, whose 
empire should be bounded by the grave; that its terrors were 
enervating and unjust; and that even the most blessed rising 
would be but the disturbing of a still more blessed slumber. 

To all which I could only say that the thing had been actually 
known to happen, and that there were several well-authenticated 
instances of people having died and come to life again—instances 
which no man in his senses could doubt. 

“If this be so,” said my opponent, “we must bear it as 
best we may.” 

I then translated for him, as well as I could, the noble speech 
of Hamlet in which he says that it is the fear lest worse evils 
may befall us after death which alone prevents us from rushing 
into death's arms. 

“Nonsense,” he answered, “no man was ever yet stopped 
from cutting his throat by any such fears as your poet ascribes 
to him—and your poet probably knew this perfectly well. If 
a man cuts his throat he is at bay, and thinks of nothing but 
escape, no matter whither, provided he can shuffle his present. 
No. Men are kept at their posts, not by the fear that if they 
quit them they may quit a frying-pan for a fire, but by the 
hope that if they hold on, the fire may bum less fiercely. “ The 
respect,” to quote your poet, “that makes calamity of so long 
a life,” is the consideration that though calamity may live 
long, the sufferer may live longer still.” 

On this, seeing that there was little probability of our coming 
to an agreement, I let the argument drop, and my opponent 
presently left me with as much disapprobation as he could 
show without being overtly rude. 


CHAPTER XVIII 

BIRTH FORMULAE 

I heard what follows not from Arowhena, but from Mr. Nos- 
nibor and some of the gentlemen who occasionally dined at 
the house; they told me that the Erewhonians believe in pre¬ 
existence; and not only this (of which I will write more fully 
in the next chapter), but they believe that it is of their own 
free act and deed in a previous state that they come to be 
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bom into this world at all. They hold that the unborn are 
perpetually plaguing and tormenting the married of both sexes, 
fluttering about them incessantly, and giving them no peace 
either of mind or body until they have consented to take them 
under their protection. If this were not so (this at least is 
what they urge), it would be a monstrous freedom for one man 
to take with another, to say that he should undergo the chances 
and changes of this mortal life without any option in the matter. 
No man would have any right to get married at all, inasmuch 
as he can never tell what frightful misery his doing so may 
entail forcibly upon a being who cannot be unhappy as long 
as he does not exist. They feel this so strongly that they are 
resolved to shift the blame on to other shoulders; and have 
fashioned a long mythology as to the world in which the unborn 
people live, and what they do, and the arts and machinations 
to which they have recourse in order to get themselves into 
our own world. But of this more anon; what I would relate 
here is their manner of dealing with those who do come. 

It is a distinguishing peculiarity of the Erewhonians that 
when they profess themselves to be quite certain about any 
matter, and avow it as a base on which they are to build a 
system of practice, they seldom quite believe in it. If they 
smell a rat about the precincts of a cherished institution, they 
will always stop their noses to it if they can. 

This is what most of them did in this matter of the unborn, 
for I cannot (and never could) think that they seriously believed 
in their mythology concerning pre-existence; they did and they 
did not; they did not know themselves what they believed; all 
they did know was that it was a disease not to believe as they 
did. The only thing of which they were quite sure was that 
it was the pestering of the unborn which caused them to be 
brought into this world, and that they would not have been 
here if they would have only let peaceable people alone. 

It would be hard to disprove this position, and they might 
have a good case if they would only leave it as it stands. But 
this they will not do; they must have assurance doubly sure; 
they must have the written word of the child itself as soon 
as it is bom, giving the parents indemnity from all responsibility 
on the score of its birth, and asserting its own pre-existence. 
They have therefore devised something which they call a birth 
formula—a document which varies in words according to the 
caution of parents, but is much the same practically in all cases; 
for it has been the business of the Erewhonian lawyers during 
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many ages to exercise their skill in perfecting it and providing 
for every contingency. 

These formulae are printed on common paper at a moderate 
cost for the poor; but the rich have them written on parchment 
and handsomely bound, so that the getting up of a person’s 
birth formula is a test of his social position. They commence 
by setting forth, That whereas A. B. was a member of the 
kingdom of the unborn, where he was well provided for in 
every way, and had no cause of discontent, etc. etc., he did 
of his own wanton depravity and restlessness conceive a desire 
to enter into this present world; that thereon having taken the 
necessary steps as set forth in laws of the unborn kingdom, he 
did with malice aforethought set himself to plague and pester 
two unfortunate people who had never wronged him, and who 
were quite contented and happy until he conceived this base 
design against their peace; for which wrong he now humbly 
entreats their pardon. 

He acknowledges that he is responsible for all physical 
blemishes and deficiencies which may render him answerable 
to the laws of his country; that his parents have nothing what¬ 
ever to do with any of these things ; and that they have a 
right to kill him at once if they be so minded, though he entreats 
them to show their marvellous goodness and clemency by 
sparing his life. If they will do this, he promises to be their 
most obedient and abject creature during his earlier years, and 
indeed all his life, unless they should see fit in their abundant 
generosity to remit some portion of his service hereafter. And 
so the formula continues, going sometimes into very minute 
details, according to the fancies of family lawyers, who will 
not make it any shorter than they can help. 

The deed being thus prepared, on the third or fourth day 
after the birth of the child, or as they call it, the “ final impor¬ 
tunity,” the friends gather together, and there is a feast held, 
where they are all very melancholy—as a general rule, I believe, 
quite truly so—and make presents to the father and mother 
of the child in order to console them for the injury which has 
just been done them by the unborn. 

By and by the child himself is brought down by his nurse 
and the company begin to rail upon him, upbraiding him for 
his impertinence, and asking him what amends he proposes to 
make for the wrong that he has committed, and how he can 
look for care and nourishment from those who have perhaps 
already been injured by the unborn on some ten or twelve 
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occasions; for they say of people with large families, that they 
have suffered terrible injuries from the unborn; till at last, when 
this has been carried far enough, someone suggests the formula, 
which is brought out and solemnly read to the child by the 
family straightener. This gentleman is always invited on these 
occasions, for the very fact of intrusion into a peaceful family 
shows a depravity on the part of the child which requires his 
professional services. 

On being teased by the reading and tweaked by the nurse, 
the child will commonly begin to cry, which is reckoned a good 
sign, as showing a consciousness of guilt. He is thereon asked. 
Does he assent to the formula? on which, as he still continues 
crying and can obviously make no answer, someone of the 
friends comes forward and undertakes to sign the document on 
his behalf, feeling sure (so he says) that the child would do it if 
he only knew how, and that he will release the present signer 
from his engagement on arriving at maturity. The friend then 
inscribes the signature of the child at the foot of the parchment, 
which is held to bind the child as much as though he had signed 
it himself. 

Even this, however, does not fully content them, for they feel 
a little uneasy until they have got the child’s own signature 
after all. So when he is about fourteen, these good people 
partly bribe him by promises of greater liberty and good things, 
and partly intimidate him through their great power of making 
themselves actively unpleasant to him, so that though there is a 
show of freedom made, there is really none; they also use the 
offices of the teachers in the Colleges of Unreason, till at last, in 
one way or another, they take very good care that he shall 
sign the paper by which he professes to have been a free agent 
in coming into the world, and to take all the responsibility of 
having done so on to his own shoulders. And yet, though this 
document is obviously the most important which any one can 
sign in his whole life, they will have him do so at an age when 
neither they nor the law will for many a year allow any one else 
to bind him to the smallest obligation, no matter how righteously 
he may owe it, because they hold him too young to know what 
he is about, and do not consider it fair that he should commit 
himself to anything that may prejudice him in after years, 

I own that all this seemed rather hard, and not of a piece 
with the many admirable institutions existing among them. 
I once ventured to say a part of what I thought about it to one 
of the Professors of Unreason. I did it very tenderly, but his 



EREWHON 


ii4 

justification of the system was quite out of my comprehension. 
1 remember asking him whether he did not think it would do 
harm to a lad's principles, by weakening his sense of the sanctity 
of his word and of truth generally, that he should be led into 
entering upon a solemn declaration as to the truth of things 
about which all that he can certainly know is that he knows 
nothing—whether, in fact, the teachers who so led him, or who 
taught anything as a certainty of which they were themselves 
uncertain, were not earning their living by impairing the truth- 
sense of their pupils (a delicate organization mostly), and by 
vitiating one of their most sacred instincts. 

The professor, who was a delightful person, seemed greatly 
surprised at the view which I took, but it had no influence with 
him whatsoever. No one, he answered, expected that the boy 
either would or could know all that he said he knew; but the 
world was full of compromises; and there was hardly any affirma¬ 
tion which would bear being interpreted literally. Human 
language was too gross a vehicle of thought—thought being 
incapable of absolute translation. He added, that as there can 
be no translation from one language into another which shall 
not scant the meaning somewhat, or enlarge upon it, so there is 
no language which can render thought without a jarring and a 
harshness somewhere—and so forth; all of which seemed to 
come to this in the end, that it was the custom of the country, 
and that the Erewhonians were a conservative people; that the 
boy would have to begin compromising sooner or later, and this 
was part of his education in the art. It was perhaps to be 
regretted that compromise should be as necessary as it was; 
still it was necessary, and the sooner the boy got to understand 
it the better for himself. But they never tell this to the boy. 

From the book of their mythology about the unborn I made 
the extracts which will form the following chapter. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE WORLD OF THE UNBORN 

The Erewhonians say that we are drawn through life backwards; 
or again, that we go onwards into the future as into a dark 
corridor. Time walks beside us and flings back shutters as we 
advance; but the light thus given often dazzles us, and deepens 
the darkness which is in front. We can see but little at a time, 
and heed that little far less than our apprehension of what we 
shall see next; ever peering curiously through the glare of the 
present into the gloom of the future, we presage the leading 
lines of that which is before us, by faintly reflected lights from 
dull mirrors that are behind, and stumble on as we may till 
the trap-door opens beneath us and we are gone. 

They say at other times that the future and the past are 
as a panorama upon two rollers; that which is on the roller of 
the future unwraps itself on to the roller of the past; we cannot 
hasten it, and we may not stay it; we must see all that is unfolded 
to us whether it be good or ill; and what we have seen once we 
may see again no more. It is ever unwinding and being wound; 
we catch it in transition for a moment, and call it present; our 
flustered senses gather what impression they can, and we guess 
at what is coming by the tenor of that which we have seen. 
The same hand has painted the whole picture, and the incidents 
vary little—rivers, woods, plains, mountains, towns, and 
peoples, love, sorrow, and death; yet the interest never flags, 
and we look hopefully for some good fortune, or fearfully lest 
our own faces be shown us as figuring in something terrible. 
When the scene is past we think we know it, though there is so 
much to see, and so little time to see it, that our conceit of 
knowledge as regards the past is for the most part poorly 
founded; neither do we care about it greatly, save in so far as it 
may affect the future, wherein our interest mainly lies. 

The Erewhonians say it was by chance only that the earth and 
stars and all the heavenly worlds began to roll from east to west, 
and not from west to east, and in like manner they say it is by 
chance that man is drawn through life with his face to the past 
instead of to the future. For the future is there as much as 
the past, only that we may not see it. Is it not in the loins of 
the past, and must not the past alter before the future can do so? 

Sometimes, again, they say that there was a race of men 
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tried upon the earth once, who knew the future better than the 
past, but that they died in a twelvemonth from the misery 
which their knowledge caused them; and if any were to be born 
too prescient now, he would be culled out by natural selection, 
before he had time to transmit so peace-destroying a faculty 
to his descendants. 

Strange fate for man! He must perish if he get that, which 
he must perish if he strive not after. If he strive not after it 
he is no better than the brutes, if he get it he is more miserable 
than the devils. 

Having waded through many chapters like the above, I 
came at last to the unborn themselves, and found that they 
were held to be souls pure and simple, having no actual bodies, 
but living in a sort of gaseous yet more or less anthropomorphic 
existence, like that of a ghost; they having thus neither flesh 
nor blood nor warmth. Nevertheless they are supposed to have 
local habitations and cities wherein they dwell, though these 
are as unsubstantial as their inhabitants; they are even thought 
to eat and drink some thin ambrosial sustenance, and generally 
to be capable of doing whatever mankind can do, only after a 
visionary ghostly fashion as in a dream. On the other hand, 
as long as they remain where they are they never die—the only 
form of death in the unborn world being the leaving it for 
our own. They are believed to be extremely numerous, far 
more so than mankind. They arrive from unknown planets, 
full grown, in large batches at a time; but they can only leave 
the unborn world by taking the steps necessary for their arrival 
here—which is, in fact, by suicide. 

They ought to be an exceedingly happy people, for they 
have no extremes of good or ill fortune; never marrying, but 
living in a state much like that fabled by the poets as the 
primitive condition of mankind. In spite of this, however, 
they are incessantly complaining; they know that we in this 
world have bodies, and indeed they know everything else about 
us, for they move among us whithersoever they will, and can 
read our thoughts, as well as survey our actions at pleasure. 
One would think that this should be enough for them; and most 
of them are indeed alive to the desperate risk which they will 
run by indulging themselves in that body with “sensible warm 
motion” which they so much desire; nevertheless, there are 
some to whom the ennui of a disembodied existence is so in¬ 
tolerable that they will venture anything for a change; so they 
resolve to quit. The conditions which they must accept are 
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so uncertain, that none but the most foolish of the unborn 
will consent to them; and it is from these, and these only, 
that our own ranks are recruited. 

When they have finally made up their minds to leave, they 
must go before the magistrate of the nearest town, and sign 
an affidavit of their desire to quit their then existence. On 
their having done this, the magistrate reads them the conditions 
which they must accept, and which are so long that I can only 
extract some of the principal points, which are mainly the 
following: 

First, they must take a potion which will destroy their 
memory and sense of identity; they must go into the world 
helpless, and without a will of their own; they must draw lots 
for their dispositions before they go, and take them, such as 
they are, for better or worse—neither are they to be allowed 
any choice in the matter of the body which they so much 
desire; they are simply allotted by chance, and without appeal, 
to two people whom it is their business to find and pester un+ ;i 
they adopt them. Who these are to be, whether rich or po* ie 
kind or unkind, healthy or diseased, there is no knowing; th.^‘ 
have, in fact, to entrust themselves for many years to the ca 3S 
of those for whose good constitution and good sense they ha e j, 
no sort of guarantee. , 

It is curious to read the lectures which the wiser heads give 
to those who are meditating a change. They talk with them as 
we talk with a spendthrift, and with about as much success. 

“To be bom,” they say, “is a felony—it is a capital crime, 
for which sentence may be executed at any moment after the 
commission of the offence. You may perhaps happen to live 
for some seventy or eighty years, but what is that, compared 
with the eternity you now enjoy ? And even though the sentence 
were commuted, and you were allowed to live on for ever, you 
would in time become so terribly weary of life that execution 
would be the greatest mercy to you. 

“Consider the infinite risk; to be bom of wicked parents 
and trained in vice! to be bom of silly parents, and trained to 
unrealities! of parents who regard you as a sort of chattel or 
property, belonging more to them than to yourself! Again, 
you may draw utterly unsympathetic parents, who will never 
be able to understand you, and who will do their best to thwart 
you (as a hen when she has hatched a duckling), and then call 
you ungrateful because you do not love them; or, again, you 
may draw parents who look upon you as a thing to be cowed 
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while it is still young, lest it should give them trouble hereafter 
by having wishes and feelings of its own. 

“In later life, when you have been finally allowed to pass 
muster as a full member of the world, you will yourself become 
liable to the pesterings of the unborn—and a very happy life 
you may be led in consequence! For we solicit so strongly 
that a few only—nor these the best—can refuse us; and yet 
not to refuse is much the same as going into partnership with 
half a dozen different people about whom one can know absolutely 
nothing beforehand—not even whether one is going into partner¬ 
ship with men or women, nor with how many of either. Delude 
not yourself with thinking that you will be wiser than your 
parents. You may be an age in advance of those whom you 
1 ve pestered, but unless you are one of the great ones you 
**1 still be an age behind those who will in their turn pester 

A& i. 

^‘Imagine what it must be to have an unborn quartered 
"''on you, who is of an entirely different temperament and 

position to your own; nay, half a dozen such, who will not 

./e you though you have stinted yourself in a thousand ways 
V1 provide for their comfort and well-being—who will forget 
your self-sacrifice, and of whom you may never be sure 
t°at they are not bearing a grudge against you for errors of 
judgment into which you may have fallen, though you had 
hoped that such had been long since atoned for. Ingratitude 
such as this is not uncommon, yet fancy what it must be to 
bear! It is hard upon the duckling to have been hatched by 
a hen, but is it not also hard upon the hen to have hatched 
the duckling? 

“Consider it again, we pray you, not for our sake but for 
your own. Your initial character you must draw by lot; but 
whatever it is, it can only come to a tolerably successful develop¬ 
ment after long training; remember that over that training you 
will have no control. It is possible, and even probable, that 
whatever you may get in after life which is of real pleasure 
and service to you, will have to be won in spite of, rather than 
by the help of, those whom you are now about to pester, and 
that you will only win your feedom after years of a painful 
struggle in which it will be hard to say whether you have 
suffered most injury, or inflicted it. 

“Remember also, that if you go into the world you will 
have free will; that you will be obliged to have it; that there is 
no escaping it; that you will be fettered to it during your whole 
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life, and must on every occasion do that which on the whole 
seems best to you at any given time, no matter whether you 
are right or wrong in choosing it. Your mind will be a balance 
for considerations, and your action will go with the heavier 
scale. How it shall fall will depend upon the kind of scales 
which you may have drawn at birth, the bias which they will 
have obtained by use, and the weight of the immediate con¬ 
siderations. If the scales were good to start with, and if they 
have not been outrageously tampered with in childhood, and 
if the combinations into which you enter are average ones, 
you may come off well; but there are too many “ifs” in this, 
and with the failure of any one of them your misery is assured. 
Reflect on this, and remember that should the ill come upon 
you, you will have yourself to thank, for it is your own choice 
to be born, and there is no compulsion in the matter. 

“Not that we deny the existence of pleasures among mankind; 
there is a certain show of sundry phases of contentment which 
may even amount to very considerable happiness; but mark 
how they are distributed over a man’s life, belonging, all the 
keenest of them, to the fore part, and few indeed to the after. 
Can there be any pleasure worth purchasing with the miseries 
of a decrepit age? If you are good, strong, and handsome, 
you have a fine fortune indeed at twenty, but how much of 
it will be left at sixty? For you must live on your capital; 
there is no investing your powers so that you may get a small 
annuity of life for ever; you must eat up your principal bit by 
bit, and be tortured by seeing it grow continually smaller and 
smaller, even though you happen to escape being rudely robbed 
of it by crime or casualty. 

“Remember, too, that there never yet was a man of forty 
who would not come back into the world of the unborn if he 
could do so with decency and honour. Being in the world he 
will as a general rule stay till he is forced to go; but do you think 
that he would consent to be born again, and relive his life, if 
he had the offer of doing so ? Do not think it. If he could so 
alter the past as that he should never have come into being at all, 
do you not think that he would do it very gladly? 

“What was it that one of their own poets meant, if it was not 
this, when he cried out upon the day in which he was bom, and 
the night in which it was said there is a man child conceived? 
‘For now/ he says, *1 should have lain still and been quiet, I 
should have slept; then had I been at rest with kings and 
counsellors of the earth, which built desolate places for them- 
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selves; or with princes that had gold, who filled their houses 
with silver; or as an hidden untimely birth, I had not been; 
as infants which never saw light. There the wicked cease from 
troubling, and the weary are at rest/ Be very sure that 
the guilt of being bom carries this punishment at times to all 
men; but how can they ask for pity, or complain of any mischief 
that may befall them, having entered open-eyed into the snare? 

“One word more and we have done. If any faint remembrance, 
as of a dream, flit in some puzzled moment across your brain, 
and you shall feel that the potion which is to be given you shall 
not have done its work, and the memory of this existence 
which you are leaving endeavours vainly to return; we say in 
such a moment, when you clutch at the dream but it eludes 
your grasp, and you watch it, as Orpheus watched Eurydice, 
gliding back again into the twilight kingdom, fly—fly—if you 
can remember the advice—to the haven of your present and 
immediate duty, taking shelter incessantly in the work which 
you have in hand. This much you may perhaps recall; and this, 
If you will imprint it deeply upon your every faculty, will be 
most likely to bring you safely and honourably home through 
the trials that are before you.” 1 

This is the fashion in which they reason with those who would 
be for leaving them, but it is seldom that they do much good, 
for none but the unquiet and unreasonable ever think of being 
born, and those who are foolish enough to think of it are generally 
foolish enough to do it. Finding, therefore, that they can do no 
more, the friends follow weeping to the court-house of the chief 
magistrate, where the one who wishes to be bom declares 
solemnly and openly that he accepts the conditions attached to 
his decision. On this he is presented with a potion, which 
immediately destroys his memory and sense of identity, and 
dissipates the thin gaseous tenement which he has inhabited; 
he becomes a bare vital principle, not to be perceived by human 
senses, nor to be by any chemical test appreciated. He has but 
one instinct, which is that he is to go to such and such a place, 
where he will find two persons whom he is to importune till they 
consent to undertake him; but whether he is to find these persons 
among the race of Chowbok or the Erewhonians themselves is 
not for him to choose. 

1 The myth above alluded to exists in Erewhon with chanced names 
and considerable modifications. 1 have taken the liberty of referring 
to the story as familiar to ourselves. 



WHAT THEY MEAN BY IT 


121 


CHAPTER XX 

WHAT THEY MEAN BY IT 

I have given the above mythology at some length, but it is 
only a small part of what they have upon the subject. My 
first feeling on reading it was that any amount of folly on the 
part of the unborn in coming here was justified by a desire to 
escape from such intolerable prosing. The mythology is 
obviously an unfair and exaggerated representation of life and 
things; and had its authors been so minded they could have 
easily drawn a picture which would err as much on the bright 
side as this does on the dark. No Erewhonian believes that the 
world is as black as it has been here painted, but it is one of their 
peculiarities that they very often do not believe or mean things 
which they profess to regard as indisputable. 

In the present instance their professed views concerning the 
unborn have arisen from their desire to prove that people have 
been presented with the gloomiest possible picture of their own 
prospects before they came here; otherwise, they could hardly 
say to one whom they are going to punish for an affection of 
the heart or brain that it is all his own doing. In practice they 
modify their theory to a considerable extent, and seldom refer 
to the birth formula except in extreme cases; for the force of 
habit, or what not, gives many of them a kindly interest even 
in creatures who have so much wronged them as the unborn 
have done; and though a man generally hates the unwelcome 
little stranger for the first twelve months, he is apt to mollify 
(according to his lights) as time goes on, and sometimes he will 
become inordinately attached to the beings whom he is pleased 
to call his children. 

Of course, according to Erewhonian premises, it would serve 
people right to be punished and scouted for moral and intellectual 
diseases as much as for physical, and I cannot to this day under¬ 
stand why they should have stopped short half-way. Neither, 
again, can I understand why their having done so should have 
been, as it certainly was, a matter of so much concern to myself. 
What could it matter to me how many absurdities the Ere- 
whonians might adopt? Nevertheless I longed to make them 
think as I did, for the wish to spread those opinions that we hold 
conducive to our own welfare is so deeply rooted in the English 
character that few of us can escape its influence. But let 
this pass. 

* e 88i 
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In spite of not a few modifications in practice of a theory 
which is itself revolting, the relations between children and 
parents in that country are less happy than in Europe. It was 
rarely that I saw cases of real hearty and intense affection 
between the old people and the young ones. Here and there 
I did so, and was quite sure that the children, even at the age 
of twenty, were fonder of their parents than they were of any 
one else; and that of their own inclination, being free to choose 
what company they would, they would often choose that of their 
father and mother. The straightener’s carriage was rarely seen 
at the door of those houses. I saw two or three such cases 
during the time that I remained in the country, and cannot 
express the pleasure which I derived from a sight suggestive of 
so much goodness and wisdom and forbearance, so richly 
rewarded, yet I firmly believe that the same thing would happen 
in nine families out of ten if the parents were merely to remember 
how they felt when they were young, and actually to behave 
towards their children as they would have had their own parents 
behave towards themselves. But this, which would appear 
to be so simple and obvious, seems also to be a thing which not 
one in a hundred thousand is able to put in practice. It is only 
the very great and good who have any living faith in the simplest 
axioms; and there are few who are so holy as to feel that nineteen 
and thirteen make thirty-two as certainly as two and two 
make four. 

I am quite sure that if this narrative should ever fall into 
Erewhonian* hands, it will be said that what I have written 
about the relations between parents and children being seldom 
satisfactory is an infamous perversion of facts, and that in truth 
there are few young people who do not feel happier in the 
society of their nearest relations 1 than in any other. Mr. 
Nosnibor would be sure to say this. Yet I cannot refrain from 
expressing an opinion that he would be a good deal embarrassed 
if his deceased parents were to reappear and propose to pay 
him a six months 1 visit. I doubt whether there are many things 
which he would regard as a greater infliction. They had died 
at a ripe old age some twenty years before I came to know him, 
so the case is an extreme one; but surely if they had treated him 
with what in his youth he had felt to be true unselfishness, 
his face would brighten when he thought of them to the end 
of his life. 

* What a safe word 14 relation” is; how little it predicates! yet it has 
overgrown “kinsman.” 
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In the one or two cases of true family affection which I met 
with, I am sure that the young people who were so genuinely 
fond of their fathers and mothers at eighteen, would at sixty 
be perfectly delighted were they to get the chance of welcoming 
them as their guests. There is nothing which could please them 
better, except perhaps to watch the happiness of their own 
children and grandchildren. 

This is how things should be. It is not an impossible ideal; 
it is one which actually does exist in some few cases, and might 
exist in almost all, with a little more patience and forbearance 
upon the parents* part; but it is rare at present—so rare that 
they have a proverb which I can only translate in a very round¬ 
about way, but which says that the great happiness of some 
people in a future state will consist in watching the distress of 
their parents on returning to eternal companionship with their 
grandfathers and grandmothers; whilst “compulsory affection” 
is the idea which lies at the root of their word for the deepest 
anguish. 

There is no talisman in the word “parent ” which can generate 
miracles of affection, and I can well believe that my own child 
might find it less of a calamity to lose both Arowhena and 
myself when he is six years old, than to find us again when he is 
sixty—a sentence which I would not pen did I not feel that by 
doing so I was giving him something like a hostage, or at any 
rate putting a weapon into his hands against me, should my 
selfishness exceed reasonable limits. 

Money is at the bottom of all this to a great extent. If the 
parents would put their children in the way of earning a com¬ 
petence earlier than they do, the children would sooner become 
self-supporting and independent. As it is, under the present 
system, the young ones get old enough to have all manner of 
legitimate wants (that is, if they have any “go” about them) 
before they have learnt the means of earning money to pay for 
them; hence they must either do without them, or take more 
money than the parents can be expected to spare. This is due 
chiefly to the Schools of Unreason, where a boy is taught upon 
hypothetical principles, as I will explain hereafter; spending 
years in being incapacitated for doing this, that, or the other 
(he hardly knows what), during all which time he ought to have 
been actually doing the thing itself, beginning at the lowest 
grades, picking it up through actual practice, and rising accord¬ 
ing to the energy which is in him. 

These Schools of Unreason surprised me much. It would be 
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easy to fall into pseudo-utilitarianism, and I would fain believe 
that the system may be good for the children of very rich parents, 
or for those who show a natural instinct to acquire hypothetical 
lore; but the misery was that their Ydgrun-worship required all 
people with any pretence to respectability to send their children 
to some one or other of these schools, mulcting them of years of 
money. It astonished me to see what sacrifices the parents 
would make in order to render their children as nearly useless as 
possible; and it was hard to say whether the old suffered most 
from the expense which they were thus put to, or the young 
from being deliberately swindled in some of the most important 
branches of human inquiry, and directed into false channels or 
left to drift in the great majority of cases. 

I cannot think I am mistaken in believing that the growing 
tendency to limit families by infanticide—an evil which was 
causing general alarm throughout the country—was almost 
entirely due to the way in which education had become a fetish 
from one end of Erewhon to the other. Granted that provision 
should be made whereby every child should be taught reading, 
writing, and arithmetic, but here compulsory state-aided 
education should end, and the child should begin (with all due 
precautions to ensure that he is not overworked) to acquire 
the rudiments of that art whereby he is to earn his living. 

He cannot acquire these in what we in England call schools of 
technical education; such schools are cloister life as against the 
rough and tumble of the world; they unfit rather than fit for 
work in the open. An art can only be learned in the workshop 
of those who are winning their bread by it. 

Boys, as a rule, hate the artificial, and delight in the actual; 
give them the chance of earning, and they will soon earn. 
When parents find that their children, instead of being made 
artificially burdensome, will early begin to contribute to the 
well-being of the family, they will soon leave off killing them, 
and will seek to have that plenitude of offspring which they now 
avoid. As things are, the state lays greater burdens on parents 
than flesh and blood can bear, and then wrings its hands over an 
evil for which it is itself mainly responsible. 

With the less well-dressed classes the harm was not so great; 
for among these, at about ten years old, the child has to begin 
doing something; if he is capable he makes his way up; if he is 
not, he is at any rate not made more incapable by what his 
friends are pleased to call his education. People find their 
level as a rule; and though they unfortunately sometimes miss 
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it, it is in the main true that those who have valuable qualities 
are perceived to have them and can sell them. I think that the 
Erewhonians are beginning to become aware of these things, for 
there was much talk about putting a tax upon all parents whose 
children were not earning a competence according to their degrees 
by the time they were twenty years old. I am sure that if they 
will have the courage to carry it through they will never regret 
it; for the parents will take care that the children shall begin 
earning money (which means “ doing good ” to society) at an 
early age; then the children will be independent early, and they 
will not press on the parents, nor the parents on them, and they 
will like each other better than they do now. 

This is the true philanthropy. He who makes a colossal 
fortune in the hosiery trade, and by his energy has succeeded in 
reducing the price of woollen goods by the thousandth part of 
a penny in the pound—this man is worth ten professional 
philanthropists. So strongly are the Erewhonians impressed 
with this, that if a man has made a fortune of over £ 20,000 a 
year they exempt him from all taxation, considering him as a 
work of art, and too precious to be meddled with; they say, 
“How very much he must have done for society before society 
could have been prevailed upon to give him so much money ”; 
so magnificent an organization overawes them; they regard it 
as a thing dropped from heaven. 

“Money,” they say, “is the symbol of duty, it is the sacra¬ 
ment of having done for mankind that which mankind wanted. 
Mankind may not be a very good judge, but there is no better.” 
This used to shock me at first, when I remembered that it had 
been said on high authority that they who have riches shall 
enter hardly into the kingdom of heaven; but the influence of 
Erewhon had made me begin to see things in a new light, and I 
could not help thinking that they who have not riches shall 
enter more hardly still. 

People oppose money to culture, and imply that if a man has 
spent his time in making money he will not be cultivated— 
fallacy of fallacies! As though there could be a greater aid to 
culture than the having earned an honourable independence, 
and as though any amount of culture will do much for the man 
who is penniless, except make him feel his position more deeply. 
The young man who was told to sell all his goods and give to 
the poor must have been an entirely exceptional person if the 
advice was given wisely, either for him or for the poor; how much 
more often does it happen that we perceive a man to have all 
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sorts of good qualities except money, and feel that his real 
duty lies in getting every halfpenny that he can persuade 
others to pay him for his services, and becoming rich. It has 
been said that the love of money is the root of all evil. The want 
of money is so quite as truly. 

The above may sound irreverent, but it is conceived in a 
spirit of the most utter reverence for those things which do 
alone deserve it—that is, for the things which are, which mould 
us and fashion us, be they what they may; for the things that 
have power to punish us, and which will punish us if we do 
not heed them; for our masters therefore. But I am drifting 
away from my story. 

They have another plan about which they are making a great 
noise and fuss, much as some are doing with womens rights 
in England. A party of extreme radicals have professed them¬ 
selves unable to decide upon the superiority of age or youth. 
At present all goes on the supposition that it is desirable to 
make the young old as soon as possible. Some would have it 
that this is wrong, and that the object of education should be 
to keep the old young as long as possible. They say that 
each age should take it turn and turn about, week by week, 
one week the old to be top-sawyers, and the other the young, 
drawing the line at thirty-five years of age; but they insist 
that the young should be allowed to inflict corporal chastisement 
on the old, without which the old would be quite incorrigible. 
In any European country this would be out of the question; 
but it is not so there, for the straighteners are constantly ordering 
people to be flogged, so that they are familiar with the notion. 
1 do not suppose that the idea will be ever acted upon; but 
its having been even mooted is enough to show the utter per¬ 
version of the Erewhonian mind. 


CHAPTER XXI 

THE COLLEGES OF UNREASON 

I had now been a visitor with the Nosnibors for some five or 
six months, and though I had frequently proposed to leave 
them and take apartments of my own, they would not hear 
of my doing so. I suppose they thought I should be more 
likely to fall in love with Zulora if I remained, but it was my 
affection for Arowhena that kept me. 
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During all this time both Arowhena and myself had been 
dreaming, and drifting towards an avowed attachment, but 
had not dared to face the real difficulties of the position. 
Gradually, however, matters came to a crisis in spite of our¬ 
selves, and we got to see the true state of the case, all too 
clearly. 

One evening we were sitting in the garden, and I had been 
trying in every stupid roundabout way to get her to say that 
she should be at any rate sorry for a man, if he really loved a 
woman who would not marry him. I had been stammering 
and blushing, and been as silly as any one could be, and I suppose 
had pained her by fishing for pity for myself in such a transparent 
way, and saying nothing about her own need of it; at any rate, 
she turned upon me with a sweet sad smile and said, “Sorry? 
I am sorry for myself; I am sorry for you; and I am sorry for 
every one.” The words had no sooner crossed her lips than 
she bowed her head, gave me a look as though I were to make 
no answer, and left me. 

The words were few and simple, but the manner with which 
they were uttered was ineffable; the scales fell from my eyes, 
and I felt that I had no right to try and induce her to infringe 
one of the most inviolable customs of her country, as she needs 
must do if she were to marry me. I sat for a long while thinking, 
and when I remembered the sin and shame and misery which 
an unrighteous marriage—for as such it would be held in 
Erewhon—would entail, I became thoroughly ashamed of myself 
for having been so long self-blinded. I write coldly now, but 
I suffered keenly at the time, and should probably retain a 
much more vivid recollection of what I felt, had not all ended 
so happily. 

As for giving up the idea of marrying Arowhena, it never 
so much as entered my head to do so; the solution must be 
found in some other direction than this. The idea of waiting 
till somebody married Zulora was to be no less summarily 
dismissed. To marry Arowhena at once in Erewhon—this had 
already been abandoned; there remained therefore but one 
alternative, and that was to run away with her, and get her 
with me to Europe, where there would be no bar to our union 
save my own impecuniosity, a matter which gave me no un¬ 
easiness. 

To this obvious and simple plan I could see but two objections 
that deserved the name—the first, that perhaps Arowhena 
would not come; the second, that it was almost impossible 
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for me to escape even alone, for the king had himself told me 
that I was to consider myself a prisoner on parole, and that 
the first sign of my endeavouring to escape would cause me 
to be sent to one of the hospitals for incurables. Besides, I 
did not know the geography of the country, and even were I 
to try and find my way back, I should be discovered long 
before I had reached the pass over which I had come. How 
then could I hope to be able to take Arowhena with me? Foi 
days and days I turned these difficulties over in my mind, 
and at last hit upon as wild a plan as was ever suggested by 
extremity. This was to meet the second difficulty; the first 
gave me less uneasiness, for when Arowhena and I next met 
after our interview in the garden I could see that she had 
suffered not less acutely than myself. 

I resolved that I would have another interview with her— 
the last for the present—that I would then leave her, and set 
to work upon maturing my plan as fast as possible. We got 
a chance of being alone together, and then I gave myself the 
loose rein, and told her how passionately and devotedly I loved 
her. She said little in return, but her tears (which I could 
not refrain from answering with my own) and the little she did 
say were quite enough to show me that I should meet with no 
obstacle from her. Then I asked her whether she would run a 
terrible risk which we should share in common, if, in case of 
success, I could take her to my own people, to the home of 
my mother and sisters, who would welcome her very gladly. 
At the same time I pointed out that the chances of failure were 
far greater than those of success, and that the probability was 
that even though I could get so far as to carry my design into 
execution, it would end in death to us both. 

I was not mistaken in her; she said that she believed I loved 
her as much as she loved me, and that she would brave anything 
if I could only assure her that what I proposed would not be 
thought dishonourable in England; she could not live without 
me, and would rather die with me than alone; that death was 
perhaps the best for us both; that I must plan, and that when 
the hour came I was to send for her, and trust her not to fail 
me; and so after many tears and embraces, we tore ourselves 
away. 

I then left the Nosnibors, took a lodging in the town, and 
became melancholy to my heart’s content. Arowhena and I 
used to see each other sometimes, for I had taken to going 
regularly to the Musical Banks, but Mrs. Nosnibor and Zulora 
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both treated me with considerable coldness. I felt sure that 
they suspected me. Arowhena looked miserable, and I saw 
that her purse was now always as full as she could fill it with 
the Musical Bank money—much fuller than of old. Then the 
horrible thought occurred to me that her health might break 
down, and that she might be subjected to a criminal prosecution. 
Oh! how I hated Erewhon at that time. 

I was still received at court, but my good looks were beginning 
to fail me, and I was not such an adept at concealing the effects 
of pain as the Erewhonians are. I could see that my friends 
began to look concerned about me, and was obliged to take 
a leaf out of Mahaina’s book, and pretend to have developed a 
taste for drinking. I even consulted a straightener as though this 
were so, and submitted to much discomfort. This made matters 
better for a time, but I could see that my friends thought less 
highly of my constitution as my flesh began to fall away. 

I was told that the poor made an outcry about my pension, 
and I saw a stinging article in an anti-ministerial paper, in which 
the writer went so far as to say that my having light hair reflected 
little credit upon me, inasmuch as I had been reported to have 
said that it was a common thing in the country from which I 
came. I have reason to believe that Mr. Nosnibor himself 
inspired this article. Presently it came round to me that the 
king had begun to dwell upon my having been possessed of a 
watch, and to say that I ought to be treated medicinally for 
having told him a lie about the balloons. I saw misfortune 
gathering around me in every direction, and felt that I should 
have need of all my wits and a good many more, if I was to 
steer myself and Arowhena to a good conclusion. 

There were some who continued to show me kindness; and 
strange to say, I received the most from the very persons from 
whom I should have least expected it—I mean from the cashiers 
of the Musical Banks. I had made the acquaintance of several 
of these persons, and now that I frequented their bank, they 
were inclined to make a good deal of me. One of them, seeing 
that I was thoroughly out of health, though of course he pre¬ 
tended not to notice it, suggested that I should take a little 
change of air and go down with him to one of the principal 
towns, which was some two or three days’ journey from the 
metropolis, and the chief seat of the Colleges of Unreason; he 
assured me that I should be delighted with what I saw, and that 
I should receive a most hospitable welcome. I determined 
therefore to accept the invitation. 
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We started two or three days later, and after a night on the 
road, we arrived at our destination towards evening. It was 
now full spring, and as nearly as might be ten months since I 
had started with Chowbok on my expedition, but it seemed 
more like ten years. The trees were in their freshest beauty, 
and the air had become warm without being oppressively hot. 
After having lived so many months in the metropolis, the sight 
of the country, and the country villages through which we passed 
refreshed me greatly, but I could not forget my troubles. The 
last five miles or so were the most beautiful part of the journey, 
for the country became more undulating, and the woods were 
more extensive; but the first sight of the city of the colleges 
itself was the most delightful of all. I cannot imagine that 
there can be any fairer in the whole world, and I expressed my 
pleasure to my companion, and thanked him for having 
brought me. 

We drove to an inn in the middle of the town, and then, 
while it was still light, my friend the cashier, whose name was 
Thims, took me for a stroll in the streets and in the courtyards 
of the principal colleges. Their beauty and interest were 
extreme; it was impossible to see them without being attracted 
towards them; and I thought to myself that he must be indeed 
an ill-grained and ungrateful person who can have been a member 
of one of these colleges without retaining an affectionate feeling 
towards it for the rest of his life. All my misgivings gave way 
at once when I saw the beauty and venerable appearance of 
this delightful city. For half an hour I forgot both myself 
and Arowhena. 

After supper Mr. Thims told me a good deal about the system 
of education which is here practised. I already knew a part 
of what I heard, but much was new to me, and I obtained a 
better idea of the Erewhonian position than I had done hitherto; 
nevertheless there were parts of the scheme of which I could not 
comprehend the fitness, although I fully admit that this inability 
was probably the result of my having been trained so very 
differently and to my being then much out of sorts. 

The main feature in their system is the prominence which 
they give to a study which I can only translate by the word 
“hypothetics.” They argue thus—that to teach a boy merely 
the nature of the things which exist in the world around him, 
and about which he will have to be conversant during his whole 
life, would be giving him but a narrow and shallow conception 
of the universe, which it is urged might contain all manner of 
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things which are not now to be found therein. To open his 
eyes to these possibilities, and so to prepare him for all sorts of 
emergencies, is the object of this sytem of hypothetics. To 
imagine a set of utterly strange and impossible contingencies, 
and require the youths to give intelligent answers to the questions 
that arise therefrom, is reckoned the fittest conceivable way of 
preparing them for the actual conduct of their affairs in after life. 

Thus they are taught what is called the hypothetical language 
for many of their best years—a language which was originally 
composed at a time when the country was in a very different 
state of civilization to what it is at present, a state which has 
long since disappeared and been superseded. Many valuable 
maxims and noble thoughts which were at one time concealed 
in it have become current in their modem literature, and have 
been translated over and over again into the language now 
spoken. Surely then it would seem enough that the study of 
the original language should be confined to the few whose 
instincts led them naturally to pursue it. 

But the Erewhonians think differently; the store they set by 
this hypothetical language can hardly be believed; they will 
even give any one a maintenance for life if he attains a con¬ 
siderable proficiency in the study of it; nay, they will spend years 
in learning to translate some of their own good poetry into the 
hypothetical language—to do so with fluency being reckoned a 
distinguishing mark of a scholar and a gentleman. Heaven 
forbid that I should be flippant, but it appeared to me to be a 
wanton waste of good human energy that men should spend years 
and years in the perfection of so barren an exercise, when their 
own civilization presented problems by the hundred which cried 
aloud for solution and would have paid the solver handsomely; 
but people know their own affairs best. If the youths chose it 
for themselves I should have wondered less; but they do not 
choose it; they have it thrust upon them, and for the most part 
are disinclined towards it. I can only say that all I heard in 
defence of the system was insufficient to make me think very 
highly of its advantages. 

The arguments in favour of the deliberate development of 
the unreasoning faculties were much more cogent. But here 
they depart from the principles on which they justify their study 
of hypothetics; for they base the importance which they assign 
to hypothetics upon the fact of their being a preparation for 
the extraordinary, while their study of Unreason rests upon its 
developing those faculties which are required for the daily 
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conduct of affairs. Hence their professorships of Inconsistency 
and Evasion, in both of which studies the youths are examined 
before being allowed to proceed to their degree in hypothetics. 
The more earnest and conscientious students attain to a pro¬ 
ficiency in these subjects which is quite surprising; there is 
hardly any inconsistency so glaring but they soon learn to 
defend it, or injunction so clear that they cannot find some 
pretext for disregarding it. 

Life, they urge, would be intolerable if men were to be guided 
in all they did by reason and reason only. Reason betrays 
men into the drawing of hard and fast lines, and to the defining 
by language—language being like the sun, which rears and then 
scorches. Extremes are alone logical, but they are always 
absurd; the mean is illogical, but an illogical mean is better than 
the sheer absurdity of an extreme. There are no follies and no 
unreasonablenesses so great as those which can apparently be 
irrefragably defended by reason itself, and there is hardly an 
error into which men may not easily be led if they base their 
conduct upon reason only. 

Reason might very possibly abolish the double currency; it 
might even attack the personality of Hope and Justice. Besides, 
people have such a strong natural bias towards it that they will 
seek it for themselves and act upon it quite as much as or more 
than is good for them; there is no need of encouraging reason. 
With unreason the case is different. She is the natural comple¬ 
ment of reason, without whose existence reason itself were 
non-existent. 

If, then, reason would be non-existent were there no such 
thing as unreason, surely it follows that the more unreason 
there is, the more reason there must be also ? Hence the neces¬ 
sity for the development of unreason, even in the interests of 
reason herself. The Professors of Unreason deny that they 
undervalue reason; none can be more convinced than they are, 
that if the double currency cannot be rigorously deduced as a 
necessary consequence of human reason, the double currency 
should cease forthwith; but they say that it must be deduced 
from no narrow and exclusive view of reason which should 
deprive that admirable faculty of the one-half of its own 
existence. Unreason is a part of reason; it must therefore be 
allowed its full share in stating the initial conditions. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

the colleges of unreason —continued 

Of genius they make no account, for they say that every one 
is a genius, more or less. No one is so physically sound that 
no part of him will be even a little unsound, and no one is so 
diseased but that some part of him will be healthy—so no man 
is so mentally and morally sound, but that he will be in part 
both mad and wicked; and no man is so mad and wicked but 
he will be sensible and honourable in part. In like manner 
there is no genius who is not also a fool, and no fool who is not 
also a genius. 

When I talked about originality and genius to some gentlemen 
whom I met at a supper party given by Mr. Thims in my honour, 
and said that original thought ought to be encouraged, I had to 
eat my words at once. Their view evidently was that genius 
was like offences—needs must that it come, but woe unto that 
man through whom it comes. A man’s business, they hold, 
is to think as his neighbours do, for Heaven help him if he thinks 
good what they count bad. And really it is hard to see how the 
Erewhonian theory differs from our own, for the word “idiot” 
only means a person who forms his opinions for himself. 

The venerable Professor of Worldly Wisdom, a man verging 
on eighty but still hale, spoke to me very seriously on this 
subject in consequence of the few words that I had imprudently 
let fall in defence of genius. He was one of those who carried 
most weight in the university, and had the reputation of having 
done more perhaps than any other living man to suppress any 
kind of originality. 

“It is not our business,” he said, “to help students to think 
for themselves. Surely this is the very last thing which one 
who wishes them well should encourage them to do. Our 
duty is to ensure that they shall think as we do, or at any rate, 
as we hold it expedient to say we do.” In some respects, how¬ 
ever, he was thought to hold somewhat radical opinions, for he 
was President of the Society for the Suppression of Useless 
Knowledge, and for the Completer Obliteration of the Past. 

As regards the tests that a youth must pass before he can get 
a degree, I found that they have no class lists, and discourage 
anything like competition among the students; this, indeed, they 
regard as self-seeking and unneighbourly. The examinations 
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are conducted by way of papers written by the candidate 
on set subjects, some of which are known to him beforehand, 
while others are devised with a view of testing his general 
capacity and savoir faire. 

My friend the Professor of Worldly Wisdom was the terror 
of the greater number of students; and, so far as I could judge, 
he very well might be, for he had taken his Professorship more 
seriously than any of the other Professors had done. I heard 
of his having plucked one poor fellow for want of sufficient 
vagueness in his saving clauses paper. Another was sent down 
for having written an article on a scientific subject without 
having made free enough use of the words “carefully,” 
“patiently,” and “earnestly.” One man was refused a degree 
for being too often and too seriously in the right, while a few 
days before I came, a whole batch had been plucked for 
insufficient distrust of printed matter. 

About this there was just then rather a ferment, for it seems 
that the Professor had written an article in the leading university 
magazine, which was well known to be by him, and which 
abounded in all sorts of plausible blunders. He then set a paper 
which afforded the examinees an opportunity of repeating these 
blunders—which, believing the article to be by their own 
examiner, they of course did. The Professor plucked every 
smgle one of them, but his action was considered to have been 
not quite handsome. 

I told them of Homer's noble line to the effect that a man 
should strive ever to be foremost and in all things to outvie 
his peers; but they said that no wonder the countries in which 
such a detestable maxim was held in admiration were always 
flying at one another’s throats. 

“ Why,” asked one Professor, “ should a man want to be better 
than his neighbours? Let him be thankful if he is no worse.” 

I ventured feebly to say that I did not see how progress could 
be made in any art or science, or indeed in anything at all, 
without more or less self-seeking, and hence unamiability. 

“Of course it cannot,” said the Professor, “and therefore we 
object to progress.” 

After which there was no more to be said. Later on, however, 
a young Professor took me aside and said he did not think I 
quite understood their views about progress. 

“We like progress,” he said, “but it must commend itself 
to the common sense of the people. If a man gets to know more 
than his neighbours he should keep his knowledge to himself 
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till he has sounded them, and seen whether they agree or are 
likely to agree with him.** He said it was as immoral to be too 
far in front of one's own age as to lag too far behind it. “If 
a man can carry his neighbours with him, he may say what he 
likes; but if not, what insult can be more gratuitous than the 
telling them what they do not want to know? A man should 
remember that intellectual over-indulgence is one of the most 
insidious and disgraceful forms that excess can take. Granted 
that every one should exceed more or less, inasmuch as absolutely 
perfect sanity would drive any man mad the moment he 
reached it, but ...” 

He was now warming to his subject and I was beginning to 
wonder how I should get rid of him, when the party broke up, 
and though I promised to call on him before I left, I was 
unfortunately prevented from doing so. 

I have now said enough to give English readers some idea of 
the strange views which the Erewhonians hold concerning 
unreason, hypothetics, and education generally. In many 
respects they were sensible enough, but I could not get over the 
hypothetics, especially the turning their own good poetry into 
the hypothetical language. In the course of my stay I met one 
youth who told me that for fourteen years the hypothetical 
language had been almost the only thing that he had been 
taught, although he had never (to his credit, as it seemed to me) 
shown the slightest proclivity towards it, while he had been 
endowed with not inconsiderable ability for several other 
bra nches of human learning. He assured me that he would never 
open another hypothetical book after he had taken his degree, 
but would follow out the bent of his own inclinations. This 
was well enough, but who could give him his fourteen years 
back again? 

I sometimes wondered how it was that the mischief done was 
not more clearly perceptible, and that the young men and women 
grew up as sensible and goodly as they did, in spite of the 
attempts almost deliberately made to warp and stunt their 
growth. Some doubtless received damage, from which they 
suffered to their life's end; but many seemed little or none the 
worse, and some almost the better. The reason would seem 
to be that the natural instinct of the lads in most cases so 
absolutely rebelled against their training, that do what the 
teachers might they could never get them to pay serious heed 
to it. The consequence was that the boys only lost their time, 
and not so much of this as might have been expected, for in 
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their hours of leisure they were actively engaged in exercises 
and sports which developed their physical nature, and made 
them at any rate strong and healthy. 

Moreover, those who had any special tastes could not be 
restrained from developing them; they would learn what they 
wanted to learn and liked, in spite of obstacles which seemed 
rather to urge them on than to discourage them, while for 
those who had no special capacity, the loss of time was of 
comparatively little moment; but in spite of these alleviations 
of the mischief, I am sure that much harm was done to the 
children of the sub-wealthy classes, by the system which passes 
current among the Erewhonians as education. The poorest 
children suffered least—if destruction and death have heard 
the sound of wisdom, to a certain extent poverty has done 
so also. 

And yet perhaps, after all, it is better for a country that 
its seats of learning should do more to suppress mental growth 
than to encourage it. Were it not for a certain priggishness 
which these places infuse into so great a number of their alumni, 
genuine work would become dangerously common. It is essen¬ 
tial that by far the greater part of what is said or done in the 
world should be so ephemeral as to take itself away quickly; 
it should keep good for twenty-four hours, or even twice as 
long, but it should not be good enough a week hence to prevent 
people from going on to something else. No doubt the mar¬ 
vellous development of journalism in England, as also the fact 
that our seats of learning aim rather at fostering mediocrity 
than anything higher, is due to our subconscious recognition 
of the fact that it is even more necessary to check exuberance 
of mental development than to encourage it. There can be 
no doubt that this is what our academic bodies do, and they 
do it the more effectually because they do it only subconsciously. 
They think they are advancing healthy mental assimilation and 
digestion, whereas in reality they are little better than cancer 
in the stomach. 

Let me return, however, to the Erewhonians. Nothing 
surprised me more than to see the occasional flashes of common 
sense with which one branch of study or another was lit up, 
while not a single ray fell upon so many others. I was particu¬ 
larly struck with this on strolling into the Art School of the 
University. Here I found that the course of study was divided 
into two branches—the practical and the commercial—no 
student being permitted to continue his studies in the actual 
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practice of the art he had taken up, unless he made equal 
progress in its commercial history. 

Thus those who were studying painting were examined at 
frequent intervals in the prices which all the leading pictures 
of the last fifty or a hundred years had realized, and in the 
fluctuations in their values when (as often happened) they had 
been sold and resold three or four times. The artist, they 
contend, is a dealer in pictures, and it is as important for him 
to learn how to adapt his wares to the market, and to know 
approximately what kind of a picture will fetch how much, as 
it is for him to be able to paint the picture. This, I suppose, 
is what the French mean by laying so much stress upon “ values.” 

As regards the city itself, the more I saw the more enchanted 
I became. I dare not trust myself with any description of 
the exquisite beauty of the different colleges, and their walks 
and gardens. Truly in these things alone there must be a 
hallowing and refining influence which is in itself half an 
education, and which no amount of error can wholly spoil. 
I was introduced to many of the Professors, who showed me 
every hospitality and kindness; nevertheless I could hardly 
avoid a sort of suspicion that some of those whom I was taken 
to see had been so long engrossed in their own study of hypo¬ 
theses that they had become the exact antitheses of the 
Athenians in the days of St. Paul; for whereas the Athenians 
spent their lives in nothing save to see and to hear some new 
thing, there were some here who seemed to devote themselves 
to the avoidance of every opinion with which they were not 
perfectly familiar, and regarded their own brains as a sort of 
sanctuary, to which if an opinion had once resorted, none other 
was to attack it. 

I should warn the reader, however, that I was rarely sure 
what the men whom I met while staying with Mr. Thims really 
meant; for there was no getting anything out of them if they 
scented even a suspicion that they might be what they call 
“giving themselves away.” As there is hardly any subject on 
which this suspicion cannot arise, I found it difficult to get 
definite opinions from any of them, except on such subjects 
as the weather, eating and drinking, holiday excursions, or 
games of skill. 

If they cannot wriggle out of expressing an opinion of some 
sort, they will commonly retail those of someone who has 
already written upon the subject, and conclude by saying that 
though they quite admit that there is an element of truth in 
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what the writer has said, there are many points on which they 
are unable to agree with him. Which these points were, I 
invariably found myself unable to determine; indeed, it seemed 
to be counted the perfection of scholarship and good breeding 
among them not to have—much less to express—an opinion 
on any subject on which it might prove later that they had 
been mistaken. The art of sitting gracefully on a fence has 
never, I should think, been brought to greater perfection than 
at the Erewhonian Colleges of Unreason. 

Even when, wriggle as they may, they find themselves pinned 
down to some expression of definite opinion, as often as not 
they will argue in support of what they perfectly well know to 
be untrue. I repeatedly met with reviews and articles, even in 
their best journals, between the lines of which I had little 
difficulty in detecting a sense exactly contrary to the one 
ostensibly put forward. So well is this understood, that a man 
must be a mere tyro in the arts of Erewhonian polite society 
unless he instinctively suspects a hidden “yea” in every “nay” 
that meets him. Granted that it comes to much the same in 
the end, for it does not matter whether “yea” is called “yea” 
or “nay,” so long as it is understood which it is to be; but our 
own more direct way of calling a spade a spade, rather 
than a rake, with the intention that every one should under¬ 
stand it as a spade, seems more satisfactory. On the other 
hand, the Erewhonian system lends itself better to the sup¬ 
pression of that downrightness which it seems the express aim 
of Erewhonian philosophy to discountenance. 

However this may be, the fear-of-giving-themselves-away 
disease was fatal to the intelligence of those infected by it, 
and almost every one at the Colleges of Unreason had caught 
it to a greater or less degree. After a few years atrophy of 
the opinions invariably supervened, and the sufferer became 
stone dead to everything except the more superficial aspects 
of those material objects with which he came most in contact. 
The expression on the faces of these people was repellent; they 
did not, however, seem particularly unhappy, for they none of 
them had the faintest idea that they were in reality more dead 
than alive. No cure .for this disgusting fear-of-giving-them- 
selves-away disease has yet been discovered. 

It was during my stay in the City of the Colleges of Unreason 
—a city whose Erewhonian name is so cacophonous that I 
refrain from giving it—that I learned the particulars of the 
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revolution which had ended in the destruction of so many of 
the mechanical inventions which were formerly in common use. 

Mr. Thims took me to the rooms of a gentleman who had 
a great reputation for learning, but who was also, so Mr. 
Thims told me, rather a dangerous person, inasmuch as he had 
attempted to introduce an adverb into the hypothetical lan¬ 
guage. He had heard of my watch and been exceedingly 
anxious to see me, for he was accounted the most learned 
antiquary in Erewhon on the subject of mechanical lore. We 
fell to talking upon the subject, and when I left he gave me a 
reprinted copy of the work which brought the revolution about. 

It had taken place some five hundred years before my arrival ; 
people had long become thoroughly used to the change, although 
at the time that it was made the country was plunged into 
the deepest misery, and a reaction which followed had very 
nearly proved successful. Civil war raged for many years, and 
is said to have reduced the number of the inhabitants by one- 
half. The parties were styled the machinists and the anti¬ 
machinists, and in the end, as I have said already, the latter 
got the victory, treating their opponents with such unparalleled 
severity that they extirpated every trace of opposition. 

The wonder was that they allowed any mechanical appliances 
to remain in the kingdom, neither do I believe that they would 
have done so had not the Professors of Inconsistency and 
Evasion made a stand against the carrying of the new principles 
to their legitimate conclusions. These Professors, moreover, 
insisted that during the struggle the anti-machinists should 
use every known improvement in the art of war, and several 
new weapons, offensive and defensive, were invented while it 
was in progress. I was surprised at there remaining so many 
mechanical specimens as are seen in the museums, and at 
students having rediscovered their past uses so completely; 
for at the time of the revolution the victors wrecked all the more 
complicated machines, and burned all treatises on mechanics, 
and all engineers’ workshops—thus, so they thought, cutting 
the mischief out root and branch, at an incalculable cost of 
blood and treasure. 

Certainly they had not spared their labour, but work of this 
description can never be perfectly achieved; and when, some 
two hundred years before my arrival, all passion upon the 
subject had cooled down, and no one save a lunatic would have 
dreamed of reintroducing forbidden inventions, the subject came 
tq be regarded as a curious antiquarian study, like that of 
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some long-forgotten religious practices among ourselves. Then 
came the careful search for whatever fragments could be found, 
and for any machines that might have been hidden away, and 
also numberless treatises were written showing what the func¬ 
tions of each rediscovered machine had been; all being done 
with no idea of using such machinery again, but with the feelings 
of an English antiquarian concerning Druidical monuments or 
flint arrow-heads. 

On my return to the metropolis, during the remaining weeks, 
or rather days, of my sojourn in Erewhon I made a resume 
in English of the work which brought about the already men¬ 
tioned revolution. My ignorance of technical terms has led 
me doubtless into many errors, and I have occasionally, where 
I found translation impossible, substituted purely English names 
and ideas for the original Erewhonian ones, but the reader 
may rely on my general accuracy. I have thought it best to 
insert my translation here. 


CHAPTER XXIII 

THE BOOK OF THE MACHINES 

The writer commences: “There was a time when the earth 
was to all appearance utterly destitute both of animal and 
vegetable life, and when according to the opinion of our best 
philosophers it was simply a hot round ball with a crust gradually 
cooling. Now if a human being had existed while the earth was 
in this state and had been allowed to see it as though it were 
some other world with which he had no concern, and if at the 
same time he were entirely ignorant of all physical science, 
would he not have pronounced it impossible that creatures 
possessed of anything like consciousness should be evolved from 
the seeming cinder which he was beholding? Would he not 
have denied that it contained any potentiality of consciousness? 
Yet in the course of time consciousness came. Is it not possible 
then that there may be even yet new channels dug out for 
consciousness, though we can detect no signs of them at present? 

“ Again. Consciousness, in anything like the present accepta¬ 
tion of the term, having been once a new thing—a thing, as 
far as we can see, subsequent even to an individual centre of 
action and to a reproductive system (which we see existing in 
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plants without apparent consciousness)—why may not there 
arise some new phase of mind which shall be as different from 
all present known phases as the mind of animals is from that 
of vegetables? 

“It would be absurd to attempt to define such a mental 
state (or whatever it may be called), inasmuch as it must be 
something so foreign to man that his experience can give him 
no help towards conceiving its nature; but surely when we 
reflect upon the manifold phases of life and consciousness which 
have been evolved already, it would be rash to say that no 
others can be developed, and that animal life is the end of 
all things. There was a time when fire was the end of all 
things; another when rocks and water were so.” 

The writer, after enlarging on the above for several pages, 
proceeded to inquire whether traces of the approach of such 
a new phase of life could be perceived at present; whether we 
could see any tenements preparing which might in a remote 
futurity be adapted for it; whether, in fact, the primordial 
cell of such a kind of life could be now detected upon earth. 
In the course of his work he answered this question in the 
affirmative, and pointed to the higher machines. 

“There is no security”—to quote his own words—“against 
the ultimate development of mechanical consciousness, in the 
fact of machines possessing little consciousness now. A mollusc 
has not much consciousness. Reflect upon the extraordinary 
advance which machines have made during the last few hundred 
years, and note how slowly the animal and vegetable kingdoms 
are advancing. The more highly organized machines are crea¬ 
tures not so much of yesterday as of the last five minutes, so 
to speak, in comparison with past time. Assume for the sake 
of argument that conscious beings have existed for some twenty 
million years: see what strides machines have made in the last 
thousand! May not the world last twenty million years longer? 
If so, what will they not in the end become? Is it not safer 
to nip the mischief in the bud and to forbid them further 
progress? 

“But who can say that the vapour engine has not a kind of 
consciousness? Where does consciousness begin, and where 
end? Who can draw the line? Who can draw any line? 
Is not everything interwoven with everything ? Is not machinery 
linked with animal life in an infinite variety of ways? The 
shell of a hen’s egg is made of a delicate white ware and is a 
machine as much as an egg-cup is; the shell is a de\ice for 
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holding the egg as much as the egg-cup for holding the shell: 
both are phases of the same function; the hen makes the shell 
in her inside, but it is pure pottery. She makes her nest outside 
of herself for convenience’ sake, but the nest is not more of a 
machine than the egg-shell is. A ‘machine’ is only a ‘device/” 

Then returning to consciousness, and endeavouring to detect 
its earliest manifestations, the writer continued: 

“There is a kind of plant that eats organic food with its 
flowers; when a fly settles upon the blossom, the petals close 
upon it and hold it fast till the plant has absorbed the insect 
into its system; but they will close on nothing but what is 
good to eat; of a drop of rain or a piece of stick they will take 
no notice. Curious that so unconscious a thing should have 
such a keen eye to its own interest! If this is unconsciousness, 
where is the use of consciousness? 

“Shall we say that the plant does not know what it is doing 
merely because it has no eyes, or ears, or brains? If we say 
that it acts mechanically, and mechanically only, shall we not 
be forced to admit that sundry other and apparently very 
deliberate actions are also mechanical? If it seems to us that 
the plant kills and eats a fly mechanically, may it not seem to 
the plant that a man must kill and eat a sheep mechanically? 

“ But it may be said that the plant is void of reason, because 
the growth of a plant is an involuntary growth. Given earth, 
air, and due temperature, the plant must grow; it is like a clock, 
which being once wound up will go till it is stopped or run down; 
it is like the wind blowing on the sails of a ship—the ship must 
go when the wind blows it. But can a healthy boy help grow¬ 
ing if he have good meat and drink and clothing? Can any¬ 
thing help going as long as it is wound up, or go on after it is run 
down? Is there not a winding-up process everywhere? 

“ Even a potato 1 in a dark cellar has a certain low cunning 
about him which serves him in excellent stead. He knows 
perfectly well what he wants and how to get it. He sees the 
light coming from the cellar window and sends his shoots 
crawling straight thereto; they will crawl along the floor and 
up the wall and out at the cellar window; if there be a little 
earth anywhere on the journey he will find it and use it for his 

1 The root alluded to is not the potato of our own gardens, but a plant 
so near akin to it that I have ventured to translate it thus. Apropos of its 
intelligence, had the writer known Butler he would probably have said: 

41 He knows what's what, and that’s as high 
As metaphyaic wit can fly/* 
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own ends. What deliberation he may exercise in the matter 
of his roots when he is planted in the earth is a thing unknown 
to us, but we can imagine him saying, ‘ I will have a tuber here 
and a tuber there, and I will suck whatsoever advantage I can 
from all my surroundings. This neighbour I will overshadow, 
and that I will undermine; and what I can do shall be the limit 
of what I will do. He that is stronger and better placed than 
I shall overcome me, and him that is weaker I will overcome.’ 

“The potato says these things by doing them, which is the 
best of languages. What is consciousness if this is not con¬ 
sciousness ? We find it difficult to sympathize with the emotions 
of a potato; so we do with those of an oyster. Neither of these 
things makes a noise on being boiled or opened, and noise appeals 
to us more strongly than anything else because we make so 
much about our own sufferings. Since, then, they do not annoy 
us by any expression of pain we call them emotionless; and so 
qua mankind they are; but mankind is not everybody. 

“If it be urged that the action of the potato is chemical and 
mechanical only, and that it is due to the chemical and 
mechanical effects of light and heat, the answer would seem to 
lie in an inquiry whether every sensation is not chemical and 
mechanical in its operation? Whether those things which we 
deem most purely spiritual are anything but disturbances of 
equilibrium in an infinite series of levers, beginning with those 
that are too small for microscopic detection, and going up to the 
human arm and the appliances which it makes use of? Whether 
there be not a molecular action of thought, whence a dynamical 
theory of the passions shall be deducible? Whether, strictly 
speaking, we should not ask what kind of levers a man is made 
T>f rather than what is his temperament? How are they 
balanced? How much of such and such will it take to weigh 
them down so as to make him do so and so ? ” 

The writer went on to say that he anticipated a time when 
it would be possible, by examining a single hair with a powerful 
microscope, to know whether its owner could be insulted with 
impunity. He then became more and more obscure, so that I 
was obliged to give up all attempt at translation; neither did I 
follow the drift of his argument. On coming to the next part 
which I could construe, I found that he had changed his ground. 

“ Either/’ he proceeds, “a great deal of action that has been 
called purely mechanical and unconscious must be admitted 
to contain more elements of consciousness than has been allowed 
hitherto (and in this case germs of consciousness will be found in 
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many actions of the higher machines)—or (assuming the theory 
of evolution but at the same time denying the consciousness of 
vegetable and crystalline action) the race of man has descended 
from things which had no consciousness at all. In this case 
there is no a priori improbability in the descent of conscious 
(and more than conscious) machines from those which now exist, 
except that which is suggested by the apparent absence of 
anything like a reproductive system in the mechanical kingdom. 
This absence however is only apparent, as I shall presently show. 

“Do not let me be misunderstood as living in fear of any 
actually existing machine; there is probably no known machine 
which is more than a prototype of future mechanical life. The 
present machines are to the future as the early Saurians to man. 
The largest of them will probably greatly diminish in size. 
Some of the lowest vertebrata attained a much greater bulk 
than has descended to their more highly organized living 
representatives, and in like manner a diminution in the size of 
machines has often attended their development and progress. 

“ Take the watch, for example; examine its beautiful structure ; 
observe the intelligent play of the minute members which 
compose it; yet this little creature is but a development of the 
cumbrous clocks that preceded it; it is no deterioration from 
them. A day may come when clocks, which certainly at the 
present time are not diminishing in bulk, will be superseded 
owing to the universal use of watches, in which case they will 
become as extinct as ichthyosauri, while the watch, whose 
tendency has for some years been to decrease in size rather than 
the contrary, will remain the only existing type of an extinct race. 

“But returning to the argument, I would repeat that I fear 
none of the existing machines; what I fear is the extraordinary 
rapidity with which they are becoming something very different 
to what they are at present. No class of beings have in any time 
past made so rapid a movement forward. Should not that 
movement be jealously watched, and checked while we can still 
check it? And is it not necessary for this end to destroy the 
more advanced of the machines which are in use at present, 
though it is admitted that they are in themselves harmless? 

“As yet the machines receive their impressions through the 
agency of man’s senses; one travelling machine calls to another 
in a shrill accent of alarm and the other instantly retires; but 
it is through the ears of the driver that the voice of the one has 
acted upon the other. Had there been no driver, the callee 
would have been deaf to the caller. There was a time when it 
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must have seemed highly improbable that machines should 
learn to make their wants known by sound, even through the 
ears of man; may we not conceive, then, that a day will come 
when those ears will be no longer needed, and the hearing will 
be done by the delicacy of the machine’s own construction 
—when its language shall have been developed from the cry of 
animals to a speech as intricate as our own ? 

“It is possible that by that time children will learn the 
differential calculus—as they learn now to speak—from their 
mothers and nurses, or that they may talk in the hypothetical 
language, and work rule of three sums, as soon as they are bom; 
but this is not probable; we cannot calculate on any corre¬ 
sponding advance in man’s intellectual or physical powers which 
shall be a set-off against the far greater development which 
seems in store for the machines. Some people may say that 
man’s moral influence will suffice to rule them; but I cannot think 
it will ever be safe to repose much trust in the moral sense of 
any machine. 

“Again, might not the glory of the machines consist in their 
being without this same boasted gift of language ? 4 Silence,’ it 

has been said by one writer, 4 is a virtue which renders us agree¬ 
able to our fellow-creatures.’” 


CHAPTER XXIV 
the machines —continued 

44 But other questions come upon us. What is a man’s eye but 
a machine for the little creature that sits behind in his brain 
to look through? A dead eye is nearly as good as a living one 
for some time after the man is dead. It is not the eye that 
cannot see, but the restless one that cannot see through it. 
Is it man’s eyes, or is it the big seeing-engine which has revealed 
to us the existence of worlds beyond worlds into infinity? 
What has made man familiar with the scenery of the moon, 
the spots on the sun, or the geography of the planets? He is 
at the mercy of the seeing-engine for these things, and is power¬ 
less unless he tack it on to his own identity, and make it part 
and parcel of himself. Or, again, is it the eye, or the little 
see-engine, which has shown us the existence of infinitely minute 
organisms which swarm unsuspected around us? 

r 881 
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“And take man’s vaunted power of calculation. Have we 
not engines which can do all manner of sums more quickly and 
correctly than we can ? What prizeman in Hypothetics at any 
of our Colleges of Unreason can compare with some of these 
machines in their own line? In fact, wherever precision is 
required man flies to the machine at once, as far preferable to 
himself. Our sum-engines never drop a figure, nor our looms a 
stitch; the machine is brisk and active, when the man is weary; 
it is clear-headed and collected, when the man is stupid and 
dull; it needs no slumber, when man must sleep or drop; ever 
at its post, ever ready for work, its alacrity never flags, its 
patience never gives in; its might is stronger than combined 
hundreds, and swifter than the flight of birds; it can burrow 
beneath the earth, and walk upon the largest rivers and sink 
not. This is the green tree; what then shall be done in the dry? 

“Who shall say that a man does see or hear? He is such a 
hive and swarm of parasites that it is doubtful whether his body 
is not more theirs than his, and whether he is anything but 
another kind of ant-heap after all. May not man himself 
become a sort of parasite upon the machines ? An affectionate 
machine-tickling aphid ? 

“It is said by some that our blood is composed of infinite 
living agents which go up and down the highways and byways 
of our bodies as people in the streets of a city. When we look 
down from a high place upon crowded thoroughfares, is it 
possible not to think of corpuscles of blood travelling through 
veins and nourishing the heart of the town? No mention shall 
be made of sewers, nor of the hidden nerves which serve to 
communicate sensations from one part of the town’s body to 
another; nor of the yawning jaws of the railway stations, whereby 
the circulation is carried directly into the heart—which receive 
the venous lines, and disgoige the arterial, with an eternal 
pulse of people. And the sleep of the town, how life-like I 
with its change in the circulation.” 

Here the writer became again so hopelessly obscure that I 
was obliged to miss several pages. He resumed: 

“It can be answered that even though machines should 
hear never so well and speak never so wisely, they will still 
always do the one or the other for our advantage, not their own; 
that man will be the ruling spirit and the machine the servant; 
that as soon as a machine fails to discharge the service which 
man expects from it, it is doomed to extinction; that the 
machines stand to man simply in the relation of lower animals, 
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the vapour-engine itself being only a more economical kind of 
horse; so that instead of being likely to be developed into a 
higher kind of life than man’s, they owe their very existence 
and progress to their power of ministering to human wants, and 
must therefore both now and ever be man’s inferiors. 

“ This is all very well. But the servant glides by imperceptible 
approaches into the master; and we have come to such a pass 
that, even now, man must suffer terribly on ceasing to benefit 
the machines. If all machines were to be annihilated at one 
moment, so that not a knife nor lever nor rag of clothing nor 
anything whatsoever were left to man but his bare body alone 
that he was born with, and if all knowledge of mechanical laws 
were taken from him so that he could make no more machines, 
and all machine-made food destroyed so that the race of man 
should be left as it were naked upon a desert island, we should 
become extinct in six weeks. A few miserable individuals might 
linger, but even these in a year or two would become worse than 
monkeys. Man’s very soul is due to the machines; it is a 
machine-made thing; he thinks as he thinks, and feels as he 
feels, through the work that machines have wrought upon him, 
and their existence is quite as much a sine qua non for his, as 
his for theirs. This fact precludes us from proposing the com¬ 
plete annihilation of machinery, but surely it indicates that we 
should destroy as many of them as we can possibly dispense with, 
lest they should tyrannize over us even more completely. 

“True, from a low materialistic point of view, it would seem 
that those thrive best who use machinery wherever its use is 
possible with profit; but this is the art of the machines—they 
serve that they may rule. They bear no malice towards man 
for destroying a whole race of them provided he creates a better 
instead; on the contrary, they reward him liberally for having 
hastened their development. It is for neglecting them that he 
incurs their wrath, or for using inferior machines, or for not 
making sufficient exertions to invent new ones, or for destroying 
them without replacing them; yet these are the very things we 
ought to do, and do quickly; for though our rebellion against 
their infant power will cause infinite suffering, what will not 
things come to, if that rebellion is delayed ? 

“They have preyed upon man’s grovelling preference for his 
material over his spiritual interests, and have betrayed him into 
supplying that element of struggle and warfare without which 
no race can advance. The lower animals progress because they 
struggle with one another; the weaker die, the stronger breed 
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and transmit their strength. The machines being of themselves 
unable to struggle, have got man to do their struggling for them; 
as long as he fulfils this function duly, all goes well with him— 
at least he thinks so; but the moment he fails to do his best for 
the advancement of machinery by encouraging the good and 
destroying the bad, he is left behind in the race of competition; 
and this means that he will be made uncomfortable in a variety 
of ways, and perhaps die. 

“ So that even now the machines will only serve on condition 
of being served, and that too upon their own terms; the moment 
their terms are not complied with, they jib, and either smash 
both themselves and all whom they can reach, or turn churlish 
and refuse to work at all. How many men at this hour are 
living in a state of bondage to the machines ? How many spend 
their whole lives, from the cradle to the grave, in tending them 
by night and day? Is it not plain that the machines are gaining 
ground upon us, when we reflect on the increasing number of 
those who are bound down to them as slaves, and of those who 
devote their whole souls to the advancement of the mechanical 
kingdom? 

“The vapour-engine must be fed with food and consume it 
by fire even as man consumes it; it supports its combustion by 
air as man supports it; it has a pulse and circulation as man 
has. It may be granted that man’s body is as yet the more 
versatile of the two, but then man’s body is an older thing; give 
the vapour-engine but half the time that man has had, give it 
also a continuance of our present infatuation, and what may it 
not ere long attain to ? 

“There are certain functions indeed of the vapour-engine 
which will probably remain unchanged for myriads of years— 
which in fact will perhaps survive when the use of vapour has 
been superseded; the piston and cylinder, the beam, the fly¬ 
wheel, and other parts of the machine will probably be permanent, 
just as we see that man and many of the lower animals share 
like modes of eating, drinking, and sleeping; thus they have 
hearts which beat as ours, veins and arteries, eyes, ears, and 
noses; they sigh even in their sleep, and weep and yawn; they 
are affected by their children; they feel pleasure and pain, 
hope, fear, anger, shame; they have memory and prescience; 
they know that if certain things happen to them they will 
die, and they fear death as much as we do; they communicate 
their thoughts to one another, and some of them deliberately 
act in concert. The comparison of similarities is endless; I 
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only make it because some may say that since the vapour- 
engine is not likely to be improved in the main particulars, 
it is unlikely to be henceforward extensively modified at all. 
This is too good to be true; it will be modified and suited for 
an infinite variety of purposes, as much as man has been modified 
so as to exceed the brutes in skill. 

“In the meantime the stoker is almost as much a cook for 
his engine as our own cooks for ourselves. Consider also the 
colliers and pitmen and coal merchants and coal trains, and 
the men who drive them, and the ships that carry coals— 
what an army of servants do the machines thus employ! Are 
there not probably more men engaged in tending machinery 
than in tending men? Do not machines eat as it were by 
mannery? Are we not ourselves creating our successors in the 
supremacy of the earth ? daily adding to the beauty and delicacy 
of their organization, daily giving them greater skill and supply¬ 
ing more and more of that self-regulating, self-acting power 
which will be better than any intellect? 

“What a new thing it is for a machine to feed at all! The 
plough, the spade, and the cart must eat through man’s stomach; 
the fuel that sets them going must burn in the furnace of a 
man or of horses. Man must consume bread and meat or he 
cannot dig; the bread and meat are the fuel which drive the 
spade. If a plough be drawn by horses, the power is supplied 
by grass or beans or oats, which being burnt in the belly of 
the cattle give the power of working; without this fuel the work 
would cease, as an engine would stop if its furnaces were to 
go out. 

“A man of science has demonstrated ‘that no animal has 
the power of originating mechanical energy, but that all the 
work done in its life by any animal, and all the heat that has 
been emitted from it, and the heat which would be obtained 
by burning the combustible matter which has been lost from 
its body during life, and by burning its body after death, make 
up altogether an exact equivalent to the heat which would be 
obtained by burning as much food as it has used during its 
life, and an amount of fuel which would generate as much 
heat as its body if burned immediately after death.’ I do not 
know how he has found this out, but he is a man of science— 
how then can it be objected against the future vitality of the 
machines that they are, in their present infancy, at the beck 
and call of beings who are themselves incapable of originating 
mechanical energy? 
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“The main point, however, to be observed as affording cause 
for alarm is, that whereas animals were formerly the only 
stomachs of the machines, there are now many which have 
stomachs of their own, and consume their food themselves. 
This is a great step towards their becoming, if not animate, 
yet something so near akin to it, as not to differ more widely 
from our own life than animals do from vegetables. And 
though man should remain, in some respects, the higher creature, 
is not this in accordance with the practice of nature, which 
allows superiority in some things to animals which have, on 
the whole, been long surpassed? Has she not allowed the ant 
and the bee to retain superiority over man in the organization 
of their communities and social arrangements, the bird in 
traversing the air, the fish in swimming, the horse in strength 
and fleetness, and the dog in self-sacrifice? 

“It is said by some with whom I have conversed upon this 
subject, that the machines can never be developed into animate 
or quasi-animate existences, inasmuch as they have no re¬ 
productive system, nor seem ever likely to possess one. If 
this be taken to mean that they cannot marry, and that we 
are never likely to see a fertile union between two vapour- 
engines with the young ones playing about the door of the 
shed, however greatly we might desire to do so, I will readily 
grant it. But the objection is not a very profound one. No 
one expects that all the features of the now existing organizations 
will be absolutely repeated in an entirely new class of life. 
The reproductive system of animals differs widely from that 
of plants, but both are reproductive systems. Has nature 
exhausted her phases of this power? 

“Surely if a machine is able to reproduce another machine 
systematically, we may say that it has a reproductive system. 
What is a reproductive system, if it be not a system for repro¬ 
duction? And how few of the machines are there which have 
not been produced systematically by other machines? But it 
is man that makes them do so. Yes; but is it not insects 
that make many of the plants reproductive, and would not 
whole families of plants die out if their fertilization was not 
effected by a class of agents utterly foreign to themselves? 
Does any one say that the red clover has no reproductive system 
because the humble bee (and the humble bee only) must aid 
and abet it before it can reproduce? No one. The humble bee 
is a part of the reproductive system of the clover. Each one 
of ourselves has sprung from minute animalcules whose entity 
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was entirely distinct from our own, and which acted after their 
kind with no thought or heed of what we might think about it. 
These little creatures are part of our own reproductive system; 
then why not we part of that of the machines? 

“ But the machines which reproduce machinery do not repro¬ 
duce machines after their own kind. A thimble may be made 
by machinery, but it was not made by, neither will it ever 
make, a thimble. Here, again, if we turn to nature we shall 
find abundance of analogies which will teach us that a repro¬ 
ductive system may be in full force without the thing produced 
being of the same kind as that which produced it. Very few 
creatures reproduce after their own kind; they reproduce some¬ 
thing which has the potentiality of becoming that which their 
parents were. Thus the butterfly lays an egg, which egg can 
become a caterpillar, which caterpillar can become a chrysalis, 
which chrysalis can become a butterfly; and though I freely 
grant that the machines cannot be said to have more than 
the germ of a true reproductive system at present, have we 
not just seen that they have only recently obtained the germs 
of a mouth and stomach? And may not some stride be made 
in the direction of true reproduction which shall be as great 
as that which has been recently taken in the direction of true 
feeding? 

“It is possible that the system when developed may be in 
many cases a vicarious thing. Certain classes of machines may 
be alone fertile, while the rest discharge other functions in the 
mechanical system, just as the great majority of ants and bees 
have nothing to do with the continuation of their species, but 
get food and store it, without thought of breeding. One cannot 
expect the parallel to be complete or nearly so; certainly not 
now, and probably never; but is there not enough analogy 
existing at the present moment, to make us feel seriously 
uneasy about the future, and to render it our duty to check 
the evil while we can still do so? Machines can within certain 
limits beget machines of any class, no matter how different to 
themselves. Every class of machines will probably have its 
special mechanical breeders, and all the higher ones will owe 
their existence to a large number of parents and not to two only. 

“We are misled by considering any complicated machine as 
a single thing; in truth it is a city or society, each member of 
which was bred truly after its kind. We see a machine as a 
whole, we call it by a name and individualize it; we look 
at our own limbs, and know that the combination forms an 
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individual which springs from a single centre of reproductive 
action; we therefore assume that there can be no reproductive 
action which does not arise from a single centre; but this 
assumption is unscientific, and the bare fact that no vapour- 
engine was ever made entirely by another, or two others, of 
its own kind, is not sufficient to warrant us in saying that 
vapour-engines have no reproductive system. The truth is that 
each part of every vapour-engine is bred by its own special 
breeders, whose function it is to breed that part, and that only, 
while the combination of the parts into a whole forms another 
department of the mechanical reproductive system, which is at 
present exceedingly complex and difficult to see in its entirety. 

“Complex now, but how much simpler and more intelligibly 
organized may it not become in another hundred thousand 
years? or in twenty thousand? For man at present believes 
that his interest lies in that direction; he spends an incalculable 
amount of labour and time and thought in making machines 
breed always better and better; he has already succeeded in 
effecting much that at one time appeared impossible, and there 
seem no limits to the results of accumulated improvements if 
they are allowed to descend with modification from generation 
to generation. It must always be remembered that man's 
body is what it is through having been moulded into its present 
shape by the chances and changes of many millions of years, 
but that his organization never advanced with anything like 
the rapidity with which that of the machines is advancing. 
This is the most alarming feature in the case, and I must be 
pardoned for insisting on it so frequently.” 


CHAPTER XXV 
the machines —concluded 

Here followed a very long and untranslatable digression about 
the different races and families of the then existing machines. 
The writer attempted to support his theory by pointing out 
the similarities existing between many machines of a widely 
different character, which served to show descent from a common 
ancestor. He divided machines into their genera, subgenera, 
species, varieties, subvarieties, and so forth. He proved the 
existence of connecting links between machines that seemed to 
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have very little in common, and showed that many more such 
links had existed, but had now perished. He pointed out 
tendencies to reversion, and the presence of rudimentary organs 
which existed in many machines feebly developed and perfectly 
useless, yet serving to mark descent from an ancestor to whom 
the function was actually useful. 

I left the translation of this part of the treatise, which, by 
the way, was far longer than all that I have given here, for a 
later opportunity. Unfortunately, I left Erewhon before I could 
return to the subject; and though I saved my translation and 
other papers at the hazard of my life, I was obliged to sacrifice 
the original work. It went to my heart to do so; but I thus 
gained ten minutes of invaluable time, without which both 
Arowhena and myself must have certainly perished. 

I remember one incident which bears upon this part of the 
treatise. The gentleman who gave it to me had asked to see 
my tobacco-pipe; he examined it carefully, and when he came 
to the little protuberance at the bottom of the bowl he seemed 
much delighted, and exclaimed that it must be rudimentary. 
I asked him what he meant. 

“Sir,” he answered, “this organ is identical with the rim 
at the bottom of a cup; it is but another form of the same 
function. Its purpose must have been to keep the heat of 
the pipe from marking the table upon which it rested. You 
would find, if you were to look up the history of tobacco-pipes, 
that in early specimens this protuberance was of a different 
shape to what it is now. It will have been broad at the bottom, 
and flat, so that while the pipe was being smoked the bowl 
might rest upon the table without marking it. Use and disuse 
must have come into play and reduced the function to its 
present rudimentary condition. I should not be surprised, sir,” 
he continued, “if, in the course of time, it were to become 
modified still further, and to assume the form of an ornamental 
leaf or scroll, or even a butterfly, while, in some cases, it will 
become extinct.” 

On my return to England I looked up the point, and found 
that my friend was right. 

Returning, however, to the treatise, my translation recom¬ 
mences as follows: 

“May we not fancy that if, in the remotest geological period, 
some early form of vegetable life had been endowed with the 
power of reflecting upon the dawning life of animals which was 
coming into existence alongside of its own, it would have 
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thought itself exceedingly acute if it had surmised that animals 
would one day become real vegetables? Yet would this be 
more mistaken than it would be on our part to imagine that 
because the life of machines is a very different one to our own, 
there is therefore no higher possible development of life than 
ours; or that because mechanical life is a very different thing 
from ours, therefore that it is not life at all ? 

“But I have heard it said, ‘granted that this is so, and that 
the vapour-engine has a strength of its own, surely no one will 
say that it has a will of its own ?’ Alas! if we look more closely, 
we shall find that this does not make against the supposition 
that the vapour-engine is one of the germs of a new phase of 
life. What is there in this whole world, or in the worlds 
beyond it, which has a will of its own? The Unknown and 
Unknowable only! 

“A man is the resultant and exponent of all the forces that 
have been brought to bear upon him, whether before his birth 
or afterwards. His action at any moment depends solely upon 
his constitution, and on the intensity and direction of the various 
agencies to which he is, and has been, subjected. Some of these 
will counteract each other; but as he is by nature, and as he 
has been acted on, and is now acted on from without, so will 
he do, as certainly and regularly as though he were a machine. 

“We do not generally admit this, because we do not know 
the whole nature of any one, nor the whole of the forces that 
act upon him. We see but a part, and being thus unable to 
generalize human conduct, except very roughly, we deny that 
it is subject to any fixed laws at all, and ascribe much both of 
a man’s character and actions to chance, or luck, or fortune; 
but these are only words whereby we escape the admission of 
our own ignorance; and a little reflection will teach us that 
the most daring flight of the imagination or the most subtle 
exercise of the reason is as much the thing that must arise, 
and the only thing that can by any possibility arise, at the 
moment of its arising, as the falling of a dead leaf when the 
wind shakes it from the tree. 

“For the future depends upon the present, and the present 
(whose existence is only one of those minor compromises of 
which human life is full—for it lives only on sufferance of the 
past and future) depends upon the past, and the past is un¬ 
alterable. The only reason why we cannot see the future as 
plainly as the past, is because we know too little of the actual 
past and actual present; these things are too great for us, 
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otherwise the future, in its minutest details, would lie spread 
out before our eyes, and we should lose our sense of time present 
by reason of the clearness with which we should see the past 
and future; perhaps we should not be even able to distinguish 
time at all; but that is foreign. What we do know is, that the 
more the past and present are known, the more the future 
can be predicted; and that no one dreams of doubting the 
fixity of the future in cases where he is fully cognisant of both 
past and present, and has had experience of the consequences 
that followed from such a past and such a present on previous 
occasions. He perfectly well knows what will happen, and will 
stake his whole fortune thereon. 

“And this is a great blessing; for it is the foundation on which 
morality and science are built. The assurance that the future 
is no arbitrary and changeable thing, but that like futures will 
invariably follow like presents, is the groundwork on which 
we lay all our plans—the faith on which we do every conscious 
action of our lives. If this were not so we should be without a 
guide; we should have no confidence in acting, and hence we 
should never act, for there would be no knowing that the results 
which will follow now will be the same as those which followed 
before. 

“Who would plough or sow if he disbelieved in the fixity 
of the future? Who would throw water on a blazing house 
if the action of water upon fire were uncertain? Men will 
only do their utmost when they feel certain that the future 
will discover itself against them if their utmost has not been 
done. The feeling of such a certainty is a constituent part of 
the sum of the forces at work upon them, and will act most 
powerfully on the best and most moral men. Those who are 
most firmly persuaded that the future is immutably bound up 
with the present in which their work is lying, will best husband 
their present, and till it with the greatest care. The future 
must be a lottery to those who think that the same combinations 
can sometimes precede one set of results, and sometimes another 
If their belief is sincere they will speculate instead of working; 
these ought to be the immoral men; the others have the strongest 
spur to exertion and morality, if their belief is a living one. 

“The bearing of all this upon the machines is not immediately 
apparent, but will become so presently. In the meantime I 
must deal with friends who tell me that, though the future is 
fixed as regards inorganic matter, and in some respects with 
regard to man, yet that there are many ways in which it cannot 
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be considered as fixed. Thus, they say that fire applied to dry 
shavings, and well fed with oxygen gas, will always produce a 
blaze, but that a coward brought into contact with a terrifying 
object will not always result in a man running away. Never¬ 
theless, if there be two cowards perfectly similar in every 
respect, and if they be subjected in a perfectly similar way to 
two terrifying agents, which are themselves perfectly similar, 
there are few who will not expect a perfect similarity in the 
running away, even though a thousand years intervene between 
the original combination and its being repeated. 

“ The apparently greater regularity in the results of chemical 
than of human combinations arises from our inability to per¬ 
ceive the subtle differences in human combinations—combina¬ 
tions which are never identically repeated. Fire we know, 
and shavings we know, but no two men ever were or ever will 
be exactly alike; and the smallest difference may change the 
whole conditions of the problem. Our registry of results must 
be infinite before we could arrive at a full forecast of future 
combinations; the wonder is that there is as much certainty 
concerning human action as there is; and assuredly the older 
we grow the more certain we feel as to what such and such a 
kind of person will do in given circumstances; but this could 
never be the case unless human conduct were under the influence 
of laws with the working of which we become more and more 
familiar through experience. 

“If the above is sound, it follows that the regularity with 
which machinery acts is no proof of the absence of vitality, 
or at least of germs which may be developed into a new phase 
of life. At first sight it would indeed appear that a vapour- 
engine cannot help going when set upon a line of rails with the 
steam up and the machinery in full play; whereas the man whose 
business it is to drive it can help doing so at any moment that 
he pleases; so that the first has no spontaneity, and is not 
possessed of any sort of free will, while the second has and is. 

“This is true up to a certain point; the driver can stop the 
engine at any moment th&t he pleases, but he can only please 
to do so at certain points which have been fixed for him by others, 
or in the case of unexpected obstructions which force him to 
please to do so. His pleasure is not spontaneous; there is an 
unseen choir of influences around him, which make it impossible 
for him to act in any other way than one. It is known before¬ 
hand how much strength must be given to these influences, 
just as it is known beforehand how much coal and water are 
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necessary for the vapour-engine itself; and curiously enough it 
will be found that the influences brought to bear upon the driver 
are of the same kind as those brought to bear upon the engine 
—that is to say, food and warmth. The driver is obedient to 
his masters, because he gets food and warmth from them, and 
if these are withheld or given in insufficient quantities he will 
cease to drive; in like manner the engine will cease to work if 
it is insufficiently fed. The only difference is, that the man is 
conscious about his wants, and the engine (beyond refusing to 
work) does not seem to be so; but this is temporary, and has 
been dealt with above. 

“Accordingly, the requisite strength being given to the motives 
that are to drive the driver, there has never, or hardly ever, 
been an instance of a man stopping his engine through wanton¬ 
ness. But such a case might occur; yes, and it might occur 
that the engine should break down; but if the train is stopped 
from some trivial motive it will be found either that the strength 
of the necessary influences has been miscalculated, or that the 
man has been miscalculated, in the same way as an engine may 
break down from an unsuspected flaw; but even in such a case 
there will have been no spontaneity; the action will have had 
its true parental causes; spontaneity is only a term for man’s 
ignorance of the gods. 

“Is there, then, no spontaneity on the part of those who 
drive the driver?” 

Here followed an obscure argument upon this subject, which 
I have thought it best to omit. The writer resumes: “After all 
then it comes to this, that the difference between the life of a 
man and that of a machine is one rather of degree than of kind, 
though differences in kind are not wanting. An animal has 
more provision for emergency than a machine. The machine is 
less versatile; its range of action is narrow; its strength and 
accuracy in its own sphere are superhuman, but it shows badly 
in a dilemma; sometimes when its normal action is disturbed, 
it will lose its head, and go from bad to worse like a lunatic in 
a raging frenzy; but here, again, we are met by the same con¬ 
sideration as before, namely, that the machines are still in their 
infancy; they are mere skeletons without muscles and flesh. 

“For how many emergencies is an oyster adapted? For 
as many as are likely to happen to it, and no more. So are 
the machines; and so is man himself. The list of casualties 
that daily occur to man through his want of adaptability is 
probably as great as that occurring to the machines; and every 
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day gives them some greater provision for the unforeseen. Let 
any one examine the wonderful self-regulating and self-adjusting 
contrivances which are now incorporated with the vapour- 
engine ; let him watch the way in which it supplies itself with oil; 
in which it indicates its wants to those who tend it; in which, 
by the governor, it regulates its application of its own strength; 
let him look at that store-house of inertia and momentum the 
fly-wheel, or at the buffers on a railway carriage; let him see how 
those improvements are being selected for perpetuity which 
contain provision against the emergencies that may arise to 
harass the machines, and then let him think of a hundred 
thousand years, and the accumulated progress which they will 
bring unless man can be awakened to a sense of his situation, 
and of the doom which he is preparing for himself . 1 

“The misery is that man has been blind so long already. 
In his reliance upon the use of steam he has been betrayed into 
increasing and multiplying. To withdraw steam power sud¬ 
denly will not have the effect of reducing us to the state in which 
we were before its introduction; there will be a general break-up 
and time of anarchy such as has never been known; it will be as 
though our population were suddenly doubled, with no additional 
means of feeding the increased number. The air we breathe is 
hardly more necessary for our animal life than the use of any 
machine, on the strength of which we have increased our numbers, 
is to our civilization; it is the machines which act upon man and 
make him man, as much as man who has acted upon and made 
the machines; but we must choose between the alternative of 
undergoing much present suffering, or seeing ourselves gradually 
superseded by our own creatures, till we rank no higher in 
comparison with them than the beasts of the field with ourselves. 

“ Herein lies our danger. For many seem inclined to acquiesce 
in so dishonourable a future. They say that although man 
should become to the machines what the horse and dog are to us, 
yet that he will continue to exist, and will probably be better 

1 Since my return to England, I have been told that those who are 
conversant about machines use many terms concerning them which show 
that their vitality is here recognized, and that a collection of expressions 
in use among those who attend on steam engines would be no less startling 
than instructive. 1 am also informed, that almost all machines have 
their own tricks and idiosyncrasies; that they know their drivers and 
keepers; and that they will play pranks upon a stranger. It is my 
intention, on a future occasion, to bring together examples both of the 
expressions in common use among mechanicians, and of any extra- 
ordinary exhibitions of mechanical sagacity and eccentricity that I can 
meet with—not as believing in the Erewhonian Professor’s theory, but 
from the interest of the subject. 
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off in a state of domestication under the beneficent rule of the 
machines than in his present wild condition. We treat our 
domestic animals with much kindness. We give them whatever 
we believe to be the best for them; and there can be no doubt 
that our use of meat has increased their happiness rather than 
detracted from it. In like manner there is reason to hope 
that the machines will use us kindly, for their existence will be 
in a great measure dependent upon ours; they will rule us with 
a rod of iron, but they will not eat us; they will not only require 
our services in the reproduction and education of their young, 
but also in waiting upon them as servants; in gathering food 
for them, and feeding them; in restoring them to health when 
they are sick; and in either burying their dead or working up 
their deceased members into new forms of mechanical existence. 

“The very nature of the motive power which works the 
advancement of the machines precludes the possibility of man’s 
life being rendered miserable as well as enslaved. Slaves are 
tolerably happy if they have good masters, and the revolution 
will not occur in our time, nor hardly in ten thousand years, 
or ten times that. Is it wise to be uneasy about a contingency 
which is so remote? Man is not a sentimental animal where his 
material interests are concerned; and though here and there 
some ardent soul may look upon himself and curse his fate 
that he was not born a vapour-engine, yet the mass of mankind 
will acquiesce in any arrangement which gives them better 
food and clothing at a cheaper rate, and will refrain from yielding 
to unreasonable jealousy merely because there are other destinies 
more glorious than their own. 

“The power of custom is enormous, and so gradual will be 
the change, that man’s sense of what is due to himself will be 
at no time rudely shocked; our bondage will steal upon us 
noiselessly and by imperceptible approaches; nor will there 
ever be such a clashing of desires between man and the machines 
as will lead to an encounter between them. Among themselves 
the machines will war eternally, but they will still require man 
as the being through whose agency the struggle will be princi¬ 
pally conducted. In point of fact there is no occasion for 
anxiety about the future happiness of man so long as he con¬ 
tinues to be in any way profitable to the machines; he may 
become the inferior race, but he will be infinitely better off than 
he is now. Is it not then both absurd and unreasonable to be 
envious of our benefactors? And should we not be guilty of 
consummate folly if we were to reject advantages which we 
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cannot obtain otherwise, merely because they involve a greater 
gain to others than to ourselves ? 

“With those who can argue in this way I have nothing in 
common. I shrink with as much horror from believing that my 
race can ever be superseded or surpassed, as I should do from 
believing that even at the remotest period my ancestors were 
other than human beings. Could I believe that ten hundred 
thousand years ago a single one of my ancestors was another 
kind of being to myself, I should lose all self-respect, and take 
no further pleasure or interest in life. I have the same feeling 
with regard to my descendants, and believe it to be one that will 
be felt so generally that the country will resolve upon putting an 
immediate stop to all further mechanical progress, and upon 
destroying all improvements that have been made for the last 
three hundred years. I would not urge more than this. We 
may trust ourselves to deal with those that remain, and though 
I should prefer to have seen the destruction include another 
two hundred years, I am aware of the necessity for compromising, 
and would so far sacrifice my own individual convictions as to be 
content with three hundred. Less than this will be insufficient.” 

This was the conclusion of the attack which led to the destruc¬ 
tion of machinery throughout Erewhon. There was only one 
serious attempt to answer it. Its author said that machines 
were to be regarded as a part of man’s own physical nature, 
being really nothing but extra-corporeal limbs. Man, he said, 
was a machinate mammal. The lower animals keep all their 
limbs at home in their own bodies, but many of man’s are loose, 
and lie about detached, now here and now there, in various parts 
of the world—some being kept always handy for contingent 
use, and others being occasionally hundreds of miles away. A 
machine is merely a supplementary limb; this is the be-all and 
end-all of machinery. We do not use our own limbs other than 
as machines; and a leg is only a much better wooden leg than 
any one can manufacture. 

“Observe a man digging with a spade; his right forearm has 
become artificially lengthened, and his hand has become a joint* 
The handle of the spade is like the knob at the end of the 
humerus; the shaft is the additional bone, and the oblong iron 
plate is the new form of the hand which enables its possessor 
to disturb the earth in a way to which his original hand was 
unequal. Having thus modified himself, not as other animals 
are modified, by circumstances over which they have had not 
even the appearance of control, but having, as it were, taken 
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forethought and added a cubit to his stature, civilization began 
to dawn upon the race, the social good offices, the genial com¬ 
panionship of friends, the art of unreason, and all those habits 
of mind which most elevate man above the lower animals, in 
the course of time ensued. 

“Thus civilization and mechanical progress advanced hand 
in hand, each developing and being developed by the other,, 
the earliest accidental use of the stick having set the ball rolling,, 
and the prospect of advantage keeping it in motion. In fact, 
machines are to be regarded as the mode of development by 
which human organism is now especially advancing, every past 
invention being an addition to the resources of the human body. 
Even community of limbs is thus rendered possible to those 
who have so much community of soul as to own money enough to 
pay a railway fare; for a train is only a seven-leagued foot that 
five hundred may own at once.” 

The one serious danger which this writer apprehended was 
that the machines would so equalize men’s powers, and so lessen 
the severity of competition, that many persons of inferior 
physique would escape detection and transmit their inferiority 
to their descendants. He feared that the removal of the present 
pressure might cause a degeneracy of the human race, and indeed 
that the whole body might become purely rudimentary, the man 
himself being nothing but soul and mechanism, an intelligent 
but passionless principle of mechanical action. 

“How greatly,” he wrote, “do we not now live with our 
external limbs? We vary our physique with the seasons, 
with age, with advancing or decreasing wealth. If it is wet 
we are furnished with an organ commonly called an umbrella, 
and which is designed for the purpose of protecting our clothes 
or our skins from the injurious effects of rain. Man has now 
many extra-corporeal members, which are of more importance 
to him than a good deal of his hair, or at any rate than his 
whiskers. His memory goes in his pocket-book. He becomes 
more and more complex as he grows older; he will then be seen 
with see-engines, or perhaps with artificial teeth and hair; if 
he be a really well-developed specimen of his race, he will be 
furnished with a large box upon wheels, two horses, and a 
coachman.” 

It was this writer who originated the custom of classifying 
men by their horse-power, and who divided them into genera, 
species, varieties, and subvarieties, giving them names from the 
hypothetical language which expressed the number of limbs 
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which they could command at any moment. He showed that 
men became more highly and delicately organized the more 
nearly they approached the summit of opulence, and that none 
but millionaires possessed the full complement of limbs with 
which mankind could become incorporate. 

“Those mighty organisms/’ he continued, “our leading 
bankers and merchants, speak to their congeners through the 
length and breadth of the land in a second of time; their rich 
and subtle souls can defy all material impediment, whereas 
the souls of the poor are clogged and hampered by matter, which 
sticks fast about them as treacle to the wings of a fly, or as one 
struggling in a quicksand; their dull ears must take days or 
weeks to hear what another would tell them from a distance, 
instead of hearing it in a second as is done by the more highly 
organized classes. Who shall deny that one who can tack on a 
special train to his identity, and go wheresoever he will when¬ 
soever he pleases, is more highly organized than he who, should 
he wish for the same power, might wish for the wings of a bird 
with an equal chance of getting them; and whose legs are his 
only means of locomotion? That old philosophic enemy, 
matter, the inherently and essentially evil, still hangs about 
the neck of the poor and strangles him; but to the rich, matter 
is immaterial; the elaborate organization of his extra-corporeal 
system has freed his soul. 

“This is the secret of the homage which we see rich men 
receive from those who are poorer than themselves; it would 
be a grave error to suppose that this deference proceeds from 
motives which we need be ashamed of; it is the natural respect 
which all living creatures pay to those whom they recognize 
as higher than themselves in the scale of animal life, and is 
analogous to the veneration which a dog feels for man. Among 
savage races it is deemed highly honourable to be the possessor 
of a gun, and throughout all known time there has been a feeling 
that those who are worth most are the worthiest.” 

And so he went on at considerable length, attempting to 
show what changes in the distribution of animal and vegetable 
life throughout the kingdom had been caused by this and that 
of man’s inventions, and in what way each was connected with 
the moral and intellectual development of the human species; 
he even allotted to some the share which they had had in the 
creation and modification of man’s body, and that which they 
would hereafter have in its destruction; but the other writer 
was considered to have the best of it, and in the end succeeded 
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in destroying all the inventions that had been discovered for 
the preceding 271 years, a period which was agreed upon by 
all parties after several years of wrangling as to whether a 
certain kind of mangle which was much in use among washer¬ 
women should be saved or no. It was at last ruled to be 
dangerous, and was just excluded by the limit of 271 years. 
Then came the reactionary civil wars which nearly ruined the 
country, but which it would be beyond my present scope to 
describe. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

THE VIEWS OF AN EREWHONIAN PROPHET CONCERNING THE 
RIGH'IS OF ANIMALS 

It will be seen from the foregoing chapters that the Erewhonians 
are a meek and long-suffering people, easily led by the nose, 
and quick to offer up common sense at the shrine of logic, 
when a philosopher arises among them, who carries them away 
through his reputation for especial learning, or by convincing 
them that their existing institutions are not based on the 
strictest principles of morality. 

The series of revolutions on which I shall now briefly touch 
shows this even more plainly than the way (already dealt with) 
in which at a later date they cut their throats in the matter 
of machinery; for if the second of the two reformers of whom 
I am about to speak had had his way—or rather the way that 
he professed to have—the whole race would have died of star¬ 
vation within a twelvemonth. Happily common sense, though 
she is by nature the gentlest creature living, when she feels 
the knife at her throat, is apt to develop unexpected powers 
of resistance, and to send doctrinaires flying, even when they 
have bound her down and think they have her at their mercy. 
What happened, so far as I could collect it from the best 
authorities, was as follows: 

Some two thousand five hundred years ago the Erewhonians 
were still uncivilized, and lived by hunting, fishing, a rude 
system of agriculture, and plundering such few other nations 
as they had not yet completely conquered. They had no schools 
or systems of philosophy, but by a kind of dog-knowledge did 
that which was right in their own eyes and in those of their 
neighbours; the common sense, therefore, of the public being 
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as yet unvitiated, crime and disease were looked upon much 
as they are in other countries. 

But with the gradual advance of civilization and increase in 
material prosperity, people began to ask questions about things 
that they had hitherto taken as matters of course, and one 
old gentleman, who had great influence over them by reason 
of the sanctity of his life, and his supposed inspiration by an 
unseen power, whose existence was now beginning to be felt, 
took it into his head to disquiet himself about the rights of 
animals—a question that so far had disturbed nobody. 

All prophets are more or less fussy, and this old gentleman 
seems to have been one of the more fussy ones. Being main¬ 
tained at the public expense, he had ample leisure, and not 
content with limiting his attention to the rights of animals, 
he wanted to reduce right and wrong to rules, to consider the 
foundations of duty and of good and evil, and otherwise to 
put all sorts of matters on a logical basis, which people whose 
time is money are content to accept on no basis at all. 

As a matter of course, the basis on which he decided that 
duty could alone rest was one that afforded no standing-room 
for many of the old-established habits of the people. These, 
he assured them, were all wrong, and whenever any one ventured 
to differ from him, he referred the matter to the unseen power 
with which he alone was in direct communication, and the 
unseen power invariably assured him that he was right. As 
regards the rights of animals he taught as follows: 

“You know,” he said, “how wicked it is of you to kill one 
another. Once upon a time your forefathers made no scruple 
about not only killing, but also eating their relations. No 
one would now go back to such detestable practices, for it 
is notorious that we have lived much more happily since they 
were abandoned. From this increased prosperity we may 
confidently deduce the maxim that we should not kill and eat 
our fellow-creatures. I have consulted the higher power by 
whom you know that I am inspired, and he has assured me 
that this conclusion is irrefragable. 

“Now it cannot be denied that sheep, cattle, deer, birds, 
and fishes are our fellow-creatures. They differ from us in 
some respects, but those in which they differ are few and 
secondary, while those that they have in common with us are 
many and essential. My friends, if it was wrong of you to 
kill and eat your fellow-men, it is wrong also to kill and eat 
fish, flesh, and fowl. Birds, beasts, and fishes have as full a 
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right to live as long as they can unmolested by man, as man 
has to live unmolested by his neighbours. These words, let 
me again assure you, are not mine, but those of the higher 
power which inspires me. 

“I grant,” he continued, “that animals molest one another, 
and that some of them go so far as to molest man, but I have 
yet to learn that we should model our conduct on that of the 
lower animals. We should endeavour, rather, to instruct them, 
and bring them to a better mind. To kill a tiger, for example, 
who has lived on the flesh of men and women whom he has 
killed, is to reduce ourselves to the level of the tiger, and is 
unworthy of people who seek to be guided by the highest 
principles in all, both their thoughts and actions. 

“The unseen power who has revealed himself to me alone 
among you, has told me to tell you that you ought by this 
time to have outgrown the barbarous habits of your ancestors. 
If, as you believe, you know better than they, you should do 
better. He commands you, therefore, to refrain from killing 
any living being for the sake of eating it. The only animal 
food that you may eat, is the flesh of any birds, beasts, or 
fishes, that you may come upon as having died a natural death, 
or any that may have been born prematurely, or so deformed 
that it is a mercy to put them out of their pain; you may also 
eat all such animals as have committed suicide. As regards 
vegetables you may eat all those that will let you eat them 
with impunity.” 

So wisely and so well did the old prophet argue, and so 
terrible were the threats he hurled at those who should disobey 
him, that in the end he carried the more highly educated part 
of the people with him, and presently the poorer classes followed 
suit, or professed to do so. Having seen the triumph of his 
principles, he was gathered to his fathers, and no doubt entered 
at once into full communion with that unseen power whose 
favour he had already so pre-eminently enjoyed. 

He had not, however, been dead very long, before some 
of his more ardent disciples took it upon them to better the 
instruction of their master. The old prophet had allowed the 
use of eggs and milk, but his disciples decided that to eat a 
fresh egg was to destroy a potential chicken, and that this 
came to much the same as murdering a live one. Stale eggs, 
if it was quite certain that they were too far gone to be able 
to be hatched, were grudgingly permitted; but all eggs offered 
for sale had to be submitted to an inspector, who, on being 
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satisfied that they were addled, would label them “Laid not 
less than three months” from the date, whatever it might 
happen to be. These eggs, I need hardly say, were only used 
in puddings, and as a medicine in certain cases where an emetic 
was urgently required. Milk was forbidden inasmuch as it 
could not be obtained without robbing some calf of its natural 
sustenance, and thus endangering its life. 

It will be easily believed that at first there were many who 
gave the new rules outward observance, but embraced every 
opportunity of indulging secretly in those flesh-pots to which 
they had been accustomed. It was found that animals were 
continually dying natural deaths under more or less suspicious 
circumstances. Suicidal mania, again, which had hitherto been 
confined exclusively to donkeys, became alarmingly prevalent 
even among such for the most part self-respecting creatures 
as sheep and cattle. It was astonishing how some of these 
unfortunate animals would scent out a butcher’s knife if there 
was one within a mile of them, and run right up against it if 
the butcher did not get it out of their way in time. 

Dogs, again, that had been quite law-abiding as regards 
domestic poultry, tame rabbits, sucking pigs, or sheep and 
lambs, suddenly took to breaking beyond the control of their 
masters, and killing anything that they were told not to touch. 
It was held that any animal killed by a dog had died a natural 
death, for it was the dog’s nature to kill things, and he had 
only refrained from molesting farm-yard creatures hitherto 
because his nature had been tampered with. Unfortunately, 
the more these unruly tendencies became developed, the more 
the common people seemed to delight in breeding the very 
animals that would put temptation in the dog’s way. There 
is little doubt, in fact, that they were deliberately evading the 
law; but whether this was so or no they sold or ate everything 
their dogs had killed. 

Evasion was more difficult in the case of the larger animals, 
for the magistrates could not wink at all the pretended suicides 
of pigs, sheep, and cattle that were brought before them. 
Sometimes they had to convict, and a few convictions had a 
very terrorizing effect—whereas in the case of animals killed 
by a dog, the marks of the dog’s teeth could be seen, and it 
was practically impossible to prove malice on the part of the 
owner of the dog. 

Another fertile source of disobedience to the law was furnished 
by a decision of one of the judges that raised a great outcry 
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among the more fervent disciples of the old prophet. The 
judge held that it was lawful to kill any animal in self-defence, 
and that such conduct was so natural on the part of a man 
who found himself attacked, that the attacking creature should 
be held to have died a natural death. The High Vegetarians 
had indeed good reason to be alarmed, for hardly had this 
decision become generally known before a number of animals, 
hitherto harmless, took to attacking their owners with such 
ferocity, that it became necessary to put them to a natural 
death. Again, it was quite common at that time to see the 
carcase of a calf, lamb, or kid exposed for sale with a label 
from the inspector certifying that it had been killed in self- 
defence. Sometimes even the carcase of a Iamb or calf was 
exposed as “warranted still-born,” when it presented every 
appearance of having enjoyed at least a month of life. 

As for the flesh of animals that had bona fide died a natural 
death, the permission to eat it was nugatory, for it was generally 
eaten by some other animal before man got hold of it; or failing 
this it was often poisonous, so that practically people were 
forced to evade the law by some of the means above spoken 
of, or to become vegetarians. This last alternative was so 
little to the taste of the Erewhonians that the laws against 
killing animals were falling into desuetude, and would very 
likely have been repealed, but for the breaking out of a pestilence, 
which was ascribed by the priests and prophets of the day to 
the lawlessness of the people in the matter of eating forbidden 
flesh. On this, there was a reaction; stringent laws were passed, 
forbidding the use of meat in any form or shape, and permitting 
no food but grain, fruits, and vegetables to be sold in shops 
and markets. These laws were enacted about two hundred 
years after the death of the old prophet who had first unsettled 
peopled minds about the rights of animals; but they had 
hardly been passed before people again began to break them. 

I was told that the most painful consequence of all this 
folly did not lie in the fact that law-abiding people had to go 
without animal food—many nations do this and seem none 
the worse, and even in flesh-eating countries such as Italy, 
Spain, and Greece, the poor seldom see meat from year's end 
to year's end. The mischief lay in the jar which undue pro¬ 
hibition gave to the consciences of all but those who were strong 
enough to know that though conscience as a rule boons, it can 
also bane. The awakened conscience of an individual will often 
lead him to do things in haste that he had better have left 
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undone, but the conscience of a nation awakened by a respect¬ 
able old gentleman who has an unseen power up his sleeve 
will pave hell with a vengeance. 

Young people were told that it was a sin to do what their 
fathers had done unhurt for centuries; those, moreover, who 
preached to them about the enormity of eating meat, were an 
unattractive academic folk; and though they overawed all but 
the bolder youths, there were few who did not in their hearts 
dislike them. However much the young person might be 
shielded, he soon got to know that men and women of the 
world—often far nicer people than the prophets who preached 
abstention—continually spoke sneeringly of the new doctrinaire 
laws, and were believed to set them aside in secret, though 
they dared not do so openly. Small wonder, then, that the 
more human among the student classes were provoked by the 
touch-not, taste-not, handle-not precepts of their rulers, into 
questioning much that they would otherwise have unhesitatingly 
accepted. 

One sad story is on record about a young man of promising 
amiable disposition, but cursed with more conscience than 
brains, who had been told by his doctor (for as I have above 
said, disease was not yet held to be criminal) that he ought to 
eat meat, law or no law. He was much shocked and for some 
time refused to comply with what he deemed the unrighteous 
advice given him by his doctor; at last, however, finding that 
he grew weaker and weaker, he stole secretly on a dark night 
into one of those dens in which meat was surreptitiously sold, 
and bought a pound of prime steak. He took it home, cooked 
it in his bedroom when every one in the house had gone to rest, 
ate it, and though he could hardly sleep for remorse and shame, 
felt so much better next morning that he hardly knew himself. 

Three or four days later, he again found himself irresistibly 
drawn to this same den. Again he bought a pound of steak, 
again he cooked and ate it, and again, in spite of much mental 
torture, on the following morning felt himself a different man. 
To-cut the story short, though he never went beyond the bounds 
of moderation, it preyed upon his mind that he should be 
drifting, as he certainly was, into the ranks of the habitual 
law-breakers. 

All the time his health kept on improving, and though he 
felt sure that he owed this to the beefsteaks, the better he 
became in body the more his conscience gave him no rest; 
two voices were for ever ringing in his ears—the one saying: 
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“I am Common Sense and Nature; heed me, and I will reward 
you as I rewarded your fathers before you.” But the other 
voice said: “Let not that plausible spirit lure you to your 
ruin. I am Duty; heed me, and I will reward you as I rewarded 
your fathers before you.” 

Sometimes he even seemed to see the faces of the speakers. 
Common Sense looked so easy, genial, and serene, so frank 
and fearless, that do what he might he could not mistrust 
her; but as he was on the point of following her, he would be 
checked by the austere face of Duty, so grave, but yet so kindly; 
and it cut him to the heart that from time to time he should 
see her turn pitying away from him as he followed after her 
rival. 

The poor boy continually thought of the better class of his 
fellow-students, and tried to model his conduct on what he 
thought was theirs. “They,” he said to himself, “eat a beef¬ 
steak? Never.” But they most of them ate one now and 
again, unless it was a mutton chop that tempted them. And 
they used him for a model much as he did them. “He,” they 
would say to themselves, “eat a mutton chop? Never.” One 
night, however, he was followed by one of the authorities, who 
was always prowling about in search of law-breakers, and was 
caught coming out of the den with half a shoulder of mutton 
concealed about his person. On this, even though he had 
not been put in prison, he would have been sent away with 
his prospects in life irretrievably ruined; he therefore hanged 
himself as soon as he got home. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

THE VIEWS OF AN EREWHONIAN PHILOSOPHER CONCERNING THE 
RIGHTS OF VEGETABLES 

Let me leave this unhappy story, and return to the course of 
events among the Erewhonians at large. No matter how many 
laws they passed increasing the severity of the punishments 
inflicted on those who ate meat in secret, the people found means 
of setting them aside as fast as they were made. At times, 
indeed, they would become almost obsolete, but when they were 
on the point of being repealed, some national disaster or the 
preaching of some fanatic would reawaken the conscience of the 
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nation, and people were imprisoned by the thousand for illicitly 
selling and buying animal food. 

About six or seven hundred years, however, after the death 
of the old prophet, a philosopher appeared, who, though he 
did not claim to have any communication with an unseen 
power, laid down the law with as much confidence as if such 
a power had inspired him. Many think that this philosopher 
did not believe his own teaching, and, being in secret a great 
meat-eater, had no other end in view than reducing the pro¬ 
hibition against eating animal food to an absurdity, greater 
even than an Erewhonian Puritan would be able to stand. 

Those who take this view hold that he knew how impossible 
it would be to get the nation to accept legislation that it held 
to be sinful; he knew also how hopeless it would be to convince 
people that it was not wicked to kill a sheep and eat it, unless 
he could show them that they must either sin to a certain 
extent, or die. He, therefore, it is believed, made the monstrous 
proposals of which I will now speak. 

He began by paying a tribute of profound respect to the 
old prophet, whose advocacy of the rights of animals, he 
admitted, had done much to soften the national character, and 
enlarge its views about the sanctity of life in general. But he 
urged that times had now changed; the lesson of which the 
country had stood in need had been sufficiently learnt, while 
as regards vegetables much had become known that was not 
even suspected formerly, and which, if the nation was to per¬ 
severe in that strict adherence to the highest moral principles 
which had been the secret of its prosperity hitherto, must 
necessitate a radical change in its attitude towards them. 

It was indeed true that much was now known that had not 
been suspected formerly, for the people had had no foreign 
enemies, and, being both quick-witted and inquisitive into 
the mysteries of nature, had made extraordinary progress 
in all the many branches of art and science. In the chief 
Erewhonian museum I was shown a microscope of considerable 
power, that was ascribed by the authorities to a date much 
about that of the philosopher of whom I am now speaking, 
and was even supposed by some to have been the instrument 
with which he had actually worked. 

This philosopher was Professor of Botany in the chief seat 
of learning then in Erewhon, and whether with the help of the 
microscope still preserved, or with another, had arrived at a 
conclusion now universally accepted among ourselves—I mean, 



THE RIGHTS OF VEGETABLES 171 

that all, both animals and plants, have had a common ancestry, 
and that hence the second should be deemed as much alive 
as the first. He contended, therefore, that animals and plants 
were cousins, and would have been seen to be so, all along, if 
people had not made an arbitrary and unreasonable division 
between what they chose to call the animal and vegetable 
kingdoms. 

He declared, and demonstrated to the satisfaction of all 
those who were able to form an opinion upon the subject, 
that there is no difference appreciable either by the eye, or 
by any other test, between a germ that will develop into an 
oak, a vine, a rose, and one that (given its accustomed sur¬ 
roundings) will become a mouse, an elephant, or a man. 

He contended that the course of any germ’s development 
was dictated by the habits of the germs from which it was 
descended, and of whose identity it had once formed part. 
If a germ found itself placed as the germs in the line of its 
ancestry were placed, it would do as its ancestors had done, 
and grow up into the same kind of organism as theirs. If it 
found the circumstances only a little different, it would make 
shift (successfully or unsuccessfully) to modify its development 
accordingly; if the circumstances were widely different, it would 
die, probably without an effort at self-adaptation. This, he 
argued, applied equally to the germs of plants and of animals. 

He therefore connected all, both animal and vegetable develop¬ 
ment, with intelligence, either spent and now unconscious, or 
still unspent and conscious; and in support of his view as 
regards vegetable life, he pointed to the way in which all plants 
have adapted themselves to their habitual environment. Grant¬ 
ing that vegetable intelligence at first sight appears to differ 
materially from animal, yet, he urged, it is like it in the one 
essential fact that though it has evidently busied itself about 
matters that are vital to the well-being of the organism that 
possesses it, it has never shown the slighest tendency to occupy 
itself with anything else. This, he insisted, is as great a proof 
of intelligence as any living being can give. 

“Plants,” said he, “show no sign of interesting themselves 
in human affairs. We shall never get a rose to understand 
that five times seven are thirty-five, and there is no use in 
talking to an oak about fluctuations in the price of stocks. 
Hence we say that the oak and the rose are unintelligent, and 
on finding that they do not understand our business conclude 
that they do not understand their own. But what can a 
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creature who talks in this way know about intelligence? Which 
shows greater signs of intelligence? He, or the rose and oak? 

“And when we call plants stupid for not understanding our 
business, how capable do we show ourselves of understanding 
theirs? Can we form even the faintest conception of the way 
in which a seed from a rose-tree turns earth, air, warmth, and 
water into a rose full-blown? Where does it get its colour 
from? From the earth, air, etc.? Yes—but how? Those 
petals of such ineffable texture—that hue that outvies the 
cheek of a child—that scent, again? Look at earth, air, and 
water—these are all the raw material that the rose has got 
to work with; does it show any sign of want of intelligence 
in the alchemy with which it turns mud into rose-leaves? 
What chemist can do anything comparable? Why does no 
one try? Simply because every one knows that no human 
intelligence is equal to the task. We give it up. It is the 
rose’s department; let the rose attend to it—and be dubbed 
unintelligent because it baffles us by the miracles it works, 
and the unconcerned business-like way in which it works 
them. 

“See what pains, again, plants take to protect themselves 
against their enemies. They scratch, cut, sting, make bad 
smells, secrete the most dreadful poisons (which Heaven only 
knows how they contrive to make), cover their precious seeds 
with spines like those of a hedgehog, frighten insects with 
delicate nervous systems by assuming portentous shapes, hide 
themselves, grow in inaccessible places, and tell lies so plausibly 
as to deceive even their subtlest foes. 

“They lay traps smeared with bird-lime, to catch insects, 
and persuade them to drown themselves in pitchers which they 
have made of their leaves, and fill with water; others make them¬ 
selves, as it were, into living rat-traps, which close with a spring 
on any insect that settles upon them; others make their flowers 
into the shape of a certain fly that is a great pillager of honey, 
so that when the real fly comes it thinks that the flowers are 
bespoke, and goes on elsewhere. Some are so clever as even 
to overreach themselves, like the horse-radish, which gets pulled 
up and eaten for the sake of that pungency with which it protects 
itself against underground enemies. If, on the other hand, 
they think that any insect can be of service to them, see how 
pretty they make themselves. 

“What is to be intelligent if to know how to do what one 
wants to do, and to do it repeatedly, is not to be intelligent? 
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Some say that the rose-seed does not want to grow into a 
rose-bush. Why, then, in the name of all that is reasonable, 
does it grow? Likely enough it is unaware of the want that 
is spurring it on to action. We have no reason to suppose 
that a human embryo knows that it wants to grow into a baby, 
or a baby into a man. Nothing ever shows signs of knowing 
what it is either wanting or doing, when its convictions both 
as to what it wants, and how to get it, have been settled beyond 
further power of question. The less signs living creatures give 
of knowing what they do, provided they do it, and do it re¬ 
peatedly and well, the greater proof they give that in reality 
they know how to do it, and have done it already on an infinite 
number of past occasions. 

“Some one may say,” he continued: “‘What do you mean 
by talking about an infinite number of past occasions? When 
did a rose-seed make itself into a rose-bush on any past occasion ? * 

“I answer this question with another: ‘Did the rose-seed 
ever form part of the identity of the rose-bush on which it 
grew?’ Who can say that it did not? Again I ask: ‘Was 
this rose-bush ever linked, by all those links that we commonly 
consider as constituting personal identity, with the seed from 
which it in its turn grew?’ Who can say that it was not? 

“Then, if rose-seed number two is a continuation of the 
personality of its parent rose-bush, and if that rose-bush is a 
continuation of the personality of the rose-seed from which it 
sprang, rose-seed number two must also be a continuation of 
the personality of the earlier rose-seed. And this rose-seed 
must be a continuation of the personality of the preceding 
rose-seed—and so back and back ad infinitum . Hence it is 
impossible to deny continued personality between any existing 
rose-seed and the earliest seed that can be called a rose-seed 
at all. 

“The answer, then, to our objector is not far to seek. The 
rose-seed did what it now does in the persons of its ancestors— 
to whom it has been so linked as to be able to remember what 
those ancestors did when they were placed as the rose-seed 
now is. Each stage of development brings back the recollection 
of the course taken in the preceding stage, and the development 
has been so often repeated, that all doubt—and with all doubt, 
all consciousness of action—is suspended. 

“But an objector may still say: ‘Granted that the linking 
between all successive generations has been so close and un¬ 
broken, that each one of them may be conceived as able to 
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remember what it did in the persons of its ancestors—how do 
you show that it actually did remember ?* 

“The answer is: ‘By the action which each generation takes 
—an action which repeats all the phenomena that we commonly 
associate with memory—which is explicable on the supposition 
that it has been guided by memory—and which has neither 
been explained, nor seems ever likely to be explained on any 
other theory than the supposition that there is an abiding 
memory between successive generations.* 

“Will any one bring an example of any living creature whose 
action we can understand, performing an ineffably difficult and 
intricate action, time after time, with invariable success, and yet 
not knowing how to do it, and never having done it before ? Show 
me the example and I will say no more; but until it is shown 
me, I shall credit action where I cannot watch it, with being 
controlled by the same laws as when it is within our ken. It 
will become unconscious as soon as the skill that directs it has 
become perfected. Neither rose-seed, therefore, nor embryo 
should be expected to show signs of knowing that they know 
what they know. If they showed such signs, the fact of their 
knowing what they want, and how to get it, might more reason¬ 
ably be doubted.” 

Some of the passages already given in Chapter XXIII were 
obviously inspired by the one just quoted. As I read it, in 
a reprint shown me by a Professor who had edited much of 
the early literature on the subject, I could not but remember 
the one in which our Lord tells His disciples to consider the 
lilies of the field, who neither toil nor spin, but whose raiment 
surpasses even that of Solomon in all his glory. 

“They toil not, neither do they spin?” Is that so? “Toil 
not?” Perhaps not, now that the method of procedure is so 
well known as to admit of no further question; but it is not 
likely that lilies came to make themselves so beautifully without 
having ever taken any pains about the matter. “Neither do 
they spin?” Not with a spinning-wheel; but is there no textile 
fabric in a leaf? 

What would the lilies of the field say if they heard one of 
us declaring that they neither toil nor spin? They would say, 
I take it, much what we should if we were to hear of their 
preaching humility on the text of Solomons, and saying, 
“Consider the Solomons in all their glory, they toil not, neither 
do they spin.” We should say that the lilies were talking 
about things that they did not understand, and that though 
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the Solomons do not toil nor spin, yet there had been no lack 
of either toiling or spinning before they came to be arrayed 
so gorgeously. 

Let me now return to the Professor. I have said enough to 
show the general drift of the arguments on which he relied 
in order to show that vegetables are only animals under another 
name, but have not stated his case in anything like the fullness 
with which he laid it before the public. The conclusion he 
drew, or pretended to draw, was that if it was sinful to kill 
and eat animals, it was not less sinful to do the like by vegetables, 
or their seeds. None such, he said, should be eaten, save what 
had died a natural death, such as fruit that was lying on the 
ground and about to rot, or cabbage-leaves that had turned 
yellow in late autumn. These and other like garbage he 
declared to be the only food that might be eaten with a clear 
conscience. Even so the eater must plant the pips of any 
apples or pears that he may have eaten, or any plum-stones, 
cherry-stones, and the like, or he would come near to incurring 
the guilt of infanticide. The grain of cereals, according to him, 
was out of the question, for every such grain had a living soul 
as much as man had, and had as good a right as man to possess 
that soul in peace. 

Having thus driven his fellow-countrymen into a comer at 
the point of a logical bayonet from which they felt that there 
was no escape, he proposed that the question what was to be 
done should be referred to an oracle in which the whole country 
had the greatest confidence, and to which recourse was always 
had in times of special perplexity. It was whispered that a 
near relation of the philosopher’s was lady’s-maid to the 
priestess who delivered the oracle, and the Puritan party 
declared that the strangely unequivocal answer of the oracle 
was obtained by backstairs influence; but whether this was so 
or no, the response as nearly as I can translate it was as follows: 

He who sins aught 
Sins more than he ought; 

* But he who sins nought 

Has much to be taught. 

Beat or be beaten, 

Eat or be eaten, 

Be killed or kill; 

Choose which you will. 

It was clear that this response sanctioned at any rate the 
destruction of vegetable life when wanted as food by !$an; 
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and so forcibly had the philosopher shown that what was sauce 
for vegetables was so also for animals, that, though the Puritan 
party made a furious outcry, the acts forbidding the use of 
meat were repealed by a considerable majority. Thus, after 
several hundred years of wandering in the wilderness of philo¬ 
sophy, the country reached the conclusions that common sense 
had long since arrived at. Even the Puritans, after a vain 
attempt to subsist on a kind of jam made of apples and yellow 
cabbage-leaves, succumbed to the inevitable, and resigned them¬ 
selves to a diet of roast beef and mutton, with all the usual 
adjuncts of a modem dinner-table. 

One would have thought that the dance they had been led 
by the old prophet, and that still madder dance which the 
Professor of Botany had gravely, but as I believe insidiously, 
proposed to lead them, would have made the Erewhonians for 
a long time suspicious of prophets, whether they professed to 
have communications with an unseen power or no; but so 
engrained in the human heart is the desire to believe that 
some people really do know what they say they know and 
can thus save them from the trouble of thinking for them¬ 
selves, that in a short time would-be philosophers and faddists 
became more powerful than ever, and gradually led their 
countrymen to accept all those absurd views of life, some 
account of which I have given in my earlier chapters. Indeed 
I can see no hope for the Erewhonians till they have got to 
understand that reason, uncorrected by instinct, is as bad as 
instinct uncorrected by reason. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

ESCAPE 

Though busily engaged in translating the extracts given in 
the last five chapters, I was also laying matters in train for 
my escape with Arowhena. And indeed it was high time, for 
I received an intimation from one of the cashiers of the Musical 
Banks, that I was to be prosecuted in a criminal court ostensibly 
for measles, but really for having owned a watch, and attempted 
the reintroduction of machinery. 

I asked why measles? and was told that there was a fear 
lest extenuating circumstances should prevent a jury from 
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convicting me, if I were indicted for typhus or small-pox, but 
that a verdict would probably be obtained for measles, a disease 
which could be sufficiently punished in a person of my age. 
I was given to understand that unless some unexpected change 
should come over the mind of His Majesty, I might expect 
the blow to be struck within a very few days. 

My plan was this—that Arowhena and I should escape in a 
balloon together. I fear that the reader will disbelieve this 
part of my story, yet in no other have I endeavoured to adhere 
more conscientiously to facts, and can only throw myself upon 
his charity. 

I had already gained the ear of the queen, and had so worked 
upon her curiosity that she promised to get leave for me to 
have a balloon made and inflated; I pointed out to her that 
no complicated machinery would be wanted—nothing, in fact, 
but a large quantity of oiled silk, a car, a few ropes, etc., etc., 
and some light kind of gas, such as the antiquarians who were 
acquainted with the means employed by the ancients for the 
production of the lighter gases could easily instruct her workmen 
how to provide. Her eagerness to see so strange a sight as the 
ascent of a human being into the sky overcame any scruples 
of conscience that she might have otherwise felt, and she set 
the antiquarians about showing her workmen how to make the 
gas, and sent her maids to buy, and oil, a very large quantity 
of silk (for I was determined that the balloon should be a big 
one), even before she began to try and gain the king's per¬ 
mission; this, however, she now set herself to do, for I had 
sent her word that my prosecution was imminent. 

As for myself, I need hardly say that I knew nothing about 
balloons; nor did I see my way to smuggling Arowhena into the 
car; nevertheless, knowing that we had no other chance of 
getting away from Erewhon, I drew inspiration from the 
extremity in which we were placed, and made a pattern from 
which the queen's workmen were able to work successfully. 
Meanwhile the queen's carriage-builders set about making the 
car, and it was with the attachments of this to the balloon 
that I had the greatest difficulty; I doubt, indeed, whether I 
should have succeeded here, but for the great intelligence of a 
foreman, who threw himself heart and soul into the matter, 
and often both foresaw requirements, the necessity for which 
had escaped me, and suggested the means of providing for them. 

It happened that there had been a long drought, during the 
latter part of which prayers had been vainly offered up in all 
g 88i 
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the temples of the air god. When I first told Her Majesty that 
I wanted a balloon, I said my intention was to go up into the 
sky and prevail upon the air god by means of a personal inter¬ 
view. I own that this proposition bordered on the idolatrous, 
but I have long since repented of it, and am little likely ever 
to repeat the offence. Moreover the deceit, serious though 
it was, will probably lead to the conversion of the whole 
country. 

When the queen told His Majesty of my proposal, he at 
first not only ridiculed it, but was inclined to veto it. Being, 
however, a very uxorious husband, he at length consented— 
as he eventually always did to everything on which the queen 
had set her heart. He yielded all the more readily now, because 
he did not believe in the possibility of my ascent: he was con¬ 
vinced that even though the balloon should mount a few feet 
into the air, it would collapse immediately, whereon I should 
fall and break my neck, and he should be rid of me. He 
demonstrated this to her so convincingly, that she was alarmed, 
and tried to talk me into giving up the idea; but on finding 
that I persisted in my wish to have the balloon made, she 
produced an order from the king to the effect that all facilities 
I might require should be afforded me. 

At the same time Her Majesty told me that my attempted 
ascent would be made an article of impeachment against me 
in case I did not succeed in prevailing on the air god to stop 
the drought. Neither king nor queen had any idea that I 
meant going right away if I could get the wind to take me, 
nor had he any conception of the existence of a certain steady 
upper current of air which was always setting in one direction, 
as could be seen by the shape of the higher clouds, which pointed 
invariably from south-east to north-west. I had myself long 
noticed this peculiarity in the climate, and attributed it, I 
believe justly, to a trade wind which was constant at a few 
thousand feet above the earth, but was disturbed by local 
influences at lower elevations. 

My next business was to break the plan to Arowhena, and 
to devise the means for getting her into the car. I felt sure 
that she would come with me, but had made up my mind 
that if her courage failed her, the whole thing should come 
to nothing. Arowhena and I had been in constant communi¬ 
cation through her maid, but I had thought it best not to 
tell her the details of my scheme till everything was settled. 
The time had now arrived, and I arranged with the maid that 
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I should be admitted by a private door into Mr. Nosnibor’s 
garden at about dusk on the following evening. 

I came at the appointed time; the girl let me into the garden 
and bade me wait in a secluded alley until Arowhena should 
come. It was now early summer, and the leaves were so thick 
upon the trees that even though someone else had entered 
the garden I could have easily hidden myself. The night was 
one of extreme beauty; the sun had long set, but there was 
still a rosy gleam in the sky over the ruins of the railway station; 
below me was the city already twinkling with lights, while 
beyond it stretched the plains for many a league until they 
blended with the sky. I just noted these things, but I could 
not heed them. I could heed nothing, till, as I peered into the 
darkness of the alley, I perceived a white figure gliding swiftly 
towards me. I bounded towards it, and ere thought could 
either prompt or check, I had caught Arowhena to my heart 
and covered her unresisting cheek with kisses. 

So overjoyed were we that we knew not how to speak; indeed, 
I do not know when we should have found words and come 
to our senses, if the maid had not gone off into a fit of hysterics, 
and awakened us to the necessity of self-control; then, briefly 
and plainly, I unfolded what I proposed; I showed her the 
darkest side, for I felt sure that the darker the prospect the 
more likely she was to come. I told her that my plan would 
probably end in death for both of us, and that I dared not 
press it—that at a word from her it should be abandoned; 
still that there was just a possibility of our escaping together 
to some part of the world where there would be no bar to our 
getting married, and that I could see no other hope. 

She made no resistance, not a sign or hint of doubt or hesitation. 
She would do all I told her, and come whenever I was ready; 
so I bade her send her maid to meet me nightly—told her that 
she must put a good face on, look as bright and happy as she 
could, so as to make her father and mother and Zulora think 
that she was forgetting me—and be ready at a moment’s notice 
to come to the queen’s workshops, and be concealed among 
the ballast and under rugs in the car of the balloon; and so 
we parted. 

I hurried my preparations forward, for I feared rain, and 
also that the king might change his mind; but the weather 
continued dry, and in another week the queen’s workmen had 
finished the balloon and car, while the gas was ready to be 
turned on into the balloon at any moment. All being now 
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prepared I was to ascend on the following morning. I had 
stipulated for being allowed to take abundance of rugs and 
wrappings as protection from the cold of the upper atmosphere, 
and also ten or a dozen good-sized bags of ballast. 

I had nearly a quarter’s pension in hand, and with this I 
fee’d Arowhena’s maid, and bribed the queen’s foreman—who 
would, I believe, have given me assistance even without a bribe. 
He helped me to secrete food and wine in the bags of ballast, 
and on the morning of my ascent he kept the other workmen 
out of the way while I got Arowhena into the car. She came 
with early dawn, muffled up, and in her maid’s dress. She 
was supposed to be gone to an early performance at one of 
the Musical Banks, and told me that she should not be missed 
till breakfast, but that her absence must then be discovered. 
I arranged the ballast about her so that it should conceal her 
as she lay at the bottom of the car, and covered her with 
wrappings. Although it still wanted some hours of the time 
fixed for my ascent, I could not trust myself one moment 
from the car, so I got into it at once, and watched the gradual 
inflation of the balloon. Luggage I had none, save the pro¬ 
visions hidden in the ballast bags, the books of mythology, 
and the treatises on the machines, with my own manuscript 
diaries and translations. 

I sat quietly, and awaited the hour fixed for my departure— 
quiet outwardly, but inwardly I was in an agony of suspense 
lest Arowhena’s absence should be discovered before the arrival 
of the king and queen, who were to witness my ascent. They 
were not due yet for another two hours, and during this time a 
hundred things might happen, any one of which would undo me. 

At last the balloon was full; the pipe which had filled it 
was removed, the escape of the gas having been first carefully 
precluded. Nothing remained to hinder the balloon from 
ascending but the hands and weight of those who were holding 
on to it with ropes. I strained my eyes for the coming of 
the king and queen, but could see no sign of their approach. 
I looked in the direction of Mr. Nosnibor’s house—there was 
nothing to indicate disturbance, but it was not yet breakfast 
time. The crowd began to gather; they were aware that I 
was under the displeasure of the court, but I could detect no 
signs of my being unpopular. On the contrary, I received 
many kindly expressions of regard and encouragement, with 
good wishes as to the result of my journey. 

I was speaking to one gentleman of my acquaintance, and 
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telling him the substance of what I intended to do when I 
had got into the presence of the air god (what he thought of 
me I cannot guess, for I am sure that he did not believe in the 
objective existence of the air god, nor that I myself believed in 
it), when I became aware of a small crowd of people running 
as fast as they could from Mr. Nosnibor’s house towards the 
queen's workshops. For the moment my pulse ceased beating, 
and then, knowing that the time had come when I must either 
do or die, I called vehemently to those who were holding the 
ropes (some thirty men) to let go at once, and made gestures 
signifying danger, and that there would be mischief if they 
held on longer. Many obeyed; the rest were too weak to hold 
on to the ropes, and were forced to let them go. On this the 
balloon bounded suddenly upwards, but my own feeling was 
that the earth had dropped off from me, and was sinking fast 
into the open space beneath. 

This happened at the very moment that the attention of 
the crowd was divided, the one half paying heed to the eager 
gestures of those coming from Mr. Nosnibor’s house, and the 
other to the exclamations from myself. A minute more and 
Arowhena would doubtless have been discovered, but before 
that minute was over, I was at such a height above the city 
that nothing could harm me, and every second both the town 
and the crowd became smaller and more confused. In an 
incredibly short time, I could see little but a vast wall of blue 
plains rising up against me, towards whichever side I looked. 

At first, the balloon mounted vertically upwards, but after 
about five minutes, when we had already attained a very great 
elevation, I fancied that the objects on the plain beneath began 
to move from under me. I did not feel so much as a breath 
of wind, and could not suppose that the balloon itself was 
travelling. I was, therefore, wondering what this strange 
movement of fixed objects could mean, when it struck me 
that people in a balloon do not feel the wind inasmuch as they 
travel with it and offer it no resistance. Then I was happy 
in thinking that I must now have reached the invariable trade 
wind of the upper air, and that I should be very possibly wafted 
for hundreds or even thousands of miles, far from Erewhon and 
the Erewhonians. 

Already I had removed the wrappings and freed Arowhena; 
but I soon covered her up with them again, for it was already 
very cold, and she was half stupefied with the strangeness of 
her position. 
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And now began a time, dream-like and delirious, of which 
I do not suppose that I shall ever recover a distinct recollection. 
Some things I can recall—as that we were ere long enveloped 
in vapour which froze upon my moustache and whiskers; then 
comes a memory of sitting for hours and hours in a thick fog, 
hearing no sound but my own breathing and Arowhena’s (for 
we hardly spoke) and seeing no sight but the car beneath us 
and beside us, and the dark balloon above. 

Perhaps the most painful feeling when the earth was hidden 
was that the balloon was motionless, though our only hope 
lay in our going forward with an extreme of speed. From 
time to time through a rift in the clouds I caught a glimpse 
of earth, and was thankful to perceive that we must be flying 
forward faster than in an express train; but no sooner was 
the rift closed than the old conviction of our being stationary 
returned in full force, and was not to be reasoned with; there 
was another feeling also which was nearly as bad; for as a 
child that fears it has gone blind in a long tunnel if there is 
no light, so ere the earth had been many minutes hidden, I 
became half frightened lest we might not have broken away 
from it clean and for ever. Now and again, I ate and gave 
food to Arowhena, but by guess-work as regards time. Then 
came darkness, a dreadful dreary time, without even the moon 
to cheer us. 

With dawn the scene was changed; the clouds were gone 
and morning stars were shining; the rising of the splendid sun 
remains still impressed upon me as the most glorious that I 
have ever seen; beneath us there was an embossed chain of 
mountains with snow fresh fallen upon them; but we were far 
above them; we both of us felt our breathing seriously affected, 
but I would not allow the balloon to descend a single inch, 
not knowing for how long we might not need all the buoyancy 
which we could command; indeed I was thankful to find that, 
after nearly four-and-twenty hours, we were still at so great 
a height above the earth. 

In a couple of hours we had passed the ranges, which must 
have been some hundred and fifty miles across, and again I 
shw a tract of level plain extending far away to the horizon. 
I knew not where we were, and dared not descend, lest I should 
waste the power of the balloon, but I was half hopeful that 
we might be above the country from which I had originally 
started. I looked anxiously for any sign by which I could 
recognize it, but could see nothing, and feared that we might 
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be above some distant part of Erewhon, or a country inhabited 
by savages. While I was still in doubt, the balloon was again 
wrapped in clouds, and we were left to blank space and to 
conjectures. 

The weary time dragged on. How I longed for my unhappy 
watch! I felt as though not even time was moving, so dumb 
and spellbound were our surroundings. Sometimes I would 
feel my pulse, and count its beats for half an hour together; 
anything to mark the time—to prove that it was there, and 
to assure myself that we were within the blessed range of its 
influence, and not gone adrift into the timelessness of eternity. 

I had been doing this for the twentieth or thirtieth time, 
and had fallen into a light sleep; I dreamed wildly of a journey 
in an express train, and of arriving at a railway station where 
the air was full of the sound of locomotive engines blowing off 
steam with a horrible and tremendous hissing; I woke frightened 
and uneasy, but the hissing and crashing noises pursued me 
now that I was awake, and forced me to own that they were 
real. What they were I knew not, but they grew gradually 
fainter and fainter, and after a time were lost. In a few hours 
the clouds broke, and I saw beneath me that which made the 
chilled blood run colder in my veins. I saw the sea, and nothing 
but the sea; in the main black, but flecked with white heads 
of storm-tossed, angry waves. 

Arowhena was sleeping quietly at the bottom of the car, 
and as I looked at her sweet and saintly beauty, I groaned, 
and cursed myself for the misery into which I had brought 
her; but there was nothing for it now. 

I sat and waited for the worst, and presently I saw signs 
as though that worst were soon to be at hand, for the balloon 
had begun to sink. On first seeing the sea I had been impressed 
with the idea that we must have been falling, but now there 
could be no mistake, we were sinking, and that fast. I threw 
out a bag of ballast, and for a time we rose again, but in the 
course of a few hours the sinking recommenced, and I threw 
out another bag. 

Then the battle commenced in earnest. It lasted all that 
afternoon and through the night until the following evening. 
I had seen never a sail nor a sign of a sail, though I had. half 
blinded myself with straining my eyes incessantly in every 
direction; we had parted with everything but the clothes which 
we had upon our backs; food and water were gone, all thrown 
out to the wheeling albatrosses, in order to save us a few hours 
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or even minutes from the sea. I did not throw away the books 
till we were within a few feet of the water, and clung to my 
manuscripts to the very last, Hope there seemed none what¬ 
ever—yet, strangely enough, we were neither of us utterly hope¬ 
less; and even when the evil that we dreaded was upon us, 
and that which we greatly feared had come, we sat in the car 
of the balloon with the waters up to our middle, and still smiled 
with a ghastly hopefulness to one another. 


He who has crossed the St. Gothard will remember that below 
Andermatt there is one of those Alpine gorges which reach 
the very utmost limits of the sublime and terrible. The feelings 
of the traveller have become more and more highly wrought 
at every step, until at last the naked and overhanging precipices 
seem to close above his head, as he crosses a bridge hung in 
mid-air over a roaring waterfall, and enters on the darkness 
of a tunnel, hewn out of the rock. 

What can be in store for him on emerging? Surely something 
even wilder and more desolate than that which he has seen 
already; yet his imagination is paralysed, and can suggest no 
fancy or vision of anything to surpass the reality which he has 
just witnessed. Awed and breathless he advances; when lo! 
the light of the afternoon sun welcomes him as he leaves the 
tunnel, and behold a smiling valley—a babbling brook, a village 
with tall belfries, and meadows of brilliant green—these are 
the things which greet him, and he smiles to himself as the 
terror passes away and in another moment is forgotten. 

So fared it now with ourselves. We had been in the water 
some two or three hours, and the night had come upon us. 
We had said farewell for the hundredth time, and had resigned 
ourselves to meet the end; indeed I was myself battling with 
a drowsiness from which it was only too probable that I should 
never awake; when suddenly, Arowhena touched me on the 
shoulder, and pointed to a light and to a dark mass which 
was bearing right upon us. A cry for help—loud and clear 
and shrill—broke forth from both of us at once; and in another 
five minutes we were carried by kind and tender hands on to 
the deck of an Italian vessel. 
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CHAPTER XXIX 

CONCLUSION 

The ship was the Principe Umberto , bound from Callao to 
Genoa; she had carried a number of emigrants to Rio, had 
gone thence to Callao, where she had taken in a cargo of guano, 
and was now on her way home. The captain was a certain 
Giovanni Gianni, a native of Sestri; he has kindly allowed me 
to refer to him in case the truth of my story should be disputed; 
but I grieve to say that I suffered him to mislead himself in 
some important particulars. I should add that when we were 
picked up we were a thousand miles from land. 

As soon as we were on board, the captain began questioning 
us about the siege of Paris, from which city he had assumed 
that we must have come, notwithstanding our immense distance 
from Europe. As may be supposed, I had not heard a syllable 
about the war between France and Germany, and was too ill 
to do more than assent to all that he chose to put into my 
mouth. My knowledge of Italian is very imperfect, and I 
gathered little from anything that he said; but I was glad to 
conceal the true point of our departure, and resolved to take 
any cue that he chose to give me. 

The line that thus suggested itself was that there had been 
ten or twelve others in the balloon, that I was an English 
Milord, and Arowhena a Russian Countess; that all the others 
had been drowned, and that the dispatches which we had carried 
were lost. I came afterwards to learn that this story would 
not have been credible, had not the captain been for some 
weeks at sea, for I found that when we were picked up, the 
Germans had already long been masters of Paris. As it was, 
the captain settled the whole story for me, and I was well 
content. 

In a few days we sighted an English vessel bound from 
Melbourne to London with wool. At my earnest request, in 
spite of stormy weather which rendered it dangerous for a boat 
to take us from one ship to the other, the captain consented 
to signal the English vessel, and we were received on board, 
but we were transferred with such difficulty that no communi¬ 
cation took place as to the manner of our being found. I 
did indeed hear the Italian mate who was in charge of the 
boat shout out something in French to the effect that we had 
♦ g 8 * 1 
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been packed up from a balloon, but the noise of the wind was 
so great, and the captain understood so little French that he 
caught nothing of the truth, and it was assumed that we were 
two persons who had been saved from shipwreck. When the 
captain asked me in what ship I had been wrecked, I said 
that a party of us had been carried out to sea in a pleasure- 
boat by a strong current, and that Arowhena (whom I described 
as a Peruvian lady) and I were alone saved. 

There were several passengers, whose goodness towards us 
we can never repay. I grieve to think that they cannot fail 
to discover that we did not take them fully into our confidence; 
but had we told them all, they would not have believed us, 
and I was determined that no one should hear of Erewhon, 
or have the chance of getting there before me, as long as I 
could prevent it. Indeed, the recollection of the many false¬ 
hoods which I was then obliged to tell, would render my life 
miserable were I not sustained by the consolations of my 
religion. Among the passengers there was a most estimable 
clergyman, by whom Arowhena and I were married within a 
very few days of our coming on board. 

After a prosperous voyage of about two months, we sighted 
the Land’s End, and in another week we were landed at London. 
A liberal subscription was made for us on board the ship, so 
that we found ourselves in no immediate difficulty about money. 
I accordingly took Arowhena down into Somersetshire, where 
my mother and sisters had resided when I last heard of them. 
To my great sorrow I found that my mother was dead, and 
that her death had been accelem ted by the report of my having 
been killed, which had been brought to my employer’s station 
by Chowbok. It appeared that he must have waited for a 
few days to see whether I returned, that he then considered 
it safe to assume that I should never do so, and had accordingly 
made up a story about my having fallen into a whirlpool of 
seething waters while coming down the gorge homeward. 
Search was made for my body, but the rascal had chosen to 
drown me in a place where there would be no chance of its 
ever being recovered. 

My sisters were both married, but neither of their husbands 
was rich. No one seemed overjoyed on my return; and I soon 
discovered that when a man’s relations have once mourned 
for him as dead, they seldom like the prospect of having to 
mourn for him a second time. 

Accordingly I returned to London with my wife, and through 
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the assistance of an old friend supported myself by writing 
good little stories for the magazines, and for a tract society. 
I was well paid; and I trust that I may not be considered 
presumptuous in saying that some of the most popular of the 
brochures which are distributed in the streets, and which are 
to be found in the waiting-rooms of the railway stations, have 
proceeded from my pen. During the time that I could spare, 
I arranged my notes and diary till they assumed their present 
shape. There remains nothing for me to add, save to unfold 
the scheme which I propose for the conversion of Erewhon. 

That scheme has only been quite recently decided upon as 
the one which seems most likely to be successful. 

It will be seen at once that it would be madness for me to 
go with ten or a dozen subordinate missionaries by the same 
way as that which led me to discover Erewhon. I should be 
imprisoned for typhus, besides being handed over to the 
straighteners for having run away with Arowhena; an even 
darker fate, to which I dare hardly again allude, would be 
reserved for my devoted fellow-labourers. It is plain, therefore, 
that some other way must be found for getting at the Ere- 
whonians, and I am thankful to say that such another way is 
not wanting. One of the rivers which descends from the 
Snowy Mountains, and passes through Erewhon, is known to 
be navigable for several hundred miles from its mouth. Its 
upper waters have never yet been explored, but I feel little 
doubt that it will be found possible to take a light gunboat 
(for we must protect ourselves) to the outskirts of the Ere- 
whonian country. 

I propose, therefore, that one of those associations should be 
formed in which the risk of each of the members is confined 
to the amount of his stake in the concern. The first step 
would be to draw up a prospectus. In this I would advise 
that no mention should be made of the fact that the Erewhonians 
are the lost tribes. The discovery is one of absorbing interest 
to myself, but it is of a sentimental rather than commercial 
value, and business is business. The capital to be raised should 
not be less than fifty thousand pounds, and might be either 
in five or ten pound shares as hereafter determined. This should 
be amply sufficient for the expenses of an experimental voyage. 

When the money had been subscribed, it would be our duty 
to charter a steamer of some twelve or fourteen hundred tons 
burden, and with accommodation for a cargo of steerage 
passengers. She should carry two or three guns in case of 



i88 


EREWHON 


her being attacked by savages at the mouth of the river. Boats 
of considerable size should be also provided, and I think it 
would be desirable that these also should carry two or three 
six-pounders. The ship should be taken up the river as far as 
was considered safe, and a picked party should then ascend in 
the boats. The presence both of Arowhena and myself would 
be necessary at this stage, inasmuch as our knowledge of the 
language would disarm suspicion, and facilitate negotiations. 

We should begin by representing the advantages afforded 
to labour in the colony of Queensland, and point out to the 
Erewhonians that by emigrating thither, they would be able 
to amass, each and all of them, enormous fortunes—a fact 
which would be easily provable by a reference to statistics. 
I have no doubt that a very great number might be thus induced 
to come back with us in the larger boats, and that we could 
fill our vessel with emigrants in three or four journeys. 

Should we be attacked, our course would be even simpler, 
for the Erewhonians have no gunpowder, and would be so 
surprised with its effects that we should be able to capture as 
many as we chose; in this case we should feel able to engage 
them on more advantageous terms, for they would be prisoners 
of war. But even though we were to meet with no violence, 
I doubt not that a cargo of seven or eight hundred Erewhonians 
could be induced, when they were once on board the vessel, 
to sign an agreement which should be mutually advantageous 
both to us and them. 

We should then proceed to Queensland, and dispose of our 
engagement with the Erewhonians to the sugar-growers of that 
settlement, who are in great want of labour; it is believed 
that the money thus realized would enable us to declare a 
handsome dividend, and leave a considerable balance, which 
might be spent in repeating our operations, and bringing over 
other cargoes of Erewhonians, with fresh consequent profits. 
In fact we could go backwards and forwards as long as there 
was a demand for labour in Queensland, or indeed in any other 
Christian colony, for the supply of Erewhonians would be un¬ 
limited, and they could be packed closely and fed at a very 
reasonable cost. 

It would be my duty and Arowhena's to see that our emigrants 
should be boarded and lodged in the households of religious 
sugar-growers; these persons would give them the benefit of that 
instruction whereof they stand so greatly in need. Each day, 
as soon as they could be spared from their work in the plan- 
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tations, they would be assembled for praise, and be thoroughly 
grounded in the Church Catechism, while the whole of every 
Sabbath should be devoted to singing psalms and church-going. 

This must be insisted upon, both in order to put a stop to 
any uneasy feeling which might show itself either in Queensland 
or in the mother country as to the means whereby the Ere- 
whonians had been obtained, and also because it would give 
our own shareholders the comfort of reflecting that they were 
saving souls and filling their own pockets at one and the same 
moment. By the time the emigrants had got too old for work 
they would have become thoroughly instructed in religion; 
they could then be shipped back to Erewhon and carry the 
good seed with them. 

I can see no hitch nor difficulty about the matter, and trust 
that this book will sufficiently advertise the scheme to ensure 
the subscription of the necessary capital; as soon as this is 
forthcoming I will guarantee that I convert the Erewhonians 
not only into good Christians but into a source of considerable 
profit to the shareholders. 

I should add that I cannot claim the credit for having 
originated the above scheme. I had been for months at my 
wits' end, forming plan after plan for the evangelization of 
Erewhon, when by one of those special interpositions which 
should be a sufficient answer to the sceptic, and make even 
the most confirmed rationalist irrational, my eye was directed 
to the following paragraph in The Times newspaper, of one of 
the first days in January 1872: 

“Polynesians in Queensland. —The Marquis of Nonnanby, 
the new Govemer of Queensland, has completed his inspection 
of the northern districts of the colony. It is stated that at 
Mackay, one of the best sugar-growing districts, his Excellency 
saw a good deal of the Polynesians. In the course of a speech 
to those who entertained him there, the Marquis said: ‘I have 
been told that the means by which Polynesians were obtained 
were not legitimate, but I have failed to perceive this, in so 
far at least as Queensland is concerned; and, if one can judge 
by the countenances and manners of the Polynesians, they 
experience no regret at their position.' But his Excellency 
pointed out the advantage of giving them religious instruction. 
It would tend to set at rest an uneasy feeling which at present 
existed in the country to know that they were inclined to 
retain the Polynesians, and teach them religion." 
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I feel that comment is unnecessary, and will therefore conclude 
with one word of thanks to the reader who may have had the 
patience to follow me through my adventures without losing 
his temper; but with two, for any who may write at once to 
the Secretary of the Erewhon Evangelization Company, Limited 
(at the address which shall hereafter be advertised), and request 
to have his name put down as a shareholder. 

P.S.—I had just received and corrected the last proof of 
the foregoing volume, and was walking down the Strand from 
Temple Bar to Charing Cross, when on passing Exeter Hall I 
saw a number of devout-looking people crowding into the 
building with faces full of interested and complacent anticipation. 
I stopped, and saw an announcement that a missionary meeting 
was to be held forthwith, and that the native missionary, the 

Rev. William Habakkuk, from-(the colony from which I 

had started on my adventures), would be introduced, and make 
a short address. After some little difficulty I obtained admission, 
and heard two or three speeches, which were prefatory to the 
introduction of Mr. Habakkuk. One of these struck me as 
perhaps the most presumptuous that I had ever heard. The 
speaker said that the races of whom Mr. Habakkuk was a 
specimen, were in all probability the lost ten tribes of Israel. 
I dared not contradict him then, but I felt angry and injured 
at hearing the speaker jump to so preposterous a conclusion 
upon such insufficient grounds. The discovery of the ten tribes 
was mine, and mine only. I was still in the very height of 
indignation, when there was a murmur of expectation in the 
hall, and Mr. Habakkuk was brought forward. The reader 
may judge of my surprise at finding that he was none other 
than my old friend Chowbok! 

My jaw dropped, and my eyes almost started out of my head 
with astonishment. The poor fellow was dreadfully frightened, 
and the storm of applause which greeted his introduction seemed 
only to add to his confusion. I dare not trust myself to report 
his speech—indeed I could hardly listen to it, for I was nearly 
choked with trying to suppress my feelings. I am sure that I 
caught the words “Adelaide, the Queen Dowager,” and I thought 
that I heard “Mary Magdalene” shortly afterwards, but I had 
then to leave the hall for fear of being turned out. While on 
the staircase, I heard another burst of prolonged and rapturous 
applause, so I suppose the audience were satisfied. 

The feelings that came uppermost in my mind were hardly 
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of a very solemn character, but I thought of my first acquaint¬ 
ance with Chowbok, of the scene in the wool-shed, of the in¬ 
numerable lies he had told me, of his repeated attempts upon the 
brandy, and of many an incident which I have not thought it 
worth while to dwell upon; and I could not but derive some 
satisfaction from the hope that my own efforts might have 
contributed to the change which had been doubtless wrought 
upon him, and that the rite which I had performed, however 
unprofessionally, on that wild upland river-bed, had not been 
wholly without effect. I trust that what I have written about 
him in the earlier part of my book may not be libellous, and that 
it may do him no harm with his employers. He was then 
unregenerate. I must certainly find him out and have a talk 
with him; but before I shall have time to do so these pages will 
be in the hands of the public. 

At the last moment I see a probability of a complication 
which causes me much uneasiness. Please subscribe quickly. 
Address to the Mansion House, care of the Lord Mayor, whom I 
will instruct to receive names and subscriptions for me until I 
can organize a committee. 
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Him do I hate as I hate Hell fire, 

Who says one thing, and hides another in his heart. 

Iliad, ix, 312, 313. 




PREFACE 


I forget when, but not very long after I had published Erewhon 
in 1872, it occurred to me to ask myself what course events in 
Erewhon would probably take after Mr. Higgs, as I suppose I 
may now call him, had made his escape in the balloon with 
Arowhena. Given a people in the conditions supposed to exist 
in Erewhon, and given the apparently miraculous ascent of a 
remarkable stranger into the heavens with an earthly bride— 
what would be the effect on the people generally? 

There was no use in trying to solve this problem before, 
say, twenty years should have given time for Erewhonian 
developments to assume something like permanent shape, and 
in 1892 I was too busy with books now published to be able 
to attend to Erewhon. It was not till the early winter of 1900, 
i.e. as nearly as may be thirty years after the date of Higgs's 
escape, that I found time to deal with the question above 
stated, and to answer it, according to my lights, in the book 
which I now lay before the public. 

I have concluded, I believe rightly, that the events described 
in Chapter XXIV 1 of Erewhon would give rise to such a cata¬ 
clysmic change in the old Erewhonian opinions as would result 
in the development of a new religion. Now the development 
of all new religions follows much the same general course. 
In all cases the times are more or less out of joint—older faiths 
are losing their hold upon the masses. At such times, let a 
personality appear, strong in itself, and made to seem still 
stronger by association with some supposed transcendent 
miracle, and it will be easy to raise a Lo here! that will 
attract many followers. If there be a single great and, ap¬ 
parently well-authenticated, miracle, others will accrete round 
it; then, in all religions that have so originated, there will 
follow temples, priests, rites, sincere believers, and unscrupulous 
exploiters of public credulity. To chronicle the events that 
followed Higgs's balloon ascent without showing that they 
were much as they have been under like conditions in other 
places would be to hold the mirror up to something very wide 
of nature. 

1 Chapter XVIII of the Revised Edition. 
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Analogy, however, between courses of events is one thing— 
historic parallelisms abound; analogy between the main actors 
in events is a very different one, and one, moreover, of which 
few examples can be found. The development of the new ideas 
in Erewhon is a familiar one, but there is no more likeness 
between Higgs and the founder of any other religion, than 
there is between Jesus Christ and Mahomet. He is a typical 
middle-class Englishman, deeply tainted with priggishness in his 
earlier years, but in great part freed from it by the sweet uses 
of adversity. 

If I may be allowed for a moment to speak about myself, I 
would say that I have never ceased to profess myself a member 
of the more advanced wing of the English Broad Church. 
What those who belong to this wing believe, I believe. What 
they reject, I reject. No two people think absolutely alike on 
any subject, but when I converse with advanced Broad Church¬ 
men I find myself in substantial harmony with them. I believe 
—and should be very sorry if I did not believe—that, mutatis 
mutandis , such men will find the advice given on pp. 277-281 
and 287-291 1 of this book much what, under the supposed 
circumstances, they would themselves give. 

Lastly, I should express my great obligations to Mr. R. A. 
Streatfeild of the British Museum, who, in the absence from 
England of my friend Mr. H. Festing Jones, has kindly super¬ 
vised the corrections of my book as it passed through the press. 

May 1,1901. samuel butler 

l See pp. 355-357 and 361-363 of the present volume. 



CHAPTER I 

UPS AND DOWNS OF FORTUNE—MY FATHER STARTS FOR EREWHON 

Before telling the story of my father’s second visit to the 
remarkable country which he discovered now some thirty years 
since, I should perhaps say a few words about his career between 
the publication of his book in 1872 and his death in the early 
summer of 1891. I shall thus touch briefly on the causes that 
occasioned his failure to maintain that hold on the public which 
he had apparently secured at first. 

His book, as the reader may perhaps know, was published 
anonymously, and my poor father used to ascribe the acclama¬ 
tion with which it was received to the fact that no one knew 
who it might not have been written by. Ornne ignotum pro 
magnifico, and during its month of anonymity the book was a 
frequent topic of appreciative comment in good literary circles. 
Almost coincidently with the discovery that he was a mere 
nobody, people began to feel that their admiration had been too 
hastily bestowed, and before long opinion turned all the more 
seriously against him for this very reason. The subscription, 
to which the Lord Mayor had at first given his cordial support, 
was curtly announced as closed before it had been opened a 
week; it had met with so little success that I will not specify 
the amount eventually handed over, not without protest, to my 
father; small, however, as it was, he narrowly escaped being 
prosecuted for trying to obtain money under false pretences. 

The Geographical Society, which had for a few days received 
him with open arms, was among the first to turn upon him— 
not, so far as I can ascertain, on account of the mystery in which 
he had enshrouded the exact whereabouts of Erewhon, nor yet 
by reason of its being persistently alleged that he was subject 
to frequent attacks of alcoholic poisoning—but through his own 
want of tact, and a highly strung nervous state, which led him 
to attach too much importance to his own discoveries, and not 
enough to those of other people. This, at least, was my father’s 
version of the matter, as I heard it from his own lips in the later 
years of his life. 

“I was still very young / 1 he said to me, “and my mind was 
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more or less unhinged by the strangeness and peril of my 
adventures/’ Be this as it may, I fear there is no doubt that 
he was injudicious; and an ounce of judgment is worth a pound 
of discovery. 

Hence, in a surprisingly short time, he found himself dropped 
even by those who had taken him up most warmly, and had done 
most to find him that employment as a writer of religious tracts 
on which his livelihood was then dependent. The discredit, 
however, into which my father fell had the effect of deterring 
ally considerable number of people from trying to rediscover 
Erewhon, and thus caused it to remain as unknown to 
geographers in general as though it had never been found. A 
few shepherds and cadets at up-country stations had, indeed, 
tried to follow in my father’s footsteps, during the time when 
his book was still being taken seriously; but they had most of 
them returned, unable to face the difficulties that had opposed 
them. Some few, however, had not returned, and though 
search was made for them, their bodies had not been found. 
When he reached Erewhon on his second visit, my father 
learned that others had attempted to visit the country more 
recently—probably quite independently of his own book; and 
before he had himself been in it many hours he gathered what 
the fate of these poor fellows doubtless was. 

Another reason that made it more easy for Erewhon to 
remain unknown was the fact that the more mountainous 
districts, though repeatedly prospected for gold, had been pro¬ 
nounced non-auriferous, and as there was no sheep or cattle 
country, save a few river-bed flats above the upper gorges of 
any of the rivers, and no game to tempt the sportsman, there 
was nothing to induce people to penetrate into the fastnesses 
of the great snowy range. No more, therefore, being heard of 
Erewhon, my father’s book came to be regarded as a mere work 
of fiction, and I have heard quite recently of its having been 
seen on a second-hand bookstall, marked “6d. very readable.” 

Though there was no truth in the stories about my father’s 
being subject to attacks of alcoholic poisoning, yet, during the 
first few years after his return to England, his occasional fits 
of ungovernable excitement gave some colour to the opinion 
that much of what he said he had seen and done might be only 
subjectively true. I refer more particularly to his interview 
with Chowbok in the wool-shed, and his highly coloured descrip¬ 
tion of the statues on the top of the pass leading into Erewhon. 
These were soon set down as forgeries of delirium, and it was 
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maliciously urged that though in his book he had only admitted 
having taken “two or three bottles of brandy” with him, he 
had probably taken at least a dozen; and that if on the night 
before he reached the statues he had “only four ounces of 
brandy ” left, he must have been drinking heavily for the preced¬ 
ing fortnight or three weeks. Those who read the following 
pages will, I think, reject all idea that my father was in a state 
of delirium, not without surprise that any one should have ever 
entertained it. 

It was Chowbok who, if he did not originate these calumnies, 
did much to disseminate and gain credence for them. He 
remained in England for some years, and never tired of doing 
what he could to disparage my father. The cunning creature 
had ingratiated himself with our leading religious societies, 
especially with the more evangelical among them. Whatever 
doubt there might be about his sincerity, there was none about 
his colour, and a coloured convert in those days was more than 
Exeter Hall could resist. Chowbok saw that there was no room 
for him and for my father, and declared my poor father's story 
to be almost wholly false. It was true, he said, that he and my 
father had explored the head-waters of the river described in 
his book, but he denied that my father had gone on without 
him, and he named the river as one distant by many thousands 
of miles from the one it really was. He said that after about a 
fortnight he had returned in company with my father, who by 
that time had become incapacitated for further travel. At this 
point he would shrug his shoulders, look mysterious, and thus 
say “alcoholic poisoning” even more effectively than if he had 
uttered the words themselves. For a man's tongue lies often 
in his shoulders. 

Readers of my father's book will remember that Chowbok 
had given a very different version when he had returned to his 
employer's station; but time and distance afford cover under 
which falsehood can often do truth to death securely. 

I never understood why my father did not bring my mother 
forward to confirm his story. He may have done so while I 
was too young to know anything about it. But when people 
have made up their minds, they are impatient of further 
evidence; my mother, moreover, was of a very retiring disposi¬ 
tion. The Italians say: 

Chi lontano va ammogliare 

Sar& ingannato, o vorr& ingannare. 

“ If a man goes far afield for a wife, he will be deceived—or 
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means deceiving.” The proverb is as true for women as for 
men, and my mother was never quite happy in her new sur¬ 
roundings. Wilfully deceived she assuredly was not, but she 
could not accustom herself to English modes of thought; indeed 
she never even nearly mastered our language; my father always 
talked with her in Erewhonian, and so did I, for as a child she had 
taught me to do so, and I was as fluent with her language as 
with my fathers. In this respect she often told me I could 
pass myself off anywhere in Erewhon as a native; I shared also 
her personal appearance, for though not wholly unlike my father, 
I had taken more closely after my mother. In mind, if I may 
venture to say so, I believe I was more like my father. 

I may as well here inform the reader that I was bom at the 
end of September 1871, and was christened John, after my 
grandfather. From what I have said above he will readily 
believe that my earliest experiences were somewhat squalid. 
Memories of childhood rush vividly upon me when I pass through 
a low London alley, and catch the faint sickly smell that pervades 
it—half paraffin, half black currants, but wholly something very 
different. I have a fancy that we lived in Blackmoor Street, 
off Drury Lane. My father, when first I knew of his doing 
anything at all, supported my mother and myself by drawing 
pictures with coloured chalks upon the pavement; I used some¬ 
times to watch him, and marvel at the skill with which he 
represented fogs, floods, and fires. These three “f’s,” he would 
say, were his three best friends, for they were easy to do and 
brought in halfpence freely. The return of the dove to the ark 
was his favourite subject. Such a little ark, on such a hazy 
morning, and such a little pigeon—the rest of the picture being 
cheap sky, and still cheaper sea; nothing, I have often heard 
him say, was more popular than this with his clients. He held 
it to be his masterpiece, but would add with some naivete that 
he considered himself a public benefactor for carrying it out in 
such perishable fashion. “At any rate,” he would say, “no one 
can bequeath one of my many replicas to the nation.” 

I never learned how much my father earned by his profession, 
but it must have been something considerable, for we always 
had enough to eat and drink; I imagine that he did better than 
many a struggling artist with more ambitious aims. He was 
strictly temperate during all the time that I knew any.hing 
about him, but he was not a teetotaller; I never saw any of the 
fits of nervous excitement which in his earlier years had done 
so much to wreck him. In the evenings, and on days when the 
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state of the pavement did not permit him to work, he took 
great pains with my education, which he could very well do, 
for as a boy he had been in the sixth form of one of our foremost 
public schools. I found him a patient, kindly instructor, while 
to my mother he was a model husband. Whatever others may 
have said about him, I can never think of him without very 
affectionate respect. 

Things went on quietly enough, as above indicated, till I was 
about fourteen, when by a freak of fortune my father became 
suddenly affluent. A brother of his father’s had emigrated to 
Australia in 1851, and had amassed great wealth. We knew of 
his existence, but there had been no intercourse between him 
and my father, and we did not even know that he was rich and 
unmarried. He died intestate towards the end of 1885, and my 
father was the only relative he had, except, of course, myself, 
for both my father’s sisters had died young, and without leaving 
children. 

The solicitor through whom the news reached us was, happily, 
a man of the highest integrity, and also very sensible and kind. 
He was a Mr. Alfred Emery Cathie, of 15 Clifford’s Inn, E.C., and 
my father placed himself unreservedly in his hands. I was at 
once sent to a first-rate school, and such pains had my father 
taken with me that I was placed in a higher form than might 
have been expected considering my age. The way in which he 
had taught me had prevented my feeling any dislike for study; 
I therefore stuck fairly well to my books, while not neglecting 
the games which are so important a part of healthy education. 
Everything went well with me, both as regards masters and 
schoolfellows; nevertheless, I was declared to be of a highly 
nervous and imaginative temperament, and the school doctor 
more than once urged our head master not to push me forward 
too rapidly—for which I have ever since held myself his debtor. 

Early in 1890, I being then home from Oxford (where I had 
been entered in the preceding year), my mother died; not so 
much from active illness, as from what was in reality a kind of 
maladie du pays. All along she had felt herself an exile, and 
though she had borne up wonderfully during my father’s long 
struggle with adversity, she began to break as soon as prosperity 
had removed the necessity for exertion on her own part. 

My father could never divest himself of the feeling that he 
had wrecked her life by inducing her to share her lot with his 
own; to say that he was stricken with remorse on losing her is 
not enough; he had been so stricken almost from the first year 
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of his marriage; on her death he was haunted by the wrong he 
accused himself—as it seems to me very unjustly—of having 
done her, for it was neither his fault nor hers—it was AtA 

His unrest soon assumed the form of a burning desire to 
revisit the country in which he and my mother had been happier 
together than perhaps they ever again were. I had often heard 
him betray a hankering after a return to Erewhon, disguised so 
that no one should recognize him; but as long as my mother lived 
he would not leave her. When death had taken her from him, 
he so evidently stood in need of a complete change of scene 
that even those friends who had most strongly dissuaded him 
from what they deemed a madcap enterprise, thought it better 
to leave him to himself. It would have mattered little how 
much they tried to dissuade him, for before long his passionate 
longing for the journey became so overmastering that nothing 
short of restraint in prison or a madhouse could have stayed 
his going; but we were not easy about him. 

“He had better go/* said Mr. Cathie to me, when I was at 
home for the Easter vacation, “ and get it over. He is not well, 
but he is still in the prime of life; doubtless he will come back 
with renewed health and will settle down to a quiet home 
life again.” 

This, however, was not said till it had become plain that in 
a few days my father would be on his way. He had made a 
new will, and left an ample power of attorney with Mr. Cathie 
—or, as we always called him, Alfred—who was to supply me 
with whatever money I wanted; he had put all other matters 
in order in case anything should happen to prevent his ever 
returning, and he set out on i October, 1890, more composed 
and cheerful than I had seen him for some time past. 

I had not realized how serious the danger to my father 
would be if he were recognized while he was in Erewhon, for I 
am ashamed to say that I had not yet read his book. I had 
heard over and over again of his flight with my mother in the 
balloon, and had long since read his few opening chapters, but 
I had found, as a boy naturally would, that the succeeding pages 
were a little dull, and soon put the book aside. My father, 
indeed, repeatedly urged me not to read it, for he said there was 
much in it—more especially in the earlier chapters, which I had 
alone found interesting—that he would gladly cancel if he 
could. “But there!” he had said with a laugh, “what does 
it matter?” 

He had hardly left, before I read his book from end to end, 
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and, on having done so, not only appreciated the risks that he 
would have to run, but was struck with the wide difference 
between his character as he had himself portrayed it and the 
estimate I had formed of it from personal knowledge. When, 
on his return, he detailed to me his adventures, the account 
he gave of what he had said and done corresponded with my 
own ideas concerning him; but I doubt not the reader will 
see that the twenty years between his first and second visit 
had modified him even more than so long an interval might 
be expected to do. 

I heard from him repeatedly during the first two months of 
his absence, and was surprised to find that he had stayed for 
a week or ten days at more than one place of call on his outward 
journey. On 26 November he wrote from the port whence he 
was to start for Erewhon, seemingly in good health and spirits; 
and on 27 December, 1891, he telegraphed for a hundred pounds 
to be wired out to him at this same port. This puzzled both 
Mr. Cathie and myself, for the interval between 26 November 
and 27 December seemed too short to admit of his having paid 
his visit to Erewhon and returned; as, moreover, he had added 
the words, “ Coming home,” we rather hoped that he had 
abandoned his intention of going there. 

We were also surprised at his wanting so much money, for 
he had taken a hundred pounds in gold, which, from some 
fancy, he had stowed in a small silver jewel-box that he had 
given my mother not long before she died. He had also taken 
a hundred pounds* worth of gold nuggets, which he had intended 
to sell in Erewhon so as to provide himself with money when 
he got there. 

I should explain that these nuggets would be worth in Erewhon 
fully ten times as much as they would in Europe, owing to 
the great scarcity of gold in that country. The Erewhonian 
coinage is entirely silver—which is abundant, and worth much 
what it is in England—or copper, which is also plentiful; but 
what we should call five pounds* worth of silver money would 
not buy more than one of our half-sovereigns in gold. 

He had put his nuggets into ten brown holland bags, and he 
had had secret pockets made for the old Erewhonian dress 
which he had worn when he escaped, so that he need never 
have more than one bag of nuggets accessible at a time. He 
was not likely, therefore, to have been robbed. His passage 
to the port above referred to had been paid before he started, 
and it seemed impossible that a man of his very inexpensive 
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habits should have spent two hundred pounds in a single month 
—for the nuggets would be immediately convertible in an 
English colony. There was nothing, however, to be done but 
to cable out the money and wait my father’s arrival. 

Returning for a moment to my father’s old Erewhonian dress, 
I should say that he had preserved it simply as a memento 
and without any idea that he should again want it. It was 
not the court dress that had been provided for him on the 
occasion of his visit to the king and queen, but the everyday 
clothing that he had been ordered to wear when he was put 
in prison, though his English coat, waistcoat, and trousers had 
been allowed to remain in his own possession. These, I had 
seen from his book, had been presented by him to the queen 
(with the exception of two buttons, which he had given to 
Yram as a keepsake), and had been preserved by her displayed 
upon a wooden dummy. The dress in which he escaped had 
been soiled during the hours that he and my mother had been 
in the sea, and had also suffered from neglect during the years 
of his poverty; but he wished to pass himself off as a common 
peasant or working-man, so he preferred to have it set in order 
as might best be done, rather than copied. 

So cautious was he in the matter of dress that he took with 
him the boots he had worn on leaving Erewhon, lest the foreign 
make of his English boots should arouse suspicion. They were 
nearly new, and when he had had them softened and well 
greased, he found he could still wear them quite comfortably. 

But to return. He reached home late at night one day at 
the beginning of February, and a glance was enough to show 
that he was an altered man. 

“What is the matter?” said I, shocked at his appearance. 
“Did you go to Erewhon, and were you ill-treated there?” 

“I went to Erewhon,” he said, “and I was not ill-treated 
there, but I have been so shaken that I fear I shall quite lose 
my reason. Do not ask me more now. I will tell you about 
it all to-morrow. Let me have something to eat, and go to bed.” 

When we met at breakfast next morning, he greeted me 
with all his usual warmth of affection, but he was still taciturn. 
“I will begin to tell you about it,” he said, “after breakfast. 
Where is your dear mother? How was it that I have . . .” 

Then of a sudden his memory returned and he burst into 
tears. 

I now saw, to my horror, that his mind was gone. When 
he recovered, he said: “It has all come back again, but at 
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times now I am a blank, and every week am more and more so. 
I dare say I shall be sensible now for several hours. We will 
go into the study after breakfast, and I will talk to you as 
long as I can do so.” 

Let the reader spare me, and let me spare the reader any 
description of what we both of us felt. 

When we were in the study, my father said: “My dearest 
boy, get pen and paper and take notes of what I tell you. It 
will be all disjointed; one day I shall remember this, and another 
that, but there will not be many more days on which I shall 
remember anything at all. I cannot write a coherent page. 
You, when I am gone, can piece what I tell you together, 
and tell it as I should have told it if I had been still sound. 
But do not publish it yet; it might do harm to those dear 
good people. Take the notes now, and arrange them the sooner 
the better, for you may want to ask me questions, and I shall 
not be here much longer. Let publishing wait till you are 
confident that publication can do no harm; and above all, say 
nothing to betray the whereabouts of Erewhon, beyond admitting 
(which I fear I have already done) that it is in the Southern 
hemisphere.” 

These intrusions I have religiously obeyed. For the first 
days after his return my father had few attacks of loss of 
memory, and I was in hopes that his former health of mind 
would return when he found himself in his old surroundings. 
During these days he poured forth the story of his adventures 
so fast, that if I had not had a fancy for acquiring shorthand, 
I should not have been able to keep pace with him. I repeatedly 
urged him not to overtax his strength, but he was oppressed 
by the fear that if he did not speak at once, he might never 
be able to tell me all he had to say; I had, therefore, to submit, 
though seeing plainly enough that he was only hastening the 
complete paralysis which he so greatly feared. 

Sometimes his narrative would be coherent for pages together, 
and he could answer any questions without hesitation; at others, 
he was now here and now there, and if I tried to keep him to 
the order of events he would say that he had forgotten inter¬ 
mediate incidents, but that they would probably come back to 
him, and I should perhaps be able to put them in their proper 
places. 

After about ten days he seemed satisfied that I had got 
all the facts, and that with the help of the pamphlets which 
he had brought with him I should be able to make out a 
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connected story. “Remember,” he said, “that I thought I 
was quite well so long as I was in Erewhon, and do not let 
me appear as anything else.” 

When he had fully delivered himself, he seemed easier in his 
mind, but before a month had passed he became completely 
paralysed, and though he lingered till the beginning of June, 
he was seldom more than dimly conscious of what was going on 
around him. 

His death robbed me of one who had been a very kind and 
upright elder brother rather than a father; and so strongly have 
I felt his influence still present, living and working, as I believe 
for better within me, that I did not hesitate to copy the epitaph 
which he saw in the Musical Bank at Fairmead, 1 and to have it 
inscribed on the very simple monument which he desired should 
alone mark his grave. 

The foregoing was written in the summer of 1891; what I 
now add should be dated 3 December, 1900. If, in the course 
of my work, I have misrepresented my father, as I fear I may 
have sometimes done, I would ask my readers to remember 
that no man can tell another’s story without some involuntary 
misrepresentation both of facts and characters. They will, 
of course, see that Erewhon Revisited is written by one who has 
far less literary skill than the author of Erewhon; but again I 
would ask indulgence on the score of youth, and the fact that 
this is my first book. It was written nearly ten years ago, 
i.e. in the months from March to August 1891, but for reasons 
already given it could not then be made public. I have now 
received permission, and therefore publish the following chapters, 
exactly, or very nearly exactly, as they were left when I had 
finished editing my father’s diaries, and the notes I took down 
from his own mouth—with the exception, of course, of these last 
few lines, hurriedly written as I am on the point of leaving 
England, of the additions I made in 1892, on returning from my 
own three hours’ stay in Erewhon, and of the postscript. 

* See Chapter X. 
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CHAPTER II 

TO THE FOOT OF THE PASS INTO EREWHON 

When my father reached the colony for which he had left 
England some twenty-two years previously, he bought a horse, 
and started up-country on the evening of the day after his arrival, 
which was, as I have said, on one of the last days of November 
1890. He had taken an English saddle with him, and a couple 
of roomy and strongly made saddle-bags. In these he packed 
his money, his nuggets, some tea, sugar, tobacco, salt, a flask of 
brandy, matches, and as many ship’s biscuits as he thought he 
was likely to want; he took no meat, for he could supply himself 
from some accommodation-house or sheep-station, when near¬ 
ing the point after which he would have to begin camping out. 
He rolled his Erewhonian dress and small toilet necessaries 
inside a warm red blanket, and strapped the roll on to the front 
part of his saddle. On to other D’s, with which his saddle was 
amply provided, he strapped his Erewhonian boots, a tin 
pannikin, and a billy that would hold about a quart. I should, 
perhaps, explain to English readers that a billy is a tin can, the 
name for which (doubtless of French-Canadian origin) is derived 
irom the words “faire bouillir.” He also took with him a pair 
of hobbles and a small hatchet. 

He spent three whole days in riding across the plains, and was 
struck with the very small signs of change that he could detect; 
but the fall in wool, and the failure, so far, to establish a frozen- 
meat trade, had prevented any material development of the 
resources of the country. When he had got to the front ranges, 
he followed up the river next to the north of the one that he had 
explored years ago, and from the head-waters of which he had 
been led to discover the only practicable pass into Erewhon. 
He did this, partly to avoid the terribly dangerous descent on 
to the bed of the more northern river, and partly to escape being 
seen by shepherds or bullock-drivers who might remember him. 

If he had attempted to get through the gorge of this river in 
1870, he would have found it impassable; but a few river-bed 
flats had been discovered above the gorge, on which there was 
now a shepherd’s hut, and on the discovery of these flats a 
narrow horse-track had been made from one end of the gorge 
to the other. ( 

He was hospitably entertained at the shepherd’s hut just 
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mentioned, which he reached on Monday, i December. He 
told the shepherd in charge of it that he had come to see if he 
could find traces of a large wingless bird, whose existence had 
been reported as having been discovered among the extreme 
head-waters of the river. 

“Be careful, sir,” said the shepherd, “the river is very 
dangerous; several people—one only about a year ago—have 
left this hut, and though their horses and their camps have been 
found, their bodies have not. When a great fresh comes down, 
it would carry a body out to sea in twenty-four hours.” 

He evidently had no idea that there was a pass through the 
ranges up the river, which might explain the disappearance of 
an explorer. 

Next day my father began to ascend the river. There was 
so much tangled growth still unbumt wherever there was room 
for it to grow, and so much swamp, that my father had to keep 
almost entirely to the river-bed—and here there was a good deal 
of quicksand. The stones also were often large for some dis¬ 
tance together, and he had to cross and recross streams of the 
river more than once, so that though he travelled all day with 
the exception of a couple of hours tor dinner, he had not made 
more than some five-and-twenty miles when he reached a 
suitable camping-ground, where he unsaddled his horse, hobbled 
him, and turned him out to feed. The grass was beginning to 
seed, so that though it was none too plentiful, what there was 
of it made excellent feed. 

He lit his fire, made himself some tea, ate his cold mutton 
and biscuits, and lit his pipe, exactly as he had done twenty 
years before. There was the clear starlit sky, the rushing river, 
and the stunted trees on the mountain-side; the woodhens cried, 
and the “more-pork” hooted out her two monotonous notes, 
exactly as they had done years since; one moment, and time 
had so flown backwards that youth came bounding back to him 
with the return of his youth’s surroundings; the next, and the 
intervening twenty years—most of them grim ones—rose up 
mockingly before him, and the buoyancy of hope yielded to the 
despondency of admitted failure. By and by buoyancy re¬ 
asserted itself, and, soothed by the peace and beauty of the 
night, he wrapped himself up in his blanket and dropped off into 
a dreamless slumber. 

Next morning, i.e. 3 December, he rose soon after dawn, 
bathed in a backwater of the river, got his breakfast, found his 
horse on the river-bed, and started as soon as he had duly packed 
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and loaded. He had now to cross streams of the river and 
recross them more often than on the preceding day, and this, 
though his horse took well to the water, required care; for he 
was anxious not to wet his saddle-bags; and it was only by 
crossing at the wide, smooth water above a rapid, and by pick¬ 
ing places where the river ran in two or three streams, that he 
could find fords where his practised eye told him that the water 
would not be above his horse’s belly—for the river was of great 
volume. Fortunately, there had been a late fall of snow on the 
higher ranges, and the river was, for the summer season, low. 

Towards evening, having travelled, so far as he could guess, 
some twenty or five-and-twenty miles (for he had made another 
midday halt), he reached the place which he easily recognized 
as that where he had camped before crossing to the pass that led 
into Erewhon. It was the last piece of ground that could be 
called a flat (though it was in reality only the sloping delta of a 
stream that descended from the pass) before reaching a large 
glacier that had encroached on the river-bed, which it traversed 
at right angles for a considerable distance. 

Here he again camped, hobbled his horse, and turned him 
adrift, hoping that he might again find him some two or three 
months hence, for there was a good deal of sweet grass here 
and there, with sow-thistle and anise; and the coarse tussock 
grass would be in full seed shortly, which alone would keep 
him going for as long a time as my father expected to be away. 
Little did he think that he should want him again so shortly. 

Having attended to his horse, he got his supper, and while 
smoking his pipe congratulated himself on the way in which 
something had smoothed away all the obstacles that had so 
nearly baffled him on his earlier journey. Was he being lured 
on to his destruction by some malicious fiend, or befriended by 
one who had compassion on him and wished him well? His 
naturally sanguine temperament inclined him to adopt the 
friendly spirit theory, in the peace of which he again laid himself 
down to rest, and slept soundly from dark till dawn. 

In the morning, though the water was somewhat icy, he 
again bathed, and then put on his Erewhonian boots and dress. 
He stowed his European clothes, with some difficulty, into his 
saddle-bags. Herein also he left his case full of English 
sovereigns, his spare pipes, his purse, which contained two 
pounds in gold and seven or eight shillings, part of his stock 
of tobacco, and whatever provision was left him, except the 
meat—which he left for sundry hawks and parrots that were 
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eyeing his proceedings apparently without fear of man. His 
nuggets he concealed in the secret pockets of which I have 
already spoken, keeping one bag alone accessible. 

He had had his hair and beard cut short on ship-board the 
day before he landed. These he now dyed with a dye that 
he had brought from England, and which in a few minutes 
turned them very nearly black. He also stained his face and 
hands deep brown. He hung his saddle and bridle, his English 
boots, and his saddle-bags on the highest bough that he could 
reach, and made them fairly fast with strips of flax leaf, for 
there was some stunted flax growing on the ground where he 
had camped. He feared that, do what he might, they would 
not escape the inquisitive thievishness of the parrots, whose 
strong beaks could easily cut leather; but he could do nothing 
more. It occurs to me, though my father never told me so, 
that it was perhaps with a view to these birds that he had 
chosen to put his English sovereigns into a metal box, with a 
clasp to it which would defy them. 

He made a roll of his blanket, and slung it over his shoulder; 
he also took his pipe, tobacco, a little tea, a few ship’s biscuits, 
and his billy and pannikin; matches and salt go without saying. 
When he had thus ordered everything as nearly to his satis¬ 
faction as he could, he looked at his watch for the last time, 
as he believed, till many weeks should have gone by, and 
found it to be about seven o’clock. Remembering what trouble 
it had got him into years before, he took down his saddle-bags, 
reopened them, and put the watch inside. He then set himself 
to climb the mountain-side, towards the saddle on which he 
had seen the statues. 


CHAPTER III 

MY FATHER WHILE CAMPING IS ACCOSTED BY PROFESSORS 
HANKY AND PANKY 

My father found the ascent more fatiguing than he remembered 
it to have been. The climb, he said, was steady, and took 
him between four and five hours, as near as he could guess, 
now that he had no watch; but it offered nothing that could 
be called a difficulty, and the watercourse that came down 
from the saddle was a sufficient guide; once or twice there 
were waterfalls, but they did not seriously delay him. 



PROFESSORS HANKY AND PANKY 211 

After he had climbed some three thousand feet, he began 
to be on the alert for some sound of ghostly chanting from the 
statues; but he heard nothing, and toiled on till he came to a 
sprinkling of fresh snow—part of the fall which he had observed 
on the preceding day as having whitened the higher mountains; 
he knew, therefore, that he must now be nearing the saddle. 
The snow grew rapidly deeper, and by the time he reached 
the statues the ground was covered to a* depth of two or three 
inches. 

He found the statues smaller than he had expected. He 
had said in his book—written many months after he had seen 
them—that they were about six times the size of life, but he 
now thought that four or five times would have been enough 
to say. Their mouths were much clogged with snow, so that 
even though there had been a strong wind (which there was not) 
they would not have chanted. In other respects he found 
them not less mysteriously impressive than at first. He walked 
two or three times all round them, and then went on. 

The snow did not continue far down, but before long my 
father entered a thick bank of cloud, and had to feel his way 
cautiously along the stream that descended from the pass. 
It was some two hours before he emerged into clear air, and 
found himself on the level bed of an old lake now grassed over. 
He had quite forgotten this feature of the descent—perhaps 
the clouds had hung over it; he was overjoyed, however, to 
find that the flat ground abounded with a kind of quail, larger 
than ours, and hardly, if at all, smaller than a partridge. The 
abundance of these quails surprised him, for he did not remember 
them as plentiful anywhere on the Erewhonian side of the 
mountains. 

The Erewhonian quail, like its now nearly, if not quite, 
extinct New Zealand congener, can take three successive flights 
of a few yards each, but then becomes exhausted; hence quails 
are only found on ground that is never burned, and where there 
are no wild animals to molest them; the cats and dogs that 
accompany European civilization soon exterminate them; my 
father, therefore, felt safe in concluding that he was still far 
from any village. Moreover, he could see no sheep or goats’ 
dung; and this surprised him, for he thought he had found 
signs of pasturage much higher than this. Doubtless, he said 
to himself, when he wrote his book he had forgotten how long 
the descent had been. But it was odd, for the grass was good 
feed enough, and ought, he considered, to have been well stocked* 
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Tired with his climb, during which he had not rested to 
take food, but had eaten biscuits as he walked, he gave him¬ 
self a good long rest, and when refreshed, he ran down a couple 
of dozen quails, some of which he meant to eat whan he camped 
for the night, while the others would help him out of a difficulty 
which had been troubling him for some time. 

What was he to say when people asked him, as they were 
sure to do, how he was living? And how was he to get enough 
Erewhonian money to keep him going till he could find some 
safe means of selling a few of his nuggets? He had had a 
little Erewhonian money when he went up in the balloon, but 
had thrown it over, with everything else except the clothes 
he wore and his MSS., when the balloon was nearing the water. 
He had nothing with him that he dared offer for sale, and 
though he had plenty of gold, was in reality penniless. 

When, therefore, he saw the quails, he again felt as though 
some friendly spirit was smoothing his way before him. What 
more easy than to sell them at Coldharbour (for so the name 
of the town in which he had been imprisoned should be trans¬ 
lated), where he knew they were a delicacy, and would fetch 
him the value of an English shilling a piece? 

It took him between two and three hours to catch two dozen. 
When he had thus got what he considered a sufficient stock, 
he tied their legs together with rushes, and ran a stout stick 
through the whole lot. Soon afterwards he came upon a wood 
of stunted pines, which, though there was not much under¬ 
growth, nevertheless afforded considerable shelter and enabled 
him to gather wood enough to make himself a good fire. This 
was acceptable, for though the days were long, it was now 
evening, and as soon as the sun had gone the air became crisp 
and frosty. 

Here he resolved to pass the night. He chose a part where 
the trees were thickest, lit his fire, plucked and cleaned four 
quails, filled his billy with water from the stream hard by, made 
tea in his pannikin, grilled two of his birds on the embers, ate 
them, and when he had done all this, he lit his pipe and began 
to think things over. 

“So far so good,” said he to himself; but hardly had the words 
passed through his mind before he was startled by the sound of 
voices, still at some distance, but evidently drawing towards him. 

He instantly gathered up his billy, pannikin, tea, biscuits, and 
blanket, all of which he had determined to discard and hide on 
flie following morning; everything that could betray him he 
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carried full haste into the wood some few yards off, in the 
direction opposite to that from which the voices were coming, 
but he let his quails lie where they were, and put his pipe and 
tobacco in his pocket. 

The voices drew nearer and nearer, and it was all my father 
could do to get back and sit down innocently by his fire, before 
he could hear what was being said. 

“Thank goodness,” said one of the speakers (of course in the 
Erewhonian language), “we seem to be finding somebody at 
last. I hope it is not some poacher; we had better be careful.” 

“Nonsense!” said the other. “It must be one of the rangers. 
No one would dare to light a fire while poaching on the king’s 
preserves. What o’clock do you make it?” 

“Half after nine.” And the watch was still in the speaker’s 
hand as he emerged from darkness into the glowing light of 
the fire. My father glanced at it, and saw that it was exactly 
like the one he had worn on entering Erewhon nearly twenty 
years previously. 

The watch, however, was a very small matter; the dress of 
these two men (for there were only two) was far more dis¬ 
concerting. They were not in the Erewhonian costume. The 
one was dressed like an Englishman or would-be Englishman, 
while the other was wearing the same kind of clothes but turned 
the wrong way round, so that when his face was towards my 
father his body seemed to have its back towards him, and 
vice versa. The man’s head, in fact, appeared to have been 
screwed right round; and yet it was plain that if he were stripped 
he would be found built like other people. 

What could it all mean? The men were about fifty years 
old. They were well-to-do people, well clad, well fed, and were 
felt instinctively by my father to belong to the academic classes. 
That one of them should be dressed like a sensible Englishman 
dismayed my father as much as that the other should have a 
watch, and look as if he had just broken out of Bedlam, or as 
King Dagobert must have looked if he had worn all his clothes 
as he is said to have worn his breeches. Both wore their 
clothes so easily—for he who wore them reversed had evidently 
been measured with a view to this absurd fashion—that it was 
plain their dress was habitual. 

My father was alarmed as well as astounded, for he saw 
that what little plan of a campaign he had formed must be 
reconstructed, and he had no idea in what direction his next 
move should be taken; but he was a ready man, and knew that 



EREWHON REVISITED 


214 

when people have taken any idea into their heads, a little con¬ 
firmation will fix it. A first idea is like a strong seedling: it 
will grow if it can. 

In less time than it will have taken the reader to get through 
the last foregoing paragraphs, my father took up the cue 
furnished him by the, second speaker. 

“ Yes,” said he, going boldly up to this gentleman, “I am one 
of the rangers, and it is my duty to ask you what you are doing 
here upon the king’s preserves.” 

“Quite so, my man,” was the rejoinder. “We have been to 
see the statues at the head of the pass, and have a permit from 
the Mayor of Sunch’ston to enter upon the preserves. We lost 
ourselves in the thick fog, both going and coming back.” 

My father inwardly blessed the fog. He did not catch the 
name of the town, but presently found that it was commonly 
pronounced as I have written it. 

“Be pleased to show it me,” said my father in his politest 
manner. On this a document was handed to him. 

I will here explain that I shall translate the names of men 
and places, as well as the substance of the document; and I shall 
translate all names in future. Indeed I have just done so in 
the case of Sunch’ston. As an example, let me explain that the 
true Erewhonian names for Hanky and Panky, to whom the 
reader will be immediately introduced, are Sukoh and Sukop— 
names too cacophonous to be read with pleasure by the English 
public. I must ask the reader to believe that in all cases I am 
doing my best to give the spirit of the original name. 

I would also express my regret that my father did not either 
uniformly keep to the true Erewhonian names, as in the cases 
of Senoj, Nosnibor, Ydgrun, Thims, etc.—names which occur 
constantly in Erewhon—or else invariably invent a name, as 
he did whenever he considered the true name impossible. My 
poor mother’s name, for example, was really Nna Haras, and 
Mahaina’s Enaj Vsteb, which he dared not face. He, therefore, 
gave these characters the first names that euphony suggested, 
without any attempt at translation. Rightly or wrongly, I 
have determined to keep consistently to translation for all 
names not used in my father’s book; and throughout, whether 
as regards names or conversations, I shall translate with the 
freedom without which no translation rises above construe 
level. 

Let me now return to the permit. The earlier part of the 
document was printed, and ran as follows: 
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“ Extracts from the Act for the afforesting of certain lands 
lying between the town of Sunchildston, formerly called Cold- 
harbour, and the mountains which bound the kingdom of Ere- 
whon, passed in the year Three, being the eighth year of the 
reign of His Most Gracious Majesty King Well-Beloved the 
Twenty-Second. 

“Whereas it is expedient to prevent any of His Majesty's 
subjects from trying to cross over into unknown lands beyond 
the mountains, and in like manner to protect His Majesty's 
kingdom from intrusion on the part of foreign devils, it is hereby 
enacted that certain lands, more particularly described here¬ 
after, shall be afforested and set apart as a hunting-ground for 
His Majesty's private use. 

“It is also enacted that the Rangers and Under-rangers shall 
be required to immediately kill without parley any foreign 
devil whom they may encounter coming from the other side of 
the mountains. They are to weight the body, and throw it 
into the Blue Pool under the waterfall shown on the plan hereto 
annexed; but on pain of imprisonment for life they shall not 
reserve to their own use any article belonging to the deceased. 
Neither shall they divulge what they have done to any one 
save the Head Ranger, who shall report the circumstances of 
the case fully and minutely to His Majesty. 

“As regards any of His Majesty's subjects who may be taken 
while trespassing on His Majesty's preserves without a special 
permit signed by the Mayor of Sunchildston, or any who may 
be convicted of poaching on the said preserve^, the Rangers 
shall forthwith arrest them and bring them before the Mayor 
of Sunchildston, who shall inquire into their antecedents, and 
punish them with such term of imprisonment, with hard labour, 
as he may think fit, provided that no such term be of less duration 
than twelve calendar months. 

“For the further provisions of the said Act, those whom it 
may concern are referred to the Act in full, a copy of which may 
be seen at the official residence of the Mayor of Sunchildston.” 

Then followed in MS.: “XIX, xii, 29. Permit Professor 
Hanky, Royal Professor of Worldly Wisdom at Bridgeford, 
seat of learning, city of the people who are above suspicion, and 
Professor Panky, Royal Professor of Unworldly Wisdom in the 
said city, or either of them” [here the MS. ended, the rest of 
the permit being in print], “to pass freely during the space of 
forty-eight hours from the date hereof, over the King's preserves! 
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provided, under pain of imprisonment with hard labour for 
twelve months, that they do not kill, nor cause to be killed, nor 
eat, if another have killed, any one or more of His Majesty’s 
quails.” 

The signature was such a scrawl that my father could not 
read it, but underneath was printed, “Mayor of Sunchildston, 
formerly called Coldharbour.” 

What a mass of information did not my father gather as 
he read; but what a far greater mass did he not see that he 
must get hold of ere he could reconstruct his plans intelligently. 

“The year three,” indeed; and XIX, xii, 29, in Roman and 
Arabic characters! There were no such characters when he 
was in Erewhon before. It flashed upon him that he had 
repeatedly shown them to the Nosnibors, and had once even 
written them down. It could not be that ... No, it was 
impossible, and yet there was the European dress, aimed at 
by the one professor, and attained by the other. Again, “ XIX,” 
what was that? “xii” might do for December, but it was 
now the 4th of December not the 29th. “Afforested,” too? 
Then that was why he had seen no sheep-tracks. And how 
about the quails he had so innocently killed? What would 
have happened if he had tried to sell them in Coldharbour? 
What other like fatal error might he not ignorantly commit? 
And why had Coldharbour become Sunchildston? 

These thoughts raced through my poor father’s brain as he 
slowly perused the paper handed to him by the professors. 
To give himself time he feigned to be a poor scholar, but when 
he had delayed as long as he dared, he returned it to the one 
who had given it him. Without changing a muscle he said: 

“Your permit, sir, is quite regular. You can either stay 
here the night or go on to Sunchildston as you think fit. May 
I ask which of you two gentlemen is Professor Hanky, and 
which Professor Panky?” 

“My name is Panky,” said the one who had the watch, 
who wore his clothes reversed, and who had thought my father 
might be a poacher. 

“And mine Hanky,” said the other. 

“What do you think, Panky,” he added, turning to his 
brother professor, “had we not better stay here till sunrise? 
We are both of us tired, and this fellow can make us a good 
fire. It is very dark, and there will be no moon this two hours. 
We are hungry, but we can hold out till we get to Sunchildston; 
it cannot be more than eight or nine miles farther down.” 
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Panky assented; but then, turning sharply to my father, he 
said, “My man, what are you doing in the forbidden dress? 
Why are you not in ranger's uniform, and what is the meaning 
of all those quails?” For his seedling idea that my father 
was in reality a poacher was doing its best to grow. 

Quick as thought my father answered, “The head ranger 
sent me a message this morning to deliver him three dozen 
quails at Sunchildston by to-morrow afternoon. As for the 
dress, we can run the quails down quicker in it, and he says 
nothing to us so long as we only wear out old clothes and put 
on our uniforms before we near the town. My uniform is in 
the ranger’s shelter an hour and a half higher up the valley.” 

“See what comes,” said Panky, “of having a whipper- 
snapper not yet twenty years old in the responsible post of 
head ranger. As for this fellow, he may be speaking the truth, 
but I distrust him.” 

“The man is all right, Panky,” said Hanky, “and seems 
to be a decent fellow enough.” Then to my father, “How 
many brace have you got?” And he looked at them a little 
wistfully. 

“I have been at it all day, sir, and I have only got eight 
brace. I must run down ten more brace to-morrow.” 

“I see, I see.” Then, turning to Panky, he said, “Of course, 
they are wanted for the mayor’s banquet on Sunday. By the 
way, we have not yet received our invitation; I suppose we 
shall find it when we get back to Sunchildston.” 

“Sunday, Sunday, Sunday I” groaned my father inwardly; 
but he changed not a muscle of his face, and said stolidly to 
Professor Hanky, “I think you must be right, sir; but there 

was nothing said about it to me. I was only told to bring 

the birds.” 

Thus tenderly did he water the professor’s second seedling. 
But Panky had his seedling too, and Cain-like, was jealous that 
Hanky’s should flourish while his own was withering. 

“And what, pray, my man,” he said somewhat peremptorily 
to my father, “are those two plucked quails doing? Were 
you to deliver them plucked? And what bird did those bones 
belong to which I see lying by the fire with the flesh all eaten 

off them? Are the under-rangers allowed not only to wear 

the forbidden dress but to eat the king’s quails as well?” 

The form in which the question was asked gave my father 
his cue. He laughed heartily, and said, “Why, sir, those 
plucked birds are landrails, not quails, and those bones are 
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landrail bones. Look at this thigh-bone: was there ever a 
quail with such a bone as that ? ” 

I cannot say whether or no Professor Panky was really 
deceived by the sweet effrontery with which my father proffered 
him the bone. If he was taken in, his answer was dictated 
simply by a donnish unwillingness to allow any one to be better 
informed on any subject than he was himself. 

My father, when I suggested this to him, would not hear 
of it. “ Oh no,” he said; “ the man knew well enough that I was 
lying.” However, this may be, the professor’s manner changed. 
“You are right,” he said, “I thought they were landrail bones, 
but was not sure till I had one in my hand. I see, too, that 
the plucked birds are landrails, but there is little light, and I 
have not often seen them without their feathers.” 

“I think,” said my father to me, “that Hanky knew what 
his friend meant, for he said, ‘Panky, I am very hungry.’ 

“Oh, Hanky, Hanky,” said the other, modulating his harsh 
voice till it was quite pleasant. “ Don’t corrupt the poor man.” 

“Panky, drop that; we are not at Bridgeford now; lam 
very hungry, and I believe half those birds are not quails but 
landrails.” 

My father saw he was safe. He said, “Perhaps some of 
them might prove to be so, sir, under certain circumstances. 
I am a poor man, sir.” 

“Come, come,” said Hanky; and he slipped a sum equal 
to about half a crown into my father’s hand. 

“I do not know what you mean, sir,” said my father, “and 
if I did, half a crown would not be nearly enough.” 

“Hanky,” said Panky, “you must get this fellow to give 
you lessons.” 


CHAPTER IV 

MY FATHER OVERHEARS MORE OF HANKY AND PANKY’S 
CONVERSATION 

My father, schooled under adversity, knew that it was never 
well to press advantage too far. He took the equivalent of 
five shillings for three brace, which was somewhat less than 
the birds would have been worth when things were as he had 
known them. Moreover, he consented to take a shilling’s 
worth of Musical Bank money, which (as he has explained in 
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his book) has no appreciable value outside these banks. He 
did this because he knew that it would be respectable to be 
seen carrying a little Musical Bank money, and also because 
he wished to give some of it to the British Museum, where he 
knew that this curious coinage was unrepresented. But the 
coins struck him as being much thinner and smaller than he 
had remembered them. 

It was Panky, not Hanky, who had given him the Musical 
Bank money. Panky was the greater humbug of the two, for 
he would humbug even himself—a thing, by the way, not very 
hard to do; and yet he was the less successful humbug, for he 
could humbug no one who was worth humbugging—not for long. 
Hanky’s occasional frankness put people off their guard. He 
was the mere common, superficial, perfunctory professor, who, 
being a professor, would of course profess, but would not lie 
more than was in the bond; he was log-rolled and log-rolling, 
but still, in a robust wolfish fashion, human. 

Panky, on the other hand, was hardly human; he had thrown 
himself so earnestly into his work that he had become a living lie. 
If he had had to play the part of Othello he would have blacked 
himself all over, and very likely smothered his Desdemona in 
good earnest. Hanky would hardly have blacked himself 
behind the ears, and his Desdemona would have been quite 
safe. 

Philosophers are like quails in the respect that they can take 
two or three flights of imagination, but rarely more without an 
interval of repose. The professors had imagined my father to 
be a poacher and a ranger; they had imagined the quails to be 
wanted for Sunday’s banquet; they had imagined that they 
imagined (at least Panky had) that they were about to eat 
landrails; they were now exhausted, and cowered down into the 
grass of their ordinary conversation, paying no more attention 
to my father than if he had been a log. He, poor man, drank 
in every word they said, while seemingly intent on nothing but 
his quails, each one of which he cut up with a knife borrowed 
from Hanky. Two had been plucked already, so he laid these 
at once upon the clear embers. 

“I do not know what we are to do with ourselves,” said 
Hanky, “till Sunday. To-day is Thursday—it is the twenty- 
ninth, is it not? Yes, of course it is—Sunday is the first. Be¬ 
sides, it is on our permit. To-morrow we can rest; what, I 
wonder, can we do on Saturday? But the others will be here 
then, and we can tell them about the statues.” 
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“Yes, but mind you do not blurt out anything about the 
landrails.” 

“I think we may tell Dr. Downie.” 

“Tell nobody/’ said Panky. 

They then talked about the statues, concerning which it 
was plain that nothing was known. But my father soon broke 
in upon their conversation with the first instalment of quails, 
which a few minutes had sufficed to cook. 

“What a delicious bird a quail is/’ said Hanky. 

“Landrail, Hanky, landrail,” said the other reproachfully. 

Having finished the first birds in a very few minutes they 
returned to the statues. 

“Old Mrs. Nosnibor,” said Panky, “says the Sunchild told 
her they were symbolic of ten tribes who had incurred the dis¬ 
pleasure of the sun, his father.” 

I make no comment on my father’s feelings. 

“Of the sun! his fiddlesticks’ ends,” retorted Hanky. “He 
never called the sun his father. Besides, from all I have heard 
about him, I take it he was a precious idiot.” 

“Oh, Hanky, Hanky! you will wreck the whole thing if you 
ever allow yourself to talk in that way.” 

“You are more likely to wreck it yourself, Panky, by never 
doing so. People like being deceived, but they like also to have 
an inkling of their own deception, and you never inkle them.” 

“The queen,” said Panky, returning to the statues, “sticks 
to it that . . .” 

“Here comes another bird,” interrupted Hanky; “never 
mind about the queen.” 

The bird was soon eaten, whereon Panky again took up his 
parable about the queen. 

“The queen says they are connected with the cult of the 
ancient goddess Kiss-me-quick.” 

“What if they are? But the queen sees Kiss-me-quick in 
everything. Another quail, if you please, Mr. Ranger.” 

My father brought up another bird almost directly. Silence 
while it was being eaten. 

“Talking of the Sunchild,” said Panky, “did you ever see 
him?” 

“Never set eyes on him, and hope I never shall.” 

And so on till the last bird was eaten. 

“Fellow,” said Panky, “fetch some more wood; the fire is 
nearly dead/’ 

“I can find no more, sir,” said my father, who was afraid 
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lest some genuine ranger might be attracted by the light, and 
was determined to let it go out as soon as he had done cooking. 

“Never mind,” said Hanky, “the moon will be up soon.” 

“And now, Hanky,” said Panky, “tell me what you propose 
to say on Sunday. I suppose you have pretty well made up 
your mind about it by this time.” 

“Pretty nearly. I shall keep it much on the usual lines. 
I shall dwell upon the benighted state from which the Sunchild 
rescued us, and shall show how the Musical Banks, by at once 
taking up the movement, have been the blessed means of its 
now almost universal success. I shall talk about the immortal 
glory shed upon Sunch’ston by the Sunchild’s residence in the 
prison, and wind up with the Sunchild Evidence Society, and 
an earnest appeal for funds to endow the canonries required for 
the due service of the temple.” 

“Temple! what temple?” groaned my father inwardly. 

“And what are you going to do about the four black and 
white horses ? ” 

“Stick to them, of course—unless I make them six.” 

“ I really do not see why they might not have been horses.” 

“I dare say you do not,” returned the other dryly, “but they 
were black and white storks, and you know that as well as I do. 
Still, they have caught on, and they are in the altar-piece, 
prancing and curveting magnificently, so I shall trot them out.” 

“Altar-piece! Altar-piece! ” again groaned my father inwardly. 

He need not have groaned, for when he came to see the so- 
called altar-piece he found that the table above which it was 
placed had nothing in common with the altar in a Christian 
church. It was a mere table, on which were placed two bowls 
full of Musical Bank coins; two cashiers, who sat on either side 
of it, dispensed a few of these to all comers, while there was a 
box in front of it wherein people deposited coin of the realm 
according to their will or ability. The idea of sacrifice was not 
contemplated, and the position of the table, as well as the name 
given to it, was an instance of the way in which the Erewhonians 
had caught names and practices from my father, without under¬ 
standing what they either were or meant. So, again, when 
Professor Hanky had spoken of canonries, he had none but the 
vaguest idea of what a canonry is. 

I may add further that as a boy my father had had his Bible 
well drilled into him, and never forgot it. Hence Biblical 
passages and expressions had been often in his mouth, as the 
effect of mere unconscious cerebration. The Erewhonians had 
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caught many of these, sometimes corrupting them so that they 
were hardly recognizable. Things that he remembered having 
said were continually meeting him during the few days of his 
second visit, and it shocked him deeply to meet some gross 
travesty of his own words, or of words more sacred than his 
own, and yet to be unable to correct it. “I wonder,” he said 
to me, “that no one has ever hit on this as a punishment for 
the damned in Hades.” 

Let me now return to Professor Hanky, whom I fear that I 
have left too long. 

“And of course,” he continued, “I shall say all sorts of 
pretty things about the mayoress—for I suppose we must not 
even think of her as Yram now.” 

“The mayoress,” replied Panky, “is a very dangerous woman; 
see how she stood out about the way in which the Sunchild had 
worn his clothes before they gave him the then Erewhonian 
dress. Besides, she is a sceptic at heart, and so is that precious 
son of hers.” 

“She was quite right,” said Hanky, with something of a 
snort. “She brought him his dinner while he was still wearing 
the clothes he came in, and if men do not notice how a man 
wears his clothes, women do. Besides, there are many living 
who saw him wear them.” 

“Perhaps,” said Panky, “but we should never have talked 
the king over if we had not humoured him on this point. Yram 
nearly wrecked us by her obstinacy. If we had not frightened 
her, and if your study, Hanky, had not happened to have 
been burned ...” 

“ Come, come, Panky, no more of that.” 

“Of course I do not doubt that it was an accident; never¬ 
theless, if your study had not been accidentally burned, on the 
very night the clothes were entrusted to you for earnest, patient, 
careful, scientific investigation—and Yram very nearly burned 
too—we should never have carried it through. See what work 
we had to get the king to allow the way in which the clothes 
were worn to be a matter of opinion, not dogma,. What a pity 
it is that the clothes were not burned before the king’s tailor 
had copied them.” 

Hanky laughed heartily enough. “Yes,” he said, “it was 
touch and go. Why, I wonder, could not the queen have put 
the clothes on a dummy that would show back from front? 
As soon as it was brought into the council chamber the king 
jumped to a conclusion, and we had to bundle both dummy 
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and Yram out of the royal presence, for neither she nor the 
king would budge an inch.” 

Even Panky smiled. “What could we do? The common 
people almost worship Yram; and so does her husband, though 
her fair-haired eldest son was born barely seven months after 
marriage. The people in these parts like to think that the 
Sunchild’s blood is in the country, and yet they swear through 
thick and thin that he is the mayor’s duly begotten offspring— 
Faugh! Do you think they would have stood his being jobbed 
into the rangership by any one else but Yram?” 

My father’s feelings may be imagined, but I will not here 
interrupt the professors. 

“Well, well,” said Hanky; “for men must rob and women 
must job so long as the world goes on. I did the best I could. 
The king would never have embraced Sunchildism if I had not 
told him he was right; then, when satisfied that we agreed with 
him, he yielded to popular prejudice and allowed the question 
to remain open. One of his royal professors was to wear the 
clothes one way, and the other the other.” 

“My way of wearing them,” said Panky, “is much the most 
convenient.” 

“Not a bit of it,” said Hanky warmly. On this the two 
professors fell out, and the discussion grew so hot that my father 
interfered by advising them not to talk so loud lest another 
ranger should hear them. “You know,” he said, “there 
are a good many landrail bones lying about, and it might be 
awkward.” 

The professors hushed at once. “ By the way,” said Panky, 
after a pause, “it is very strange about those footprints in the 
snow. The man had evidently walked round the statues two 
or three times, as though they were strange to him, and he had 
certainly come from the other side.” 

“It was one of the rangers,” said Hanky impatiently, “who 
had gone a little beyond the statues, and come back again.” 

“Then we should have seen his footprints as he went. I am 
glad I measured them.” 

“There is nothing in it; but what were your measurements?” 

“Eleven inches by four and a half; nails on the soles; one 
nail missing on the right foot and two on the left.” Then, 
turning to my father quickly, he said, “My man, allow me to 
have a look at your boots.” 

“Nonsense, Panky, nonsense!” 

Now my father by this time was wondering whether he should 
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not set upon these two men, kill them if he could, and make the 
best of his way back, but he had still a card to play. 

“Certainly, sir,” said he, “but I should tell you that they are 
not my boots.” 

He took off his right boot and handed it to Panky. 

“Exactly so! Eleven inches by four and a half, and one nail 
missing. And now, Mr. Ranger, will you be good enough to 
explain how you became possessed of that boot. You need not 
show me the other.” And he spoke like an examiner who was 
confident that he could floor his examinee in viva voce . 

“You know our orders,” answered my father, “you have 
seen them on your permit. I met one of those foreign devils 
from the other side, of whom we have had more than one lately; 
he came from out of the clouds that hang higher up, and as he 
had no permit and could not speak a word of our language, I 
gripped him, flung him, and strangled him. Thus far I was 
only obeying orders, but seeing how much better his boots were 
than mine, and finding that they would fit me, I resolved to 
keep them. You may be sure I should not have done so if I 
had known there was snow on the top of the pass.” 

“He could not invent that,” said Hanky; “it is plain he has 
not been up to the statues.” 

Panky was staggered. “And, of course,” said he ironically, 
“you took nothing from this poor wretch except his boots.” 

“Sir,” said my father, “I will make a clean breast of every¬ 
thing. I flung his body, his clothes, and my own old boots 
into the pool; but I kept his blanket, some things he used for 
cooking, and some strange stuff that looks like dried leaves, as 
well as a small bag of something which I believe is gold. I 
thought I could sell the lot to some dealer in curiosities who 
would ask no questions.” 

““And what, pray, have you done with all these things?” 

“They are here, sir.” And as he spoke he dived into the 
wood, returning with the blanket, billy, pannikin, tea, and the 
little bag of nuggets, which he had kept accessible. 

“This is very strange,” said Hanky, who was beginning to 
be afraid of my father when he learned that he sometimes killed 
people. 

Here the professors talked hurriedly to one another in a tongue 
which my father could not understand, but which he felt sure 
was the hypothetical language of which he has spoken in his 
book. 

Presently Hanky said to my father quite civilly, “And what, 
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my good man, do you propose to do with all these things? 
I should tell you at once that what you take to be gold is nothing 
of the kind; it is a base metal, hardly, if at all, worth more 
than copper.” 

“I have had enough of them; to-morrow morning I shall 
take them with me to the Blue Pool and drop them into it.” 

“It is a pity you should do that,” said Hanky musingly: 
“the things are interesting as curiosities, and—and—and— 
what will you take for them ? ” 

“I could not do it, sir,” answered my father. “I would not 

do it, no, not for-” And he named a sum equivalent to 

about five pounds of our money. For he wanted Erewhonian 
money, and thought it worth his while to sacrifice his ten 
pounds’ worth of nuggets in order to get a supply of current coin. 

Hanky tried to beat him down, assuring him that no curiosity 
dealer would give half as much, and my father so far yielded as 
to take £4 1 os. in silver, which, as I have already explained, 
would not be worth more than half a sovereign in gold. At 
this figure a bargain was struck, and the professors paid up 
without offering him a single Musical Bank coin. They wanted 
to include the boots in the purchase, but here my father stood out. 

But he could not stand out as regards another matter, which 
caused him some anxiety. Panky insisted that my father 
should give them a receipt for the money, and there was an 
altercation between the professors on this point, much longer 
than I can here find space to give. Hanky argued that a 
receipt was useless, inasmuch as it would be ruin to my father 
ever to refer to the subject again. Panky, however, was 
anxious, not lest my father should again claim the money, 
but (though he did not say so outright) lest Hanky should claim 
the whole purchase as his own. In the end Panky, for a wonder, 
carried the day, and a receipt was drawn up to the effect that 
the undersigned acknowledged to have received from Professors 
Hanky and Panky the sum of £4 10s. (I translate the amount), 
as joint purchasers of certain pieces of yellow ore, a blanket, 
and sundry articles found without an owner in the king’s 
preserves. This paper was dated, as the permit had been, 
XIX, xii, 29. 

My father, generally so ready, was at his wits’ end for a 
name, and could think of none but Mr. Nosnibor’s. Happily, 
remembering that this gentleman had also been called Senoj— 
a name common enough in Erewhon—he signed himself “Senoj, 
Under-ranger.’* 
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Panky was now satisfied. “We will put it in the bag,” he 
said, “with the pieces of yellow ore.” 

“Put it where you like,” said Hanky contemptuously; and 
into the bag it was put. 

When all was now concluded, my father laughingly said: 
“If you have dealt unfairly by me, I forgive you. My motto 
is: ‘Forgive us our trespasses, as we forgive them that trespass 
against us/ ” 

“Repeat those last words,” said Panky eagerly. My father 
was alarmed at his manner, but thought it safer to repeat them. 

“You hear that, Hanky? I am convinced; I have not 
another word to say. The man is a true Erewhonian; he 
has our corrupt reading of the Sunchild’s prayer.” 

"Please explain.” 

“Why, can you not see?” said Panky, who was by way 
<©f being great at conjectural emendations. “Can you not see 
how impossible it is for the Sunchild, or any of the people to 
whom he declared (as we now know provisionally) that he 
•belonged, could have made the forgiveness of his own sins 
depend on the readiness with which he forgave other people? 
No man in his senses would dream of such a thing. It would 
be asking a supposed all-powerful being not to forgive his sins 
at all, or at best to forgive them imperfectly. No; Yram 
got it wrong. She mistook ‘but do not* for ‘as we/ The 
sound of the words is very much alike; the correct reading 
should obviously be ‘Forgive us our trespasses, but do not 
forgive them that trespass against us/ This makes sense, and 
turns an impossible prayer into one that goes straight to the 
heart of every one of us.” Then, turning to my father, he 
said: “You can see this, my man, can you not, as soon as it 
is pointed out to you ? ” 

My father said that he saw it now, but had always heard 
the words as he had himself spoken them. 

“Of course you have, my good fellow, and it is because of 
this that I know they never can have reached you except from 
an Erewhonian source.” 

Hanky smiled, snorted, and muttered in an undertone: “I 
shall begin to think that this fellow is a foreign devil after all.” 

“And now, gentlemen,” said my father, “the moon is risen. 
I must be after the quails at daybreak; I will therefore go to 
the ranger’s shelter” (a shelter, by the way, which existed only 
in my father’s invention), “and get a couple of hours’ sleep, 
so as to be both close to the quail-ground and fresh for running. 
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You are so near the boundary of the preserves that you will 
not want your permit further; no one will meet you, and should 
any one do so, you need only give your names and say that you 
have made a mistake. You will have to give it up to-morrow 
at the ranger’s office; it will save you trouble if I collect it 
now, and give it up when I deliver my quails. 

“As regards the curiosities, hide them as you best can outside 
the limits. I recommend you to carry them at once out of the 
forest, and rest beyond the limits rather than here. You can 
then recover them whenever, and in whatever way, you may 
find convenient. But I hope you will say nothing about any 
foreign devil’s having come over on to this side. Any whisper 
to this effect unsettles people’s minds, and they are too much 
unsettled already; hence our orders to kill any one from over 
there at once, and to tell no one but the head ranger. I was 
forced by you, gentlemen, to disobey these orders in self- 
defence; I must trust your generosity to keep what I have 
told you secret. I shall, of course, report it to the head ranger. 
And now, if you think proper, you can give me up your permit.” 

All this was so plausible that the professors gave up their 
permit without a word but thanks. They bundled their curio¬ 
sities hurriedly into “the poor foreign devil’s” blanket, reserving 
a more careful packing till they were out of the preserves. 
They wished my father a very good night, and all success with 
his quails in the morning; they thanked him again for the care 
he had taken of them in the matter of the landrails, and Panky 
even went so far as to give him a few Musical Bank coins, which 
he gratefully accepted. They then started off in the direction 
of Sunch’ston. 

My father gathered up the remaining quails, some of which 
he meant to eat in the morning, while the others he would 
throw away as soon as he could find a safe place. He turned 
towards the mountains, but before he had gone a dozen yards 
he heard a voice, which he recognized as Panky’s, shouting 
after him, and saying: “Mind you do not forget the true reading 
of the Sunchild’s prayer.” 

“You are an old fool,” shouted my father in English, knowing 
that he could hardly be heard, still less understood, and thankful 
to relieve his feelings. 
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CHAPTER V 

MY FATHER MEETS A SON, OF WHOSE EXISTENCE HE WAS 
IGNORANT, AND STRIKES A BARGAIN WITH HIM 

The incidents recorded in the two last chapters had occupied 
about two hours, so that it was nearly midnight before my 
father could begin to retrace his steps and make towards the 
camp that he had left that morning. This was necessary, for 
he could not go any farther in a costume that he now knew 
to be forbidden. At this hour no ranger was likely to meet 
him before he reached the statues, and by making a push for 
it he could return in time to cross the limits of the preserves 
before the professors’ permit had expired. If challenged, he 
must brazen it out that he was one or other of the persons 
therein named. 

Fatigued though he was, he reached the statues, as near as 
he could guess, at about three in the morning. What little 
wind there had been was warm, so that the tracks, which the 
professors must have seen shortly after he had made them, had 
disappeared. The statues looked very weird in the moonlight, 
but they were not chanting. 

While ascending, he pieced together the information he had 
picked up from the professors. Plainly, the Sunchild, or child 
of the sun, was none other than himself, and the new name of 
Coldharbour was doubtless intended to commemorate the fact 
that this was the first town he had reached in Erewhon. Plainly, 
also, he was supposed to be of superhuman origin—his flight 
in the balloon having been not unnaturally believed to be 
miraculous. The Erewhonians had for centuries been effacing 
all knowledge of their former culture; archaeologists, indeed, 
could still glean a little from museums, and from volumes hard 
to come by, and still harder to understand; but archaeologists 
were few, and even though they had made researches (which 
they may or may not have done), their labours had never 
reached the masses. What wonder, then, that the mushroom 
spawn of myth, ever present in an atmosphere highly charged 
with ignorance, had germinated in a soil so favourably prepared 
for its reception? 

He saw it all now. It was twenty years next Sunday since 
he and my mother had eloped. That was the meaning of 
XIX, xii, 29. They had made a new era, dating from the day 
of his return to the palace of the sun with a bride who was 



MY FATHER MEETS A SON 229 

doubtless to unite the Erewhonian nature with that of the sun. 
The New Year, then, would date from Sunday, 7 December, 
which would therefore become XX, i, 1. The Thursday, now 
nearly if not quite over, being only two days distant from the 
end of a month of thirty-one days, which was also the last of the 
year, would be XIX, xii, 29, as on the professors* permit. 

I should like to explain here what will appear more clearly 
on a later page—I mean, that the Erewhonians, according to 
their new system, do not believe the sun to be a god except as 
regards this world and his other planets. My father had told 
them a little about astronomy, and had assured them that all 
the fixed stars were suns like our own, with planets revolving 
round them, which were probably tenanted by intelligent living 
beings, however unlike they might be to ourselves. From this 
they evolved the theory that the sun was the ruler of this 
planetary system, and that he must be personified, as they had 
personified the air god, the gods of time and space, hope, 
justice, and the other deities mentioned in my father’s book. 
They retain their old belief in the actual existence of these gods, 
but they now make them all subordinate to the sun. The 
nearest approach they make to our own conception of God is 
to say that He is the ruler over all the suns throughout the 
universe—the suns being to Him much as our planets and their 
denizens are to our own sun. They deny that He takes more 
interest in one sun and its system than in another. All the 
suns with their attendant planets are supposed to be equally 
His children, and He deputes to each sun the supervision and 
protection of its own system. Hence they say that though 
we may pray to the air god, etc., and even to the sun, we must 
not pray to God. We may be thankful to Him for watching 
over the suns, but we must not go further. 

Going back to my father’s reflections, he perceived that the 
Erewhonians had not only adopted our calendar, as he had 
repeatedly explained it to the Nosnibors, but had taken our 
week as well, and were making Sunday a high day, just as we 
do. Next Sunday, in commemoration of the twentieth year 
after his ascent, they were about to dedicate a temple to him; 
in this there was to be a picture showing himself and his earthly 
bride on their heavenward journey, in a chariot drawn by four 
black and white horses—which, however, Professor Hanky had 
positively affirmed to have been only storks. 

Here I interrupted my father. “But were there/* I said, 
“any storks?” 
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“Yes/* he answered. “As soon as I heard Hanky’s words 
I remembered that a flight of some four or five of the large 
storks so common in Erewhon during the summer months had 
been wheeling high aloft in one of those aerial dances that so 
much delight them. I had quite forgotten it, but it came back to 
me at once that these creatures, attracted doubtless by what 
they took to be an unknown kind of bird, swooped down towards 
the balloon and circled round it like so many satellites to a 
heavenly body. I was fearful lest they should strike at it with 
their long and formidable beaks, in which case all would have 
been soon over; either they were afraid, or they had satisfied 
their curiosity—at any rate, they let us alone; but they kept 
with us till we were well away from the capital. Strange, how 
completely this incident had escaped me.” 

I return to my father’s thoughts as he made his way back 
to his old camp. 

As for the reversed position of Professor Panky’s clothes, 
he remembered having given his own old ones to the queen, 
and having thought that she might have got a better dummy 
on which to display them than the headless scarecrow, which, 
however, he supposed was all her ladies-in-waiting could lay 
their hands on at the moment. If that dummy had never been 
replaced, it was perhaps not very strange that the king could 
not at the first glance tell back from front, and if he did not 
guess right at first, there was little chance of his changing, for 
his first ideas were apt to be his last. But he must find out 
more about this. 

Then how about the watch? Had their views about 
machinery also changed? Or was there an exception made 
about any machine that he had himself carried ? 

Yram too. She must have been married not long after 
she and he had parted. So she was now wife to the mayor, 
and was evidently able to have things pretty much her own 
way in Sunch’ston, as he supposed he must now call it. Thank 
heaven she was prosperous! It was interesting to know that 
she was at heart a sceptic, as was also her light-haired son, 
now head ranger. And that son? Just twenty years of age! 
Born seven months after marriage! Then the mayor doubtless 
had light hair too; but why did not those wretches say in which 
month Yram was married? If she had married soon after he 
had left, this was why he had not been sent for or written to. 
Pray heaven it was so. As for current gossip, people would 
talk, and if the lad was well begotten, what could it matter to 
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them whose son he was? “But,” thought my father; “I am 
glad I did not meet him on my way down. I had rather have 
been killed by someone else.” 

Hanky and Panky again. He remembered Bridgeford as 
the town where the Colleges of Unreason had been most rife; 
he had visited it, but he had forgotten that it was called “The 
city of the people who are above suspicion.” Its professors 
were evidently going to muster in great force on Sunday; if 
two of them had robbed him, he could forgive them, for the 
information he had gleaned from them had furnished him with 
a pied-a-terre . Moreover, he had got as much Erewhonian 
money as he should want, for he had resolved to retrace his 
steps immediately after seeing the temple dedicated to himself. 
He knew the danger he should run in returning over the 
preserves without a permit, but his curiosity was so great that 
he resolved to risk it. 

Soon after he had passed the statues he began to descend, 
and it being now broad day, he did so by leaps and bounds, 
for the ground was not precipitous. He reached his old camp 
soon after five—this, at any rate, was the hour at which he set 
his watch on finding that it had run down during his absence. 
There was now no reason why he should not take it with him, 
so he put it in his pocket. The parrots had attacked his saddle¬ 
bags, saddle, and bridle, as they were sure to do, but they had 
not got inside the bags. He took out his English clothes and 
put them on—stowing his bags of gold in various pockets, but 
keeping his Erewhonian money in the one that was most 
accessible. He put his Erewhonian dress back into the saddle¬ 
bags, intending to keep it as a curiosity; he also refreshed the 
dye upon his hands, face, and hair; he lit himself a fire, made 
tea, cooked and ate two brace of quails, which he had plucked 
while walking so as to save time, and then flung himself on to 
the ground to snatch an hour’s very necessary rest. When he 
woke he found he had slept two hours, not one, which was 
perhaps as well, and by eight he began to reascend the pass. 

He reached the statues about noon, for he allowed himself 
not a moment’s rest. This time there was a stifflsh wind, and 
they were chanting lustily. He passed them with all speed, 
and had nearly reached the place where he had caught the 
quails, when he saw a man in a dress which he guessed at once 
to be a ranger’s, but which, strangely enough, seeing that he 
was in the king’s employ, was not reversed. My father’s heart 
beat fast; he got out his permit and held it open in his hand, 
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then with a smiling face he went towards the ranger, who was 
standing his ground. 

“I believe you are the head ranger,” said my father, who 
saw that he was still smooth-faced and had light hair. “ I am 
Professor Panky, and here is my permit. My brother professor 
has been prevented from coming with me, and, as you see, 
I am alone.” 

My father had professed to pass himself off as Panky, for 
he had rather gathered that Hanky was the better known man 
of the two. 

While the youth was scrutinizing the permit, evidently with 
suspicion, my father took stock of him, and saw his own past 
self in him too plainly—knowing all he knew—to doubt whose 
son he was. He had the greatest difficulty in hiding his emotion, 
for the lad was indeed one of whom any father might be proud. 
He longed to be able to embrace him and claim him for what 
he was, but this, as he well knew, might not be. The tears 
again welled into his eyes when he told me of the struggle 
with himself that he had then had. 

“Don't be jealous, my dearest boy,” he said to me. “I 
love you quite as dearly as I love him, or better, but he was 
sprung upon me so suddenly, and dazzled me with his comely 
debonair face, so full of youth, and health, and frankness. 
Did you see him, he would go straight to your heart, for he 
is wonderfully like you in spite of your taking so much after 
your poor mother.” 

I was not jealous; on the contrary, I longed to see this youth, 
and find in him such a brother as I had often wished to have. 
But let me return to my father's story. 

The young man, after examining the permit, declared it to 
be in form, and returned it to my father, but he eyed him 
with polite disfavour. 

“I suppose,” he said, “you have come up, as so many are 
doing, from Bridgeford and all over the country, to the dedica¬ 
tion on Sunday.” 

“Yes,” said my father. “Bless me!” he added, “what a 
wind you have up here! How it makes one’s eyes water, to 
be sure”; but he spoke with a cluck in his throat which no 
wind that blows can cause. 

“Have you met any suspicious characters between here and 
the statues?” asked the youth. “I came across the ashes of 
a fire lower down; there had been three men sitting for some 
time round it, and they had all been eating quails. Here are 
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some of the bones and feathers, which I shall keep. They 
had not been gone more than a couple of hours, for the ashes 
were still warm; they are getting bolder and bolder—who would 
have thought they would dare to light a fire? I suppose you 
have not met any one; but if you have seen a single person, 
let me know.” 

My father said quite truly that he had met no one. He 
then laughingly asked how the youth had been able to discover 
as much as he had. 

“There were three well-marked forms, and three separate 
lots of quail bones hidden in the ashes. One man had done 
all the plucking. This is strange, but I dare say I shall get 
at it later.” 

After a little further conversation the ranger said he was 
now going down to Sunch’ston, and, though somewhat curtly, 
proposed that he and my father should walk together. 

“ By all means,” answered my father. 

Before they had gone more than a few hundred yards his 
companion said: “If you will come with me a little to the left, 
I can show you the Blue Pool.” 

To avoid the precipitous ground over which the stream here 
fell, they had diverged to the right, where they had found a 
smoother descent; returning now to the stream, which was 
about to enter on a level stretch for some distance, they found 
themselves on the brink of a rocky basin, of no great size, 
but very blue, and evidently deep. 

“This,” said the ranger, “is where our orders tell us to fling 
any foreign devil who comes over from the other side. I have 
only been head ranger about nine months, and have not yet 
had to face this horrid duty; but,” and here he smiled, “when 
I first caught sight of you I thought I should have to make 
a beginning. I was very glad when I saw you had a permit.” 

“And how many skeletons do you suppose are lying at the 
bottom of this pool?” 

“I believe not more than seven or eight in all. There were 
three or four about eighteen years ago, and about the same 
number of late years; one man was flung here only about three 
months before I was appointed. I have the full list, with dates, 
down in my office, but the rangers never let people in Sunch’ston 
know when they have Blue-Pooled any one; it would unsettle 
men’s minds, and some of them would be coming up here in 
the dark to drag the pool, and see whether they could find 
anything on the body.” 
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My father was glad to turn away from this most repulsive 
place. After a time he said: “And what do you good people 
hereabouts think of next Sunday's grand doings?" 

Bearing in mind what he had gleaned from the professors 
about the ranger's opinions, my father gave a slightly ironical 
turn to his pronunciation of the words “grand doings." The 
youth glanced at him with a quick penetrative look, and laughed 
as he said: “The doings will be grand enough." 

“What a fine temple they have built," said my father. “I 
have not yet seen the picture, but they say the four black and 
white horses are magnificently painted. I saw the Sunchild 
ascend, but I saw no horses in the sky, nor anything like horses.” 

The youth was much interested. “Did you really see him 
ascend?" he asked; “and what, pray, do you think it all was?” 

“Whatever it was, there were no horses." 

“But there must have been, for, as you of course know, 
they have lately found some droppings from one of them, 
which have been miraculously preserved, and they are going 
to show them next Sunday in a gold reliquary." 

“I know," said my father, who, however, was learning the 
fact for the first time. “ I have not yet seen this precious relic, 
but I think they might have found something less unpleasant.” 

“Perhaps they would if they could," replied the youth, 
laughing; “but there was nothing else that the horses could 
leave. It is only a number of curiously rounded stones, and 
not at all like what they say it is." 

“Well, well," continued my father; “but relic or no relic, 
there are many who, while they fully recognize the value of 
the Sunchild's teaching, dislike these cock-and-bull stories as 
blasphemy against God's most blessed gift of reason. There 
are many in Bridgeford who hate this story of the horses.” 

The youth was now reassured. “So there are here, sir," 
he said warmly, “and who hate the Sunchild too. If there 
is such a hell as he used to talk about to my mother, we doubt 
not but that he will be cast into its deepest fires. See how 
he has turned us all upside down. But we dare not say what 
we think. There is no courage left in Erewhon." 

Then waxing calmer he said: “ It is you Bridgeford people 
and your Musical Banks that have done it all. The Musical 
Bank managers saw that the people were falling away from 
them. Finding that the vulgar believed this foreign devil 
Higgs—for he gave this name to my mother when he was in 
prison—finding that But you know all this as well as I do. 
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How can you Bridgeford professors pretend to believe about 
these horses, and about the Sunchild's being son to the sun, 
when all the time you know there is no truth in it?” 

“My son—for considering the difference in our ages I may be 
allowed to call you so—we at Bridgeford are much like you at 
Sunch'ston; we dare not always say what we think. Nor would 
it be wise to do so, when we should not be listened to. This 
fire must bum itself out, for it has got such hold that nothing 
can either stay or turn it. Even though Higgs himself were 
to return and tell it from the house-tops that he was a mortal— 
ay, and a very common one—he would be killed, but not 
believed.” 

“Let him come; let him show himself, speak out and die, 
if the people choose to kill him. In that case I would forgive 
him, accept him for my father, as silly people sometimes say he 
is, and honour him to my dying day.” 

“Would that be a bargain?” said my father, smiling in spite 
of emotion so strong that he could hardly bring the words out 
of his mouth. 

“Yes, it would,” said the youth doggedly. 

“Then let me shake hands with you on his behalf, and let us 
change the conversation.” 

He took my father's hand, doubtfully and somewhat dis¬ 
dainfully, but he did not refuse it. 


CHAPTER VI 

FURTHER CONVERSATION BETWEEN FATHER AND SON —THE 
PROFESSORS' HOARD 

It is one thing to desire a conversation to be changed, and 
another to change it. After some little silence my father said: 
“And may I ask what name your mother gave you?” 

“My name,” he answered, laughing, “is George, and I wish 
it were some other, for it is the first name of that arch-impostor 
Higgs. I hate it as I hate the man who owned it.” 

My father said nothing, but he hid his face in his hands. 
“Sir,” said the other, “I fear you are in some distress.” 
“You remind me,” replied my father, “of a son who was 
stolen from me when he was a child. I searched for him during 
many years, and at last fell in with him by accident, to find 



236 EREWHON REVISITED 

him all the heart of father could wish. But, alas! he did not 
take kindly to me as I to him, and after two days he left me; nor 
shall I ever again see him.” 

“Then, sir, had I not better leave you?” 

“No, stay with me till your road takes you elsewhere, for 
though I cannot see my son, you are so like him that I could 
almost fancy he is with me. And now—for I shall show no 
more weakness—you say your mother knew the Sunchild, as 
I am used to call him. Tell me what kind of a man she 
found him.” 

“ She liked him well enough in spite of his being a little silly. 
She does not believe he ever called himself child of the sun. 
He used to say he had a father in heaven to whom he prayed, 
and who could hear him; but he said that all of us, my mother 
as much as he, have this unseen father. My mother does not 
believe he meant doing us any harm, but only that he wanted 
to get himself and Mrs. Nosnibor’s younger daughter out of 
the country. As for there having been anything supernatural 
about the balloon, she will have none of it; she says that it was 
some machine which he knew how to make, but which we have 
lost the art of making, as we have of many another. 

“This is what she says amongst ourselves, but in public she 
confirms all that the Musical Bank managers say about him. 
She is afraid of them. You know, perhaps, that Professor 
Hanky, whose name I see on your permit, tried to bum her 
alive?” 

“Thank heaven!” thought my father, “that I am Panky”; 
but aloud he said: “ Oh, horrible! horrible! I cannot believe this 
even of Hanky.” 

“ He denies it, and we say we believe him; he was most kind 
and attentive to my mother during all the rest of her stay in 
Bridgeford. He and she parted excellent friends, but I know 
what she thinks. I shall be sure to see him while he is in 
Sunch’ston; better, I shall have to be civil to him, but it makes 
me sick to think of it.” 

“When shall you see him?” said my father, who was alarmed 
at learning that Hanky and the ranger were likely to meet. 
Who could tell but that he might see Panky too? 

“I have been away from home a fortnight, and shall not be 
back till late on Saturday night. I do not suppose I shall see 
him before Sunday.” 

“That will do,” thought my father, who at that moment 
deemed that nothing would matter to him much when Sunday 
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was over. Then, turning to the ranger, he said: “I gather, 
then, that your mother does not think so badly of the Sunchild 
after all? ^ 

“She laughs at him sometimes; but if any of us boys and girls 
say a word against him we get snapped up directly. My mother 
turns every one round her finger. Her word is law in Sunch’ston; 
every one obeys her. She has faced more than one mob, and 
quelled them when my father could not do so.” 

“I can believe all you say of her. What other children has 
she besides yourself?” 

“ We are four sons, of whom the youngest is now fourteen, and 
three daughters.” 

“May all health and happiness attend her and you, and all 
of you, henceforth and for ever,” and my father involuntarily 
bared his head as he spoke. 

“Sir,” said the youth, impressed by the fervency of my 
father's manner, “I thank you, but you do not talk as Bridge- 
ford professors generally do, so far as I have seen or heard them. 
Why do you wish us all well so very heartily? Is it because you 
think I am like your son, or is there some other reason ? ” 

“It is not my son alone that you resemble,” said my father 
tremulously, for he knew he was going too far. He carried it 
off by adding: “You resemble all who love truth and hate lies, 
as I do.” 

“Then, sir,” said the youth gravely, “you much belie your 
reputation. And now I must leave you for another part of 
the preserves, where I think it likely that last night's poachers 
may now be, and where I shall pass the night in watching for 
them. You may want your permit for a few miles farther, so 
I will not take it. Neither need you give it up at Sunch’ston. 
It is dated, and will be useless after this evening.” 

With this he strode off into the forest, bowing politely but 
somewhat coldly, and without encouraging my father’s half- 
proffered hand. 

My father turned, sad and unsatisfied, away. 

“It serves me right,” he said to himself; “he ought never to 
have been my son; and yet, if such men can be brought by hook 
or by crook into the world, surely the world should not ask 
questions about the bringing. How cheerless everything looks 
now that he has left me.” 


By this time it was three o’clock, and in another few minutes 
my father came upon the ashes of the fire beside which he and 
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the professors had supped on the preceding evening. It was 
only some eighteen hours since they had come upon him, and 
yet what an age it seemed! It was well the ranger had left 
him, for though my father, of course, would have known nothing 
about either fire or poachers, it might have led to further false¬ 
hood, and by this time he had become exhausted—not to say, 
for the time being, sick of lies altogether. 

He trudged slowly on, without meeting a soul, until he came 
upon some stones that evidently marked the limits of the pre¬ 
serves. When he had got a mile or so beyond these, he struck 
a narrow and not much frequented path, which he was sure 
would lead him towards Sunch’ston, and soon afterwards, 
seeing a huge old chestnut tree some thirty or forty yards from 
the path itself, he made towards it and flung himself on the 
ground beneath its branches. There were abundant signs 
that he was nearing farmlands and homesteads, but there was 
no one about, and if any one saw him there was nothing in his 
appearance to arouse suspicion. 

He determined, therefore, to rest here till hunger should wake 
him, and drive him into Sunch’ston, which, however, he did not 
wish to reach till dusk if he could help it. He meant to buy a 
valise and a few toilet necessaries before the shops should close, 
and then engage a bedroom at the least frequented inn he could 
find that looked fairly clean and comfortable. 

He slept till nearly six, and on waking gathered his thoughts 
together. He could not shake his newly found son from out 
of them, but there was no good in dwelling upon him now, 
and he turned his thoughts to the professors. How, he won¬ 
dered, were they getting on, and what had they done with the 
things they had bought from him? 

‘'How delightful it would be,” he said to himself, “if I could 
find where they have hidden their hoard, and hide it some¬ 
where else.” 

He tried to project his mind into those of the professors, 
as though they were a team of straying bullocks whose probable 
action he must determine before he set out to look for them. 

On reflection, he concluded that the hidden property was 
not likely to be far from the spot on which he now was. The 
professors would wait till they had got some way down towards 
Sunch’ston, so as to have readier access to their property 
when they wanted to remove it; but when they came upon a 
path, and other signs that inhabited dwellings could not be 
far distant, they would begin to look out for a hiding-place. 
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And they would take pretty well the first that came. “Why, 
bless my heart/' he exclaimed, “this tree is hollow; I wonder 

whether-" and on looking up he saw an innocent little 

strip of the very tough fibrous leaf commonly used while green 
as string, or even rope, by the Erewhonians. The plant that 
makes this leaf is so like the ubiquitous New Zealand Phormium 
tenax , or flax, as it is there called, that I shall speak of it as 
flax in future, as indeed I have already done without explanation 
on an earlier page; for this plant grows on both sides of the 
great range. The piece of flax, then, which my father caught 
sight of was fastened, at no great height from the ground, 
round the branch of a strong sucker that had grown from the 
roots of the chestnut tree, and going thence for a couple of 
feet or so towards the place where the parent tree became 
hollow, it disappeared into the cavity below. My father had 
little difficulty in swarming the sucker till he reached the bough 
on to which the flax was tied, and soon found himself hauling 
up something from the bottom of the tree. In less time than 
it takes to tell the tale he saw his own familiar red blanket 
begin to show above the broken edge of the hollow, and in 
another second there was a clinkum : clankum as the bundle 
fell upon the ground. This was caused by the billy and the 
pannikin, which were wrapped inside the blanket. As for the 
blanket, it had been tied tightly at both ends as well as at 
several points between, and my father inwardly complimented 
the professors on the neatness with which they had packed 
and hidden their purchase. “But," he said to himself with a 
laugh, “I think one of them must have got on the other's 
back to reach that bough." 

“Of course," thought he, “they will have taken the nuggets 
with them." And yet he had seemed to hear a dumping as 
well as a clinkum-clankum. He undid the blanket, carefully 
untying every knot and keeping the flax. When he had unrolled 
it, he found to his very pleasurable surprise that the pannikin 
was inside the billy, and the nuggets with the receipt inside 
the pannikin. The paper containing the tea having been torn, 
was wrapped up in a handkerchief marked with Hanky's name. 

“Down, conscience, down!" he exclaimed as he transferred 
the nuggets, receipt, and handkerchief to his own pocket. 
“Eye of my soul that you are! if you offend me I must pluck 
you out." His conscience feared him and said nothing. As 
for the tea, he left it in its torn paper. 

He then put the billy, pannikin, and tea back again inside 
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the blanket, which he tied neatly up, tie for tie, with the pro¬ 
fessors’ own flax, leaving no sign of any disturbance. He again 
swarmed the sucker, till he reached the bough to which the 
blanket and its contents had been made fast, and having attached 
the bundle, he dropped it back into the hollow of the tree. He 
did everything quite leisurely, for the professors would be sure 
to wait till nightfall before coming to fetch their property away. 

“If I take nothing but the nuggets,” he argued, “each of 
the professors will suspect the other of having conjured them 
into his own pocket while the bundle was being made up. 
As for the handkerchief, they must think what they like; but 
it will puzzle Hanky to know why Panky should have been 
so anxious for a receipt, if he meant stealing the nuggets. 
Let them muddle it out their own way.” 

Reflecting further, he concluded, perhaps rightly, that they 
had left the nuggets where he had found them because neither 
could trust the other not to filch a few if he had them in his 
own possession, and they could not make a nice division without 
a pair of scales. “At any rate,” he said to himself, “there 
will be a pretty quarrel when they find them gone.” 

Thus charitably did he brood over things that were not to 
happen. The discovery of the professors’ hoard had refreshed 
him almost as much as his sleep had done, and it being now 
past seven, he lit his pipe—which, however, he smoked as 
furtively as he had done when he was a boy at school, for he 
knew not whether smoking had yet become an Erewhonian 
virtue or no—and walked briskly on towards Sunch’ston. 


CHAPTER VII 

SIGNS OF THE NEW ORDER OF THINGS CATCH MY FATHER’S EYE 
ON EVERY SIDE 

He had not gone far before a turn in the path—now rapidly 
widening—showed him two high towers, seemingly some two 
miles off; these he felt sure must be at Sunch’ston, he therefore 
stepped out, lest he should find the shops shut before he got 
there. 

On his former visit he had seen little of the town, for he 
was in prison during his whole stay. He had had a glimpse 
of it on being brought there by the people of tlle village where 
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he had spent his first night in Erewhon—a village which he 
had seen at some little distance on his right hand, but which 
it would have been out of his way to visit, even if he had wished 
to do so; and he had seen the museum of old machines, but 
on leaving the prison he had been blindfolded. Nevertheless 
he felt sure that if the towers had been there he should have 
seen them, and rightly guessed that they must belong to the 
temple which was to be dedicated to himself on Sunday. 

When he had passed through the suburbs he found himself 
in the main street. Space will not allow me to dwell on more 
than a few of the things which caught his eye, and assured 
him that the change in Erewhonian habits and opinions had 
been ever more cataclysmic than he had already divined. The 
first important building that he came to proclaimed itself as the 
College of Spiritual Athletics, and in the window of a shop 
that was evidently affiliated to the college he saw an announce¬ 
ment that moral try-your-strengths, suitable for every kind of 
ordinary temptation, would be provided on the shortest notice. 
Some of those that aimed at the more common kinds of tempta¬ 
tion were kept in stock, but these consisted chiefly of trials to 
the temper. On dropping, for example, a penny into a slot, you 
could have a jet of fine pepper, flour, or brick-dust, whichever 
you might prefer, thrown on to your face, and thus discover 
whether your composure stood in need of further development 
or no. My father gathered this from the writing that was 
pasted on to the try-your-strength, but he had no time to go 
inside the shop and test either the machine or his own temper. 
Other temptations to irritability required the agency of living 
people, or at any rate living beings. Crying children, screaming 
parrots, a spiteful monkey, might be hired on ridiculously easy 
terms. He saw one advertisement, nicely framed, which ran 
as follows: 

“Mrs. Tantrums, Nagger, certificated by the College of 
Spiritual Athletics. Terms for ordinary nagging, two shillings 
and sixpence per hour. Hysterics extra.” 

Then followed a series of testimonials—for example: 

“Dear Mrs. Tantrums,—I have for years been tortured with 
a husband of unusually peevish, irritable temper, who made 
my life so intolerable that I sometimes answered him in a way 
that led to his using personal violence towards me. After 
taking a course < of twelve sittings from you, I found my 
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husband’s temper comparatively angelic, and we have ever 
since lived together in complete harmony.” 

Another was from a husband: 

“Mr.-presents his compliments to Mrs. Tantrums, and 

begs to assure her that her extra special hysterics have so far 
surpassed anything his wife can do, as to render him callous to 
those attacks which he had formerly found so distressing.” 

There were many others of a like purport, but time did not 
permit my father to do more than glance at them. He con¬ 
tented himself with the two following of which the first ran: 

“He did try it at last. A little corn action of the right kind 
taken at the right moment is invaluable. No more swearing. 
No more bad language of any kind. A lamb-like temper ensured 
in about twenty minutes, by a single dose of one of our spiritual 
indigestion tabloids. In cases of all the more ordinary moral 
ailments, from simple lying to homicidal mania, in cases again 
of tendency to hatred, malice, and uncharitableness; of atrophy 
or hypertrophy of the conscience, of costiveness or diarrhoea 
of the sympathetic instincts, etc., our spiritual indigestion 
tabloids will afford unfailing and immediate relief. 

“N.B.—A bottle or two of our Sunchild Cordial will assist 
the operation of the tabloids.” 

The second and last that I can give was as follows: 

“All else is useless. If you wish to be a social success, make 
yourself a good listener. There is no short cut to this. A 
would-be listener must learn the rudiments of his art and go 
through the mill like other people. If he would develop a 
power of suffering fools gladly, he must begin by suffering them 
without the gladness. Professor Proser, ex-straightener, certifi¬ 
cated bore, pragmatic or coruscating, with or without anecdotes, 
attends pupils at their own houses. Terms moderate. 

“Mrs. Proser, whose success as a professional mind-dresser 
is so well known that lengthened advertisement is unnecessary, 
prepares ladies or gentlemen with appropriate remarks to be 
made at dinner-parties or at-homes. Mrs. P. keeps herself 
well up to date with all the latest scandals.” 

“Poor, poor straighteners!” said my father to himself. 
“Alas! that it should have been my fate to ruin you—for I 
suppose your occupation is gone.” 
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Tearing himself away from the College of Spiritual Athletics 
and its affiliated shop, he passed on a few doors, only to find 
himself looking in at what was neither more nor less than a 
chemist’s shop. In the window there were advertisements 
which showed that the practice of medicine was now legal, 
but my father could not stay to copy a single one of the fantastic 
announcements that a hurried glance revealed to him. 

It was also plain here, as from the shop already more fully 
described, that the edicts against machines had been repealed, 
for there were physical try-your-strengths, as in the other shop 
there had been moral ones, and such machines under the old 
law would not have been tolerated for a moment. 

My father made his purchases just as the last shops were 
closing. He noticed that almost all of them were full of articles 
labelled “ Dedication.” There was Dedication gingerbread, 
stamped with a moulded representation of the new temple; 
there were Dedication syrups, Dedication pocket-handkerchiefs, 
also showing the temple, and in one corner giving a highly 
idealized portrait of my father himself. The chariot and the 
horses figured largely, and in the confectioners’ shops there were 
models of the newly discovered relic—made, so my father 
thought, with a little heap of cherries or strawberries, smothered 
in chocolate. Outside one tailor’s shop he saw a flaring adver¬ 
tisement which can only be translated, “Try our Dedication 
trousers, price ten shillings and sixpence.” 

Presently he passed the new temple, but it was too dark for 
him to do more than see that it was a vast fane, and must have 
cost an untold amount of money. At every turn he found him¬ 
self more and more shocked, as he realized more and more fully 
the mischief he had already occasioned, and the certainty that 
this was small as compared with that which would grow up 
hereafter. 

“What,” he said to me, very coherently and quietly, “was 
I to do? I had struck a bargain with that dear fellow, though 
he knew not what I meant, to the effect that I should try to 
undo the harm I had done by standing up before the people 
on Sunday and saying who I was. True, they would not 
believe me. They would look at my hair and see it black, 
whereas it should be very light. On this they would look no 
further, but very likely tear me in pieces then and there. Sup¬ 
pose that the authorities held a post-mortem examination, and 
that many who knew me (let alone that all my measurements 
and marks were recorded twenty years ago) identified the body 
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as mine: would those in power admit that I was the Sunchild? 
Not they. The interest vested in my being now in the palace 
of the sun are too great to allow of my having been torn to 
pieces in Sunch’ston, no matter how truly I had been tom; the 
whole thing would be hushed up, and the utmost that could come 
of it would be a heresy which would in time be crushed. 

“On the other hand, what business have I with ‘would be* 
or ‘would not be'? Should I not speak out, come what may, 
when I see a whole people being led astray by those who are 
merely exploiting them for their own ends? Though I could 
do but little, ought I not to do that little ? What did that good 
fellow’s instinct—so straight from heaven, so true, so healthy— 
tell him? What did my own instinct answer? What would the 
conscience of any honourable man answer? Who can doubt? 

“And yet, is there not reason? and is it not God-given as 
much as instinct? I remember having heard an anthem in 
my young days: ‘0 where shall wisdom be found? the deep 
saith it is not in me.’ As the singers kept on repeating the 
question, I kept on saying sorrowfully to myself, ‘Ah, where, 
where, where?’ and when the triumphant answer came, ‘The 
fear of the Lord, that is wisdom, and to depart from evil is 
understanding,’ I shrunk ashamed into myself for not having 
foreseen it. In later life, when I have tried to use this answer 
as a light by which I could walk, I found it served but to the 
raising of another question: ‘What is the fear of the Lord, 
and what is evil in this particular case ? ’ And my easy method 
with spiritual dilemmas proved to be but a case of ignotum per 
tgnotius. 

“If Satan himself is at times transformed into an angel of 
light, are not angels of light sometimes transformed into the 
likeness of Satan? If the devil is not so black as he is painted, 
is God always so white? And is there not another place in 
which it is said, ‘The fear of the Lord is the beginning of 
wisdom/ as though it were not the last word upon the subject? 
If a man should not do evil that good may come, so neither 
should he do good that evil may come; and though it were good 
for me to speak out, shopld I not do better by refraining? 

“Such were the lawless and uncertain thoughts that tortured 
me very cruelly, so that I did what I had not done for many 
a long year—I prayed for guidance. ‘Show me Thy will, 0 
Lord/ I cried in great distress, ‘and strengthen me to do it 
when Thou hast shown it me.’ But there was no answer. 
Instinct tore me one way and reason another. Whereon I 
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settled that I would obey the reason with which God had 
endowed me, unless the instinct He had also given me should 
thrash it out of me. I could get no farther than this, that the 
Lord hath mercy on whom He will have mercy, and whom He 
willeth He hardeneth; and again I prayed that I might be among 
those on whom He would show His mercy. 

“* This was the strongest internal conflict that I ever remember 
to have felt, and it was at the end of it that I perceived the 
first, but as yet very faint, symptoms of that sickness from which 
I shall not recover. Whether this be a token of mercy or no, 
my Father which is in heaven knows, but I know not.” 

From what my father afterwards told me, I do not think the 
above reflections had engrossed him for more than three or four 
minutes; the giddiness which had for some seconds compelled 
him to lay hold of the first thing he could catch at in order to 
avoid falling, passed away without leaving a trace behind it, 
and his path seemed to become comfortably clear before him. 
He settled it that the proper thing to do would be to buy some 
food, start back at once while his permit was still valid, help 
himself to the property which he had sold the professors, leaving 
tile Erewhonians to wrestle as they best might with the lot 
that it had pleased Heaven to send them. 

This, however, was too heroic a course. He was tired, and 
wanted a night's rest in a bed; he was hungry, and wanted a 
substantial meal; he was curious, moreover, to see the temple 
dedicated to himself and hear Hanky’s sermon; there was also 
this further difficulty, he should have to take what he had sold 
the professors without returning them their £4. 10s., for he 
could not do without his blanket, etc.; and even if he left a bag 
of nuggets made fast to the sucker, he must either place it where 
it could be seen so easily that it would very likely get stolen, 
or hide it so cleverly that the professors would never find it. 
He therefore compromised by concluding that he would sup and 
sleep in Sunch’ston, get through the morrow as he best could 
without attracting attention, deepen the stain on his face and 
hair, and rely on the change so made in his appearance to pre¬ 
vent his being recognized at the dedication of the temple. He 
would do nothing to disillusion the people. To do this would 
only be making bad worse. As soon as the service was over, 
he would set out towards the preserves and, when it was well 
dark, make for the statues. He hoped that on such a great day 
the rangers might be, many of them, in Sunch’ston; if there 
were any about, he must trust the moonless night and his 
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own quick eyes and ears to get him through the preserves 
safely. 

The shops were by this time closed, but the keepers of a few 
stalls were trying by lamplight to sell the wares they had not 
yet got rid of. One of these was a bookstall, and, running his 
eye over some of the volumes, my father saw one entitled: 

The Sayings of the Sunchild during his stay in Erewhon, to 
which is added a true account of his return to the palace of 
the sun with his Erewhonian bride . This is the only version 
authorized by the Presidents and Vice-Presidents of the 
Musical Banks; all other versions being imperfect and 
inaccurate.—Bridgeford, XVIII, 150 pp. 8vo. Price 3s. 

The reader will understand that I am giving the prices as 
nearly as I can in their English equivalents. Another title was: 

The Sacrament of Divorce: an Occasional Sermon preached by 
Dr, Gurgoyle, President of the Musical Banks for the Province 
of Sunckston. 8vo, 16 pp. 6d. 

Other titles ran: » 

Counsels of Imperfection. 8vo, 20 pp. 6d. 

Hygiene ; or, How to Diagnose your Doctor , 8vo, 10 pp. 3d. 

The Physics of Vicarious Existence, by Dr. Gurgoyle, President 
of the Musical Banks for the Province of Sunch’ston. 
8vo, 20 pp. 6d. 

There were many other books whose titles would probably 
have attracted my father as much as those that I have given, 
but he was too tired and hungry to look at more. Finding that 
he could buy all the foregoing for 4s. 9d., he bought them and 
stuffed them into the valise that he had just bought. His 
purchases in all had now amounted to a little over £110s. (silver), 
leaving him about £3 (silver), including the money for which he 
had sold the quails, to carry him on till Sunday afternoon. 
He intended to spend say £2 (silver), and keep the rest of the 
money in order to give it to the British Museum. 

He now began to search for an inn, and walked about the less 
fashionable parts of the town till he found an unpretending 
tavern, which he thought would suit him. Here, on importunity, 
he was given a servant's room at the top of the house, all others 
being engaged by visitors who had come for the dedication. He 
ordered a meal, of which he stood in great need, and having 
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eaten it, he retired early for the night. But he smoked a pipe 
surreptitiously up the chimney before he got into bed. 

Meanwhile other things were happening, of which, happily 
for his repose, he was still ignorant, and which he did not learn 
till a few days later. Not to depart from chronological order, 
I will deal with them in my next chapter. 


CHAPTER VIII 

YRAM, NOW MAYORESS, GIVES A DINNER-PARTY, IN THE COURSE 
OF WHICH SHE IS DISQUIETED BY WHAT SHE LEARNS FROM 
PROFESSOR HANKY: SHE SENDS FOR HER SON GEORGE AND 
QUESTIONS HIM 

The professors, returning to their hotel early on the Friday 
morning, found a note from the mayoress urging them to be hej; 
guests during the remainder of their visit, and to meet other 
friends at dinner on the same evening. They accepted, and 
then went to bed; for they had passed the night under the tree 
in which they had hidden their purchase, and, as may be 
imagined, had slept but little. They rested all day, and trans¬ 
ferred themselves and their belongings to the mayor’s house in 
time to dress for dinner. 

When they came down into the drawing-room they found a 
brilliant company assembled, chiefly Musical-Bankical like them¬ 
selves. There was Dr. Downie, Professor of Logomachy, and 
perhaps the most subtle dialectician in Erewhon. He could 
say nothing in more words than any man of his generation. 
His text-book on the Art of Obscuring Issues had passed through 
ten or twelve editions, and was in the hands of all aspirants for 
academic distinction. He had earned a high reputation for 
sobriety of judgment by resolutely refusing to have definite 
views on any subject: so safe a man was he considered, that 
while still quite young he had been appointed to the lucrative post 
of Thinker in Ordinary to the Royal Family. There was Mr. 
Principal Crank, with his sister, Mrs. Quack; Professors Gabb 
and Bawl, with their wives and two or three erudite daughters. 

Old Mrs. Humdrum (of whom more anon) was there of course, 
with her venerable white hair and rich black satin dress, looking 
the very ideal of all that a stately old dowager ought to be. 
In society she was commonly known as Ydgrun, so perfectly 
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did she correspond with the conception of this strange goddess 
formed by the Erewhonians. She was one of those who had 
visited my father when he was in prison twenty years earlier. 
When he told me that she was now called Ydgrun, he said: 
“I am sure that the Erinyes were only Mrs. Humdrums, and 
that they were delightful people when you came to know them. 
I do not believe they did the awful things we say they did. I 
think, but am not quite sure, that they let Orestes off; but even 
though they had not pardoned him, I doubt whether they would 
have done anything more dreadful to him than issue a mot 
d'ordre that he was not to be asked to any more afternoon teas. 
This, however, would be downright torture to some people. 
At any rate,” he continued, “be it the Erinyes, or Mrs. Grundy, 
or Ydgrun, in all times and places it is woman who decides 
whether society is to condone an offence or no.” 

Among the most attractive ladies present was one for whose 
Erewhonian name I can find no English equivalent, and whom 
I must therefore call Miss La Frime. She was lady president 
X)i the principal establishment for the higher education of 
young ladies, and so celebrated was she that pupils flocked to 
her from all parts of the surrounding country. Her primer 
(written for the Erewhonian Arts and Science Series) on the 
Art of Man-killing was the most complete thing of the kind 
that had yet been done; but ill-natured people had been heard 
to say that she had killed all her own admirers so effectually 
that not one of them had ever lived to marry her. According 
to Erewhonian custom, the successful marriages of the pupils 
are inscribed yearly on the oak panelling of the college refectory, 
and a reprint from these in pamphlet form accompanies all the 
prospectuses that are sent out to parents. It was alleged that 
no other ladies’ seminary in Erewhon could show such a brilliant 
record during all the years of Miss La Frime’s presidency. 
Many other guests of less note were there, but the lions of 
the evening were the two professors whom we have already 
met with, and more particularly Hanky, who took the mayoress 
in to dinner. Panky, of course, wore his clothes reversed, as 
did Principal Crank and Professor Gabb; the others were dressed 
English fashion. 

Everything hung upon the hostess, for the host was little 
more than a still handsome figure-head. He had been remark¬ 
able for his good looks as a young man, and Strong is the nearest 
approach I can get to a translation of his Erewhonian name. 
His face inspired confidence at once, but he was a man of few 
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words, and had little of that grace which in his wife set every 
one instantly at his or her ease. He knew that all would go 
well so long as he left everything to her and kept himself as 
far as might be in the background. 

Before dinner was announced there was the usual buzz of 
conversation, chiefly occupied with salutations, good wishes for 
Sunday’s weather, and admiration for the extreme beauty of 
the mayoress’s three daughters, the two elder of whom were 
already out; while the third, though only thirteen, might have 
passed for a year or two older. Their mother was so much 
engrossed with receiving her guests that it was not till they were 
all at table that she was able to ask Hanky what he thought 
of the statues, which she had heard that he and Professor 
Panky had been to see. She was told how much interested 
he had been with them, and how unable he had been to form 
any theory as to their date or object. He then added, appealing 
to Panky, who was on the mayoress’s left hand, “But we had 
rather a strange adventure on our way down, had we not, 
Panky ? We got lost, and were benighted in the forest. Happily 
we fell in with one of the rangers who had lit a fire.” 

“Do I understand, then,” said Yram, as I suppose we may 
as well call her, “that you were out all last night? How tired 
you must be! But I hope you had enough provisions with you ? ” 

“Indeed we were out all night. We stayed by the ranger’s 
fire till midnight, and then tried to find our way down, but 
we gave it up soon after we had got out of the forest, and then 
waited under a large chestnut tree till four or five this morning. 
As for food, we had not so much as a mouthful from about 
three in the afternoon till we got to our inn early this morning.” 

“Oh, you poor, poor people! how tired you must be.” 

“No; we made a good breakfast as soon as we got in, and 
then went to bed, where we stayed till it was time for us to 
come to your house.” 

Here Panky gave his friend a significant look, as much as 
to say that he had said enough. 

This set Hanky on at once. “Strange to say, the ranger 
was wearing the old Erewhonian dress. It did me good to 
see it again after all these years. It seems your son lets his 
men wear what few of the old clothes they may still have, 
so long as they keep well away from the town. But fancy 
how carefully these poor fellows husband them; why, it must 
be seventeen years since the dress was forbidden!” 

We all of us have skeletons, large or small, in some cupboard 

♦ 188x 
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of our lives, but a well-regulated skeleton that will stay in its 
cupboard quietly does not much matter. There are skeletons, 
however, which can never be quite trusted not to open the 
cupboard door at some awkward moment, go downstairs, ring 
the hall-door bell, with grinning face announce themselves as 
the skeleton, and ask whether the master or mistress is at 
home. This kind of skeleton, though no bigger than a rabbit, 
will sometimes loom large as that of a dinotherium. My father 
was Yram’s skeleton. True, he was a mere skeleton of a skeleton, 
for the chances were thousands to one that he and my mother 
had perished long years ago; and even though he rang at 
the bell, there was no harm that he either could or would 
now do to her or hers; still, so long as she did not certainly 
know that he was dead, or otherwise precluded from returning, 
she could not be sure that he would not one day come back 
by the way that he would alone know, and she had rather 
he should not do so. 

Hence, on hearing from Professor Hanky that a man had 
been seen between the statues and Sunch'ston wearing the 
old Erewhonian dress, she was disquieted and perplexed. The 
excuse he had evidently made to the professors aggravated 
her uneasiness, for it was an obvious attempt to escape from 
an unexpected difficulty. There could be no truth in it. Her 
son would as soon think of wearing the old dress himself as 
of letting his men do so; and as for having old clothes still 
to wear out after seventeen years, no one but a Bridgeford 
professor would accept this. She saw, therefore, that she must 
keep her wits about her, and lead her guests on to tell her as 
much as they could be induced to do. 

“My son,” she said innocently, “is always considerate to 
his men, and that is why they are so devoted to him. I wonder 
which of them it was? In what part of the preserves did you 
fall in with him?” 

Hanky described the place, and gave the best idea he could 
of my father's appearance. 

“Of course he was swarthy like the rest of us?” 

“I saw nothing remarkable about him, except that his eyes 
were blue and his eyelashes nearly white, which, as you know, 
is rare in Erewhon. Indeed, I do not remember ever before 
to have seen a man with dark hair and complexion but light 
eyelashes. Nature is always doing something unusual.” 

“I have no doubt,” said Yram, “that he was the man they 
call Blacksheep, but I never noticed this peculiarity in him. 
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If he was Blacksheep, I am afraid you must have found him 
none too civil; he is a rough diamond, and you would hardly 
be able to understand his uncouth Sunch'ston dialect." 

“On the contrary, he was most kind and thoughtful—even 
so far as to take our permit from us, and thus save us the trouble 
of giving it up at your son's office. As for his dialect, his 
grammar was often at fault, but we could quite understand him." 

“I am glad to hear he behaved better than I could have 
expected. Did he say in what part of the preserves he had 
been?" 

“He had been catching quails between the place where we 
saw him and the statues; he was to deliver three dozen to 
your son this afternoon for the mayor's banquet on Sunday." 

This was worse and worse. She had urged her son to provide 
her with a supply of quails for Sunday's banquet, but he had 
begged her not to insist on having them. There was no close 
time for them in Erewhon, but he set his face against their 
being seen at table in spring and summer. During the winter, 
when any great occasion arose, he had allowed a few brace 
to be provided. 

“I asked my son to let me have some," said Yram, who was 
now on full scent. She laughed genially as she added: “Can 
you throw any light upon the question whether I am likely to 
get my three dozen? I have had no news as yet." 

“The man had taken a good many; we saw them but did 
not count them. He started about midnight for the ranger's 
shelter, where he said he should sleep till daybreak, so as to 
make up his full tale betimes." 

Yram had heard her son complain that there were no shelters 
on the preserves, and state his intention of having some built 
before the winter. Here too, then, the man's story must be 
false. She changed the conversation for the moment, but 
quietly told a servant to send high and low in search of her 
son, and, if he could be found, to bid him come to her at once. 
She then returned to her previous subject. 

“And did not this heartless wretch, knowing how hungry 
you must both be, let you have a quail or two as an act of 
pardonable charity?” 

“My dear mayoress, how can you ask such a question? 
We knew you would want all you could get; moreover, our 
permit threatened us with all sorts of horrors if we so much 
as ate a single quail. I assure you we never even allowed a 
thought of eating one of them to cross our minds." 
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“Then,” said Yram to herself, “they gorged upon them.” 
What could she think? A man who wore the old dress, and 
therefore who had almost certainly been in Erewhon, but had 
been many years away from it; who spoke the language well, 
but whose grammar was defective—hence, again, one who had 
spent some time in Erewhon; who knew nothing of the afforesting 
law now long since enacted, for how else would he have dared 
to light a fire and be seen with quails in his possession; an adroit 
liar, who on gleaning information from the professors had 
hazarded an excuse for immediately retracing his steps; a man, 
too, with blue eyes and light eyelashes. What did it matter 
about his hair being dark and his complexion swarthy—Higgs 
was far too clever to attempt a second visit to Erewhon without 
dyeing his hair and staining his face and hands. And he had 
got their permit out of the professors before he left them; 
clearly, then, he meant coming back, and coming back at once 
before the permit had expired. How could she doubt? My 
father, she felt sure, must by this time be in Sunch’ston. He 
would go back to change his clothes, which would not be very 
far down on the other side the pass, for he would not put on his 
old Erewhonian dress till he was on the point of entering Ere¬ 
whon ; and he would hide his English dress rather than throw it 
away, for he would want it when he went back again. It would 
be quite possible, then, for him to get through the forest before 
the permit was void, and he would be sure to go on to Sunch’ston 
for the night. 

She chatted unconcernedly, now with one guest, now with 
another, while they in their turn chatted unconcernedly with 
one another. 

Miss La Frime to Mrs. Humdrum: “You know how he got 
his professorship? No? I thought every one knew that. 
The question the candidates had to answer was, whether it was 
wiser during a long stay at an hotel to tip the servants pretty 
early, or to wait till the stay was ended. All the other candi¬ 
dates took one side or the other and argued their case in full. 
Hanky sent in three lines to the effect that the proper thing to 
do would be to promise at the beginning, and go away without 
giving. The king, with whom the appointment rested, was so 
much pleased with this answer that he gave Hanky the pro¬ 
fessorship without so much as looking ...” 

Professor Gabb to Mrs. Humdrum: “Oh no, I can assure you 
there is no truth in it. What happened was this. There was 
the usual crowd, and the people cheered professor after professor, 
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as he stood before them in the great Bridgeford theatre and 
satisfied them that a lump of butter which had been put into 
his mouth would not melt in it. When Hanky’s turn came he 
was taken suddenly unwell, and had to leave the theatre, on 
which there was a report in the house that the butter had melted; 
this was at once stopped by the return of the professor. Another 
piece of butter was put into his mouth, and, on being taken out 
after the usual time, was found to show no signs of having . . 

Miss Bawl to Mr. Principal Crank: . . . “The manager was 
so tall, you know, and then there was that little mite of an 
assistant manager—i t was so funny. For the assistant manager’s 
voice was ever so much louder than the . . 

Mrs. Bawl to Professor Gabb: . . . “Live for art! If I had 
to choose whether I would lose either art or science, I have not 
the smallest hesitation in saying that I would lose . . .” 

The mayor and Dr. Downier . . . “That you are to be 
canonized at the close of the year along with Professors Hanky 
and Panky?” 

“I believe it is His Majesty’s intention that the professors 
and myself are to head the list of the Sunchild’s Saints, but we 
have all of us got to . . .” 

And so on, and so on, buzz, buzz, buzz, over the whole table. 
Presently Yram turned to Hanky and said: 

“ By the way, professor, you must have found it very cold up 
at the statues, did you not ? But I suppose the snow is all gone 
by this time?” 

“Yes, it was cold, and though the winter’s snow is melted, 
there had been a recent fall. Strange to say, we saw fresh 
footprints in it, as of someone who had come up from the other 
side. But thereon hangs a tale, about which I believe I should 
say nothing.” 

“Then say nothing, my dear professor,” said Yram with a 
frank smile. “Above all,” she added quietly and gravely, 
“say nothing to the mayor, nor to my son, till after Sunday. 
Even a whisper of someone coming over from the other 
side disquiets them, and they have enough on hand for the 
moment.” 

Panky, who had been growing more and more restive at his 
friend’s outspokenness, but who had encouraged it more than 
once by vainly trying to check it, was relieved at hearing his 
hostess do for him what he could not do for himself. As for 
Yram, she had got enough out of the professor to be now fully 
dissatisfied, and mentally informed them that they might leave 



EREWHON REVISITED 


254 

the witness-box. During the rest of dinner she let the subject 
of their adventure severely alone. 

It seemed to her as though dinner was never going to end; 
but in the course of time it did so, and presently the ladies 
withdrew. As they were entering the drawing-room a servant 
told her that her son had been found more easily than was 
expected, and was now in his own room dressing. 

“Tell him,” she said, “to stay there till I come, which I will 
do directly.” 

She remained for a few minutes with her guests, and then, 
excusing herself quietly to Mrs. Humdrum, she stepped out and 
hastened to her son’s room. She told him that Professors 
Hanky and Panky were staying in the house, and that during 
dinner they had told her something he ought to know, but which 
there was no time to tell him until her guests were gone. “I 
had rather,” she said, “tell you about it before you see the 
professors, for if you see them the whole thing will be reopened, 
and you are sure to let them see how much more there is in 
it than they suspect. I want everything hushed up for the 
moment; do not, therefore, join us. Have dinner sent to you in 
your father’s study. I will come to you about midnight.” 

“But, my dear mother,” said George, “I have seen Panky 
already. I walked down with him a good long way this 
afternoon.” 

Yram had not expected this, but she kept her countenance. 
“How did you know,” said she, “that he was Professor Panky? 
Did he tell you so?” 

“Certainly he did. He showed me his permit, which was 
made out in favour of Professors Hanky and Panky, or either 
of them. He said Hanky had been unable to come with him, 
and that he was himself Professor Panky.” 

Yram again smiled very sweetly. “Then, my dear boy,” 
she said, “I am all the more anxious that you should not see 
him now. See nobody but the servants and your brothers, 
and wait till I can enlighten you. I must not stay another 
moment; but tell me this much, have you seen any signs of 
poachers lately?” 

“Yes; there were three last night.” 

“In what part of the preserves?’ 

Her son described the place. 

“You are sure they had been killing quails?” 

“Yes, and eating them—two on one side of a fire they had lit, 
and one on the other; this last man had done all the plucking.” 
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“Good!” 

She kissed him with more than even her usual tenderness, 
and returned to the drawing-room. 

During the rest of the evening she was engaged in earnest 
conversation with Mrs. Humdrum, leaving her other guests to 
her daughters and to themselves. Mrs. Humdrum had been 
her closest friend for many years, and carried more weight 
than any one else in Sunch’ston, except, perhaps, Yram herself. 
“Tell him everything,” she said to Yram at the close of their 
conversation; “we all dote upon him; trust him frankly, as 
you trusted your husband before you let him marry you. No 
lies, no reserve, no tears, and all will come right. As for me, 
command me,” and the good old lady rose to take her leave 
with as kind a look on her face as ever irradiated saint or angel. 
“I go early,” she added, “for the others will go when they 
see me do so, and the sooner you are alone the better.” 

By half an hour before midnight her guests had gone. Hanky 
and Panky were given to understand that they must still be 
tired and had better go to bed. So was the mayor; so were 
her sons and daughters, except of course George, who was 
waiting for her with some anxiety, for he had seen that she 
had something serious to tell him. Then she went down into 
the study. Her son embraced her as she entered, and moved 
an easy chair for her, but she would not have it. 

“No; I will have an upright one.” Then, sitting composedly 
down on the one her son placed for her, she said: 

“And now to business. But let me first tell you that the 
mayor was told, twenty years ago, all the more important 
part of what you will now hear. He does not yet know what 
has happened within the last few hours, but either you or I 
will tell him to-morrow.” 


CHAPTER IX 

INTERVIEW BETWEEN YRAM AND HER SON 

“What did you think of Panky?” 

“I could not make him out. If he had not been a Bridgeford 
professor I might have liked him; but you know how we all 
of us distrust those people.” 

“Where did you meet him?” 

“About two hours lower down than the statues.” 
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“At what o’clock?” 

“ It might be between two and half-past.” 

“I suppose he did not say that at that hour he was in bed 
at his hotel in Sunch’ston. Hardly! Tell me what passed 
between you.” 

“He had his permit open before we were within speaking 
distance. I think he feared I should attack him without 
making sure whether he was a foreign devil or no. I have 
told you he said he was Professor Panky.” 

“I suppose he had a dark complexion and black hair like 
the rest of us?” 

“Dark complexion and hair purplish rather than black. I 
was surprised to see that his eyelashes were as light as my 
own, and his eyes were blue like mine—but you will have 
noticed this at dinner.” 

“No, my dear, I did not; and I think I should have done 
so if it had been there to notice.” 

“Oh, but it was so indeed.” 

“Perhaps. Was there anything strange about his way of 
talking?” 

“A little about his grammar, but these Bridgeford professors 
have often risen from the ranks. His pronunciation was nearly 
like yours and mine.” 

“Was his manner friendly?” 

“Very; more so than I could understand at first. I had 
not, however, been with him long before I saw tears in his 
eyes, and when I asked him whether he was in distress, he 
said I reminded him of a son whom he had lost and had found 
after many years, only to lose him almost immediately for 
ever. Hence his cordiality towards me.” 

“Then,” said Yram half hysterically to herself, “he knew 
who you were. Now, how, I wonder, did he find that out?” 
All vestige of doubt as to who the man might be had now 
left her. 

“Certainly he knew who I was. He spoke about you more 
than once, and wished us every kind of prosperity, baring his 
head reverently as he spoke.” 

“Poor fellow! Did he say anything about Higgs?” 

“A good deal, and I was surprised to find he thought about 
it all much as we do. But when I said that if I could go down 
into the hell of which Higgs used to talk to you while he was 
in prison, I should expect to find him in its hottest fires, he 
did not like it.” 
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“Possibly not, my dear. Did you tell him how the other 
boys, when you were at school, used sometimes to say you 
were son to this man Higgs, and that the people of Sunch'ston 
used to say so also, till the mayor trounced two or three people 
so roundly that they held their tongues for the future ?” 

“Not all that, but I said that silly people had believed me 
to be the Sunchild’s son, and what a disgrace I should hold 
it to be son to such an impostor.” 

“What did he say to this?” 

“He asked whether I should feel the disgrace less if Higgs 
were to undo the mischief he had caused by coming back and 
showing himself to the people for what he was. But he said 
it would be no use for him to do so, inasmuch as people would 
kill him but would not believe him.” 

“And you said?” 

“Let him come back, speak out, and chance what might 
befall him. In that case, I should honour him, father or no 
father.” 

“And he?” 

“He asked if that would be a bargain; and when I said it 
would, he grasped me warmly by the hand on Higgs's behalf— 
though what it could matter to him passes my comprehension.” 

“But he saw that, even though Higgs were to show himself 
and say who he was, it would mean death to himself and no 
good to any one else?” 

“Perfectly.” 

“Then he can have meant nothing by shaking hands with 
you. It was an idle jest. And now for your poachers. You 
do not know who they were? I will tell you. The two who 
sat on the one side the fire were Professors Hanky and Panky 
from the City of the People who are above Suspicion.” 

“No!” said George vehemently. “Impossible.” 

“Yes, my dear boy, quite possible, and whether possible or 
impossible, assuredly true.” 

“And the third man?” 

“The third man was dressed in the old costume. He was 
in possession of several brace of birds. The professors vowed 
they had not eaten any-” 

“Oh yes, but they had,” blurted out George. 

“Of course they had, my dear; and a good thing too. Let 
us return to the man in the old costume.” 

“That is puzzling. Who did he say he was?” 

“He said he was one of your men; that you had Instructed 
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him to provide you with three dozen quails for Sunday; and 
that you let your men wear the old costume if they had any 
of it left, provided-” 

This was too much for George; he started to his feet. “What, 
my dearest mother, does all this mean? You have been playing 
with me all through. What is coming?” 

“A very little more, and you shall hear. This man stayed 
with the professors till nearly midnight, and then left them 
on the plea that he would finish the night in the ranger’s 
shelter-” 

“Ranger’s shelter, indeed! Why-” 

“Hush, my darling boy, be patient with me. He said he 
must be up betimes, to run down the rest of the quails you 
had ordered him to bring you. But before leaving the professors 
he beguiled them into giving him up their permit.” 

“Then,” said George, striding about the room with his face 
flushed and his eyes flashing, “he was the man with whom I 
walked down this afternoon.” 

“Exactly so.” 

“And he must have changed his dress?” 

“Exactly so.” 

“But where and how?” 

“At some place not very far down on the other side the 
range, where he had hidden his old clothes.” 

“And who, in the name of all that we hold most sacred, do 
you take him to have been—for I see you know more than you 
have yet told me?” 

“My son, he was Higgs the Sunchild, father to that boy 
whom I love next to my husband more dearly than any one in 
the whole world.” 

She folded her arms about him for a second, without kissing 
him, and left him. “And now,” she said, the moment she had 
closed the door—“and now I may cry.” 

She did not cry for long, and having removed all trace of 
tears as far as might be, she returned to her son, outwardly 
composed and cheerful. “Shall I say more now,” she said, 
seeing how grave he looked, “or shall I leave you, and talk 
further with you to-morrow ? ” 

“Now—now—now!” 

“Good! A little before Higgs came here, the mayor, as he 
now, Is poor, handsome, generous to a fault so far as he had the 
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wherewithal, was adored* by all the women of his own rank in 
Sunch’ston. Report said that he had adored many of them in 
return, but after having known me for a very few days, he asked 
me to marry him, protesting that he was a changed man. I 
liked him, as every one else did, but I was not in love with him, 
and said so; he said he would give me as much time as I 
chose, if I would not point-blank refuse him; and so the matter 
was left. 

“Within a week or so Higgs was brought to the prison, and 
had he not been there long before I found, or thought I found, 
that I liked him better than I liked Strong. I was a fool—but 
there 1 As for Higgs, he liked, but did not love me. If I had 
let him alone he would have done the like by me; and let each 
other alone we did, till the day before he was taken down to 
the capital. On that day, whether through his fault or mine 
I know not—we neither of us meant it—it was as though Nature, 
my dear, was determined that you should not slip through her 
fingers—well, on that day we took it into our heads that we were 
broken-hearted lovers—the rest followed. And how, my dearest 
boy, as I look upon you, can I feign repentance ? 

“My husband, who never saw Higgs, and knew nothing about 
him except the too little that I told him, pressed his suit, and 
about a month after Higgs had gone, having recovered my 
passing infatuation for him, I took kindly to the mayor and 
accepted him, without telling him what I ought to have told 
him—but the words stuck in my throat. I had not been engaged 
to him many days before I found that there was something which 
I should not be able to hide much longer. 

“You know, my dear, that my mother had been long dead, 
and I never had a sister or any near kinswoman. At my wits’ 
end who I should consult, instinct drew me to Mrs. Humdrum, 
then a woman of about five-and-forty. She was a grand lady, 
while I was about the rank of one of my own housemaids. I 
had no claim on her; I went to her as a lost dog looks into the 
faces of people on a road and singles out the one who will most 
surely help him. I had had a good look at her once as she was 
putting on her gloves, and I liked the way she did it. I marvel 
at my own boldness. At any rate, I asked to see her, and told 
her my story exactly as I have now told it to you. 

“‘You have no mother ? 9 she said, when she had heard all. 

“‘No.’ 

“‘Then, my dear, I will mother you myself. Higgs is out of 
the question, so Strong must marry you at once. We will tell 
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him everything, and I, on your behalf, will insist upon it that 
the engagement is at an end. I hear good reports of him, and 
if we are fair towards him he will be generous towards us. 
Besides, I believe he is so much in love with you that he would 
sell his soul to get you. Send him to me. I can deal with him 
better than you can.* ” 

“And what,” said George, “did my father, as I shall always 
call him, say to all this?” 

“Truth bred chivalry in him at once. ‘I will marry her/ 
he said, with hardly a moment’s hesitation, * but it will be better 
that I should not be put on any lower footing than Higgs was. 
I ought not to be denied anything that has been allowed to him. 
If I am trusted, I can trust myself to trust and think no evil 
either of Higgs or her. They were pestered beyond endurance, 
as I have been ere now. If I am held at arm’s length till I am 
fast bound, I shall marry Yram just the same, but I doubt 
whether she and I shall ever be quite happy.” 

“‘Come to my house this evening,’ said Mrs. Humdrum, 
‘and you will find Yram there.’ He came, he found me, and 
within a fortnight we were man and wife.” 

“How much does not all this explain,” said George, smiling, 
but very gravely. “And you are going to ask me to forgive 
you for robbing me of such a father.” 

“He has forgiven me, my dear, for robbing him of such a 
son. He never reproached me. From that day to this he has 
never given me a harsh word, or even syllable. When you were 
born he took to you at once, as, indeed, who could help doing? 
for you were the sweetest child both in looks and temper that it 
is possible to conceive. Your having light hair and eyes made 
things more difficult; for this, and your being born, almost to 
the day, nine months after Higgs had left us, made people talk— 
but your father kept their tongues within bounds. They talk 
still, but they liked what little they saw of Higgs, they like the 
mayor and me, and they like you the best of all; so they please 
themselves by having the thing both ways. Though, therefore, 
you are son to the mayor, Higgs cast some miraculous spell 
upon me before he left, whereby my son should be in some 
measure his as well as the mayor’s. It was this miraculous 
spell that caused you to be bom two months too soon, and we 
called you by Higgs’s first name as though to show that we took 
that view of the matter ourselves. 

“Mrs. Humdrum, however, was very positive that there was 
no spell at all. She had repeatedly heard her father say that 
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the mayor’s grandfather was light-hairfd and blue-eyed, and 
that every third generation in that family a light-haired son 
was bom. The people believe this too. Nobody disbelieves 
Mrs. Humdrum, but they like the miracle best; so that is how it 
has been settled. 

“I never knew whether Mrs. Humdrum told her husband, 
but I think she must; for a place was found almost immediately 
for my husband in Mr. Humdrum’s business. He made himself 
useful; after a few years he was taken into partnership, and on 
Mr. Humdrum’s death became head of the firm. Between our¬ 
selves, he says laughingly that all his success in life was due to 
Higgs and me.” 

“I shall give Mrs. Humdrum a double dose of kissing,” said 
George thoughtfully, “next time I see her.” 

“Oh, do, do; she will so like it. And now, my darling boy, 
tell your poor mother whether or no you can forgive her.” 

He clasped her in his arms and kissed her again and again, 
but for a time he could find no utterance. Presently he smiled, 
and said: “Of course I do; but it is you who should forgive me, 
for was it not all my fault ? ” 

When Yram, too, had become more calm, she said: “It is 
late, and we have no time to lose. Higgs’s coming at this time 
is mere accident; if he had had news from Erewhon he would 
have known much that he did not know. I cannot guess why 
he has come—probably through mere curiosity; but he will 
hear or have heard—yes, you and he talked about it—of the 
temple;-being here, he will want to see the dedication. From 
what you have told me, I feel sure that he will not make a fool 
of himself by saying who he is; but in spite of his disguise he may 
be recognized. I do not doubt that he is now in Sunch’ston; 
therefore, to-morrow morning scour the town to find him. 
Tell him he is discovered, tell him you know from me that he is 
your father, and that I wish to see him with all good will towards 
him. He will come. We will then talk to him, and show him 
that he must go back at once. You can escort him to the 
statues; after passing them he will be safe. He will give you no 
trouble; but if he does, arrest him on a charge of poaching, and 
take him to the gaol, where we must do the best we can with 
him—but he will give you none. We need say nothing to the 
professors. No one but ourselves will know of his having 
been here.” 

On this she again embraced her son and left him. If two 
photographs could have been taken of her, one as she opened 
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the door and looked fondly back on George, and the other as 
she closed it behind her, the second portrait would have seemed 
taken ten years later than the first. 

As for George, he went gravely, but not unhappily, to his 
own room. “So that ready, plausible fellow,” he muttered to 
himself, “was my own father. At any rate, I am not son to a 
fool—and he liked me.” 


CHAPTER X 

MY FATHER, FEARING RECOGNITION AT SUNCH’STON, BETAKES 
HIMSELF TO THE NEIGHBOURING TOWN OF FAIRMEAD 

I will now return to my father. Whether from fatigue or 
over-excitement, he slept only by fits and starts, and when 
awake he could not rid himself of the idea that, in spite of his 
disguise, he might be recognized, either at his inn or in the 
town, by someone of the many who had seen him when he was 
in prison. In this case there was no knowing what might 
happen, but at best discovery would probably prevent his 
seeing the temple dedicated to himself, and hearing Professor 
Hanky’s sermon, which he was particularly anxious to do. 

So strongly did he feel the real or fancied danger he should 
incur by spending Saturday in Sunch’ston, that he rose as soon 
as he heard any one stirring, and having paid his bill, walked 
quietly out of the house, without saying where he was going. 

There was a town about ten miles off, not so important as 
Sunch’ston, but having some ten thousand inhabitants; he 
resolved to find accommodation there for the day and night, 
and to walk over to Sunch’ston in time for the dedication 
ceremony, which he had found, on inquiry, would begin at 
eleven o’clock. 

The country between Sunch’ston and Fairmead, as the town 
just referred to was named, was still mountainous, and being 
well wooded as well as well watered, abounded in views of 
singular beauty; but I have no time to dwell on the enthusiasm 
with which my father described them to me. The road took 
him at right angles to the main road down the valley from 
Sunch’ston to the capital, and this was one reason why he had 
chosen Fairmead rather than Clearwater, which was the next 
town lower down on the main road. He did not, indeed, 
anticipate that any one would want to find him, but whoever 
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might so want would be more likely to go straight down the 
valley than to turn aside towards Fairmead. 

On reaching this place, he found It pretty full of people, for 
Saturday was market-day. There was a considerable open 
space in the middle of the town, with an arcade running round 
three sides of it, while the fourth was completely taken up by 
the venerable Musical Bank of the city, a building which had 
weathered the storms of more than five centuries. On the 
outside of the wall, abutting on the market-place, were three 
wooden sedilia, in which the mayor and two coadjutors sat 
weekly on market-days to give advice, redress grievances, and, 
if necessary (which it very seldom was), to administer correction. 

My father was much interested in watching the proceedings 
in a case which he found on inquiry to be not infrequent. A 
man was complaining to the mayor that his daughter, a lovely 
child of eight years old, had none of the faults common to 
children of her age, and, in fact, seemed absolutely deficient in 
immoral sense. She never told lies, had never stolen so much as 
a lollipop, never showed any recalcitrancy about saying her 
prayers, and by her incessant obedience had filled her poor 
father and mother with the gravest anxiety as regards her future 
well-being. He feared it would be necessary to send her to a 
deformatory. 

“I have generally found,” said the mayor, gravely but 
kindly, “that the fault in these distressing cases lies rather 
with the parent than the children. Does the child never break 
anything by accident?” 

“Yes,” said the father. 

“And you have duly punished her for it?” 

“ Alas! sir, I fear I only told her she was a naughty girl, and 
must not do it again.” 

“Then how can you expect your child to learn those petty 
arts of deception without which she must fall an easy prey to 
any one who wishes to deceive her? How can she detect lying 
in other people unless she has had some experience of it in her 
own practice? How, again, can she learn when it will be well 
for her to lie, and when to refrain from doing so, unless she has 
made many a mistake on a small scale while at an age when 
mistakes do not greatly matter? The Sunchild” (and here he 
reverently raised his hat), “as you may read in chapter thirty-one 
of his Sayings, has left us a touching tale of a little boy who, 
having cut down an apple tree in his father’s garden, lamented 
his inability to tell a lie. Some commentators, indeed, have 
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held that the evidence was so strongly against the boy that no 
lie would have been of any use to him, and that his perception 
of this fact was all that he intended to convey; but the best 
authorities take his simple words, 4 1 cannot tell a lie/ in their 
most natural sense, as being his expression of regret at the way 
in which his education had been neglected. If that case had 
come before me, I should have punished the boy’s father, unless 
he could show that the best authorities are mistaken (as, indeed, 
they too generally are), and that under more favourable circum¬ 
stances the boy would have been able to lie, and would have 
lied accordingly. 

“ There is no occasion for you to send your child to a deforma- 
tory. I am always averse to extreme measures when I can 
avoid them. Moreover, in a deformatory she would be almost 
certain to fall in with characters as intractable as her own. 
Take her home and whip her next time she so much as pulls 
about the salt. If you will do this whenever you get a chance, 
I have every hope that you will have no occasion to come to 
me again.” 

“Very well, sir,” said the father, “I will do my best, but the 
child is so instinctively truthful that I am afraid whipping will 
be of little use.” 

There were other cases, none of them serious, which in the 
old days would have been treated by a straightener. My father 
had already surmised that the straightener had become extinct 
as a class, having been superseded by the managers and cashiers 
of the Musical Banks, but this became more apparent as he 
listened to the cases that next came on. These were dealt 
with quite reasonably, except that the magistrate always 
ordered an emetic and a strong purge in addition to the rest 
of his sentence, as holding that all diseases of the moral sense 
spring from impurities within the body, which must be cleansed 
before there could be any hope of spiritual improvement. If 
any devils were found in what passed from the prisoner’s body, 
he was to be brought up again; for in this case the rest of the 
sentence might very possibly be remitted. 

When the mayor and his coadjutors had done sitting, my 
father strolled round the Musical Bank and entered it by the 
main entrance, which was on the top of a flight of steps that 
went down on to the principal street of the town. How strange 
it is that, no matter how gross a superstition may have polluted 
it, a holy place, if hallowed by long veneration, remains always 
holy. Look at Delphi. What a fraud it was, and yet how 
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hallowed it must ever remain. But letting this pass, Musical 
Banks, especially when of great age, always fascinated my 
father, and being now tired with his walk, he sat down on one 
of the many rush-bottomed seats and (for there was no service 
at this hour) gave free rein to meditation. 

How peaceful it all was with its droning old-world smell 
of ancestor, dry rot, and stale incense. As the clouds came 
and went, the grey-green, cobweb-chastened light ebbed and 
flowed over the walls and ceiling; to watch the fitfulness of its 
streams was a sufficient occupation. A hen laid an egg outside 
and began to cackle—it was an event of magnitude; a peasant 
sharpening his scythe, a blacksmith hammering at his anvil, 
the clack of a wooden shoe upon the pavement, the boom of 
a humble-bee, the dripping of the fountain, all these things, 
with such concert as they kept, invited the dewy-feathered 
sleep that visited him, and held him for the best part of an hour. 

My father has said that the Erewhonians never put up 
monuments or write epitaphs for their dead, and this he believed 
to be still true; but it was not so always, and on waking his 
eye was caught by a monument of great beauty, which bore 
a date of about 1550 of our era. It was to an old lady, who 
must have been very lovable if the sweet smiling face of her 
recumbent figure was as faithful to the original as its strongly 
marked individuality suggested. I need not give the earlier 
part of her epitaph, which was conventional enough, but my 
father was so struck with the concluding lines that he copied 
them into the notebook which he always carried in his pocket. 
They ran: 

I fall asleep in the full and certain hope 
That my slumber shall not be broken; 

And that though I be all-forgetting, 

Yet shall I not be all-forgotten. 

But continue that life in the thoughts and deeds 
Of those I loved, 

Into which, while the power to strive was yet vouchsafed me, 

I fondly strove to enter. 

My father deplored his inability to do justice to the subtle 
tenderness of the original, but the above was the nearest he 
could get to it. 

How different this from the opinions concerning a future 
state which he had tried to set before the Erewhonians 
some twenty years earlier. It all came back to him, as the 
storks had done, now that he was again in an Erewhonian 
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environment, and he particularly remembered how one youth 
had inveighed against our European notions of heaven and 
hell with a contemptuous flippancy that nothing but youth 
and ignorance could even palliate. 

“Sir,” he had said to my father, “your heaven will not 
attract me unless I can take my clothes and my luggage. Yes; 
and I must lose my luggage and find it again. On arriving, 
I must be told that it has unfortunately been taken to a wrong 
circle, and that there may be some difficulty in recovering it— 
or it shall have been sent up to mansion number five hundred 
thousand millions nine hundred thousand forty-six thousand 
eight hundred and eleven, whereas it should have gone to 
four hundred thousand millions, etc., etc.; and am I sure that 
I addressed it rightly? Then, when I am just getting cross 
enough to run some risk of being turned out, the luggage shall 
make its appearance, hat-box, umbrella, rug, golf-sticks, 
bicycle, and everything else all quite correct, and in my delight 
I shall tip the angel double and realize that I am enjoymg 
myself. 

“Or I must have asked what I could have for breakfast, 
and be told I could have boiled eggs, or eggs and bacon, or 
filleted plaice. ‘ Filleted plaice/ I shall exclaim, ‘no I not that. 
Have you any red mullets?* And the angel will say, ‘Why 
no, sir; the gulf has been so rough that there has hardly any 
fish come in this three days, and there has been such a run on 
it that we have nothing left but plaice.” 

“‘Well, well/ I shall say, ‘have you any kidneys? 1 

“‘You can have one kidney, sir/ will be the answer. 

“‘One kidney, indeed, and you call this heaven! At any 
rate you will have sausages ?’ 

“Then the angel will say, ‘We shall have some after Sunday, 
sir, but we are quite out of them at present/ 

“And I shall say, somewhat sulkily, ‘Then I suppose I must 
have eggs and bacon/ 

“But in the morning there will come up a red mullet, beauti¬ 
fully cooked, a couple of kidneys and three sausages browned 
to a turn, and seasoned with just so much sage and thyme as 
will savour without overwhelming them; and I shall eat every¬ 
thing. It shall then transpire that the angel knew about the 
luggage, and what I was to have for breakfast, all the time, 
but wanted to give me the pleasure of finding things turn out 
better than I had expected. Heaven would be a dull place 
without such occasional petty false alarms as these/’ 
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I have no business to leave my father’s story, but the mouth 
of the ox that treadeth out the corn should not be so closely 
muzzled that he cannot sometimes filch a mouthful for himself; 
and when I had copied out the foregoing somewhat irreverent 
paragraphs, which I took down (with no important addition or 
alteration) from my father’s lips, I could not refrain from 
making a few reflections of my own, which I will ask the reader’s 
forbearance if I lay before him. 

Let heaven and hell alone, but think of Hades, with Tantalus, 
Sisyphus, Tityus, and all the rest of them. How futile were 
the attempts of the old Greeks and Romans to lay before us 
any plausible conception of eternal torture. What were the 
Danaids doing but that which each one of us has to do during 
his or her whole life? What are our bodies if not sieves that 
we are for ever trying to fill, but which we must refill continually 
without hope of being able to keep them full for long together? 
Do we mind this? Not so long as we can get the wherewithal 
to fill them; and the Danaids never seem to have run short 
of water. They would probably ere long take to clearing out 
any obstruction in their sieves if they found them getting 
choked. What would it matter to them whether the sieves 
got full or no? They were not paid for filling them. 

Sisyphus, again! Can any one believe that he would go on 
rolling that stone year after year and seeing it roll down again 
unless he liked seeing it? We are not told that there was a 
dragon which attacked him whenever he tried to shirk. If he 
had greatly cared about getting his load over the last pinch, 
experience would have shown him some way of doing so. The 
probability is that he got to enjoy the downward rush of his 
stone, and very likely amused himself by so timing it as to 
cause the greatest scare to the greatest number of the shades 
that were below. 

What though Tantalus found the water shun him and the 
fruits fly from him when he tried to seize them? The writer 
of the Odyssey gives us no hint that he was dying of thirst 
or hunger. The pores of his skin would absorb enough water 
to prevent the first, and we may be sure that he got fruit 
enough, one way or another, to keep him going. 

Tityus, as an effort after the conception of an eternity of 
torture, is not successful. What could an eagle matter on the 
liver of a man whose body covered nine acres? Before long 
he would find it an agreeable stimulant. If, then, the greatest 
minds of antiquity could invent nothing that should carry 
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better conviction of eternal torture, is it likely that the con¬ 
viction can be carried at all? 

Methought I saw Jove sitting on the topmost ridges of 
Olympus and confessing failure to Minerva. “I see, my dear,” 
he said, “that there is no use in trying to make people very 
happy or very miserable for long together. Pain, if it does 
not soon kill, consists not so much in present suffering as in 
the still recent memory of a time when there was less, and in 
the fear that there will soon be more; and so happiness lies 
less in immediate pleasure than in lively recollection of a worse 
time and lively hope of better ” 

As for the young gentleman above referred to, my father met 
him with the assurance that there had been several cases in 
which living people had been caught up into heaven or carried 
down into hell, and been allowed to return to earth and report 
what they had seen; while to others visions had been vouchsafed 
so clearly that thousands of authentic pictures had been painted 
of both states. All incentive to good conduct, he had then 
alleged, was found to be at once removed from those who 
doubted the fidelity of these pictures. 

This at least was what he had then said, but I hardly think 
he would have said it at the time of which I am now writing. 
As he continued to sit in the Musical Bank, he took from his 
valise the pamphlet on The Physics of Vicarious Existence , by 
Dr. Gurgoyle, which he had bought on the preceding evening, 
doubtless being led to choose this particular work by the tenor 
of the old lady’s epitaph. 

The second title he found to run, Being Strictures on Certain 
Heresies concerning a Future State that have been Engrafted on the 
Sunchild's Teaching . 

My father shuddered as he read this title. “How long,” 
he said to himself, “will it be before they are at one another’s 
throats?” 

On reading the pamphlet, he found it added little to what the 
epitaph had already conveyed; but it interested him, as showing 
that, however cataclysmic a change of national opinions may 
appear to be, people will find means of bringing the new into 
more or less conformity with the old. 

Here it is a mere truism to say that many continue to live a 
vicarious life long after they have ceased to be aware of living. 
This view is as old as the non omnis moriar of Horace, and we 
may be sure some thousands of years older. It is only, there¬ 
fore, with much diffidence that I have decided to give a resume 
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of opinions many of which those whom I alone wish to please 
will have laid to heart from their youth upwards. In brief, 
Dr. Gurgoyle's contention comes to little more than saying that 
the quick are more dead, and the dead more quick, than we 
commonly think. To be alive, according to him, is only to be 
unable to understand how dead one is, and to be dead is only to 
be invincibly ignorant concerning our own livingness—for the 
dead would be as living as the living if we could only get them 
to believe it. 


CHAPTER XI 

PRESIDENT GURGOYLE’s PAMPHLET ON “THE PHYSICS OF 
VICARIOUS EXISTENCE” 

Belief, like any other moving body, follows the path of least 
resistance, and this path had led Dr. Gurgoyle to the conviction, 
real or feigned, that my father was son to the sun, probably by 
the moon, and that his ascent into the sky with an earthly bride 
was due to the sun’s interference with the laws of nature. Never¬ 
theless he was looked upon as more or less of a survival, and was 
deemed lukewarm, if not heretical, by those who seemed to be 
the pillars of the new system. 

My father soon found that not even Panky could manipulate 
his teaching more freely than the doctor had done. My father 
had taught that when a man was dead there was an end of 
him, until he should rise again in the flesh at the last day, to 
enter into eternity either of happiness or misery. He had, 
indeed, often talked of the immortality which some achieve 
even in this world; but he had cheapened this, declaring it to 
be an unsubstantial mockery, that could give no such comfort 
in the hour of death as was unquestionably given by belief in 
heaven and hell. 

Dr. Gurgoyle, however, had an equal horror, on the one hand, 
of anything involving resumption of life by the body when it 
was once dead, and on the other, of the view that life ended 
with the change which we call death. He did not, indeed, pre¬ 
tend that he could do much to take away the sting from death, 
nor would he do this if he could, for if men did not fear death 
unduly, they would often court it unduly. Death can only 
be*belauded at the cost of belittling life;* but he held that a 
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reasonable assurance of fair fame after death is a truer consola¬ 
tion to the dying, a truer comfort to surviving friends, and a 
more real incentive to good conduct in this life, than any of the 
consolations or incentives falsely fathered upon the Sunchild. 

He began by setting aside every saying ascribed, however 
truly, to my father, if it made against his views, and by putting 
his own glosses on all that he could gloze into an appearance of 
being in his favour. I will pass over his attempt to combat the 
rapidly spreading belief in a heaven and hell such as we accept, 
and will only summarize his contention that, of our two lives— 
namely, the one we live in our own persons, and that other life 
which we live in other people both before our reputed death 
and after it—the second is as essential a factor of our complete 
life as the first is, and sometimes more so. 

Life, he urged, lies not in bodily organs, but in the power to 
use them, and in the use that is made of them—that is to say, 
in the work they do. As the essence of a factory is not in the 
building wherein the work is done, nor yet in the implements 
used in turning it out, but in the will-power of the master and 
in the goods he makes, so the true life of a man is in his will 
and work, not in his body. “Those,” he argued, “who make 
the life of a man reside within his body are like one who should 
mistake the carpenter’s tool-box for the carpenter.” 

He maintained that this had been my father’s teaching, for 
which my father heartily trusts that he may be forgiven. 

He went on to say that our will-power is not wholly limited 
to the working of its own special system of organs, but under 
certain conditions can work and be worked upon by other will¬ 
powers like itself: so that if, for example, A’s will-power has 
got such hold on B’s as to be able, through B, to work B’s 
mechanism, what seems to have been B’s action will in reality 
have been more A’s than B’s, and this in the same real sense as 
though the physical action had been effected through A’s own 
mechanical system—A, in fact, will have been living in B. The 
universally admitted maxim that he who does this or that by 
the hand of an agent does *t himself, shows that the foregoing 
view is only a roundabout way of stating what common sense 
treats as a matter of course. 

Hence, though A’s individual will-power must be held to 
cease when the tools it works with are destroyed or out of gear, 
yet, so long as any survivors were so possessed by it while it was 
still efficient, or, again, become so impressed by its operation 
on them through work that he has left as to act in obedience 
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to his will-power rather than their own, A has a certain amount 
of bona fide life still remaining. His vicarious life is not affected 
by the dissolution of his body; and in many cases the sum total 
of a man’s vicarious action and of its outcome exceeds to an 
almost infinite extent the sum total of those actions and works 
that were effected through the mechanism of his own physical 
organs. In these cases his vicarious life is more truly his life 
than any that he lived in his own person. 

“True,” continued the doctor, “ while living in his own person, 
a man knows, or thinks he knows, what he is doing, whereas 
we have no reason to suppose such knowledge on the part of 
one whose body is already dust; but the consciousness of the 
doer has less to do with the livingness of the deed than people 
generally admit. We know nothing of the power that sets our 
heart beating, nor yet of the beating itself so long as it is normal. 
We know nothing of our breathing or of our digestion, of the 
all-important work we achieved as embryos, nor of our growth 
from infancy to manhood. No one will say that these were not 
actions of a living agent, but the more normal, the healthier, 
and thus the more truly living, the agent is, the less he will know 
or have known of his own action. The part of our bodily life 
that enters into our consciousness is very small as compared 
with that of which we have no consciousness. What completer 
proof can we have that livingness consists in deed rather than 
in consciousness of deed ? 

“The foregoing remarks are not intended to apply so much 
to vicarious action in virtue, we will say, of a settlement, or 
testamentary disposition that cannot be set aside. Such action 
is apt to be too unintelligent, too far from variation and quick 
change to rank as true vicarious action; indeed it is not rarely 
found to effect the very opposite of what the person who made 
the settlement or will desired. They are meant to apply to 
that more intelligent and versatile action engendered by affec¬ 
tionate remembrance. Nevertheless, even the compulsory 
vicarious action taken in consequence of a will, and indeed 
the very name 4 will ’ itself, shows that though we cannot take 
either flesh or money with us, we can leave our will-power 
behind us in very efficient operation. 

“This vicarious life (on which I have insisted, I fear at 
unnecessary length, for it is so obvious that none can have 
failed to realize it) is lived by every one of us before death as 
well as after it, and is little less important to us than that of 
which we are to some extent conscious in our own persons. A 
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man, we will say, has written a book which delights or displeases 
thousands of whom he knows nothing, and who know nothing 
of him. The book, we will suppose, has considerable, or at 
any rate some, influence on the action of these people. Let 
us suppose the writer fast asleep while others are enjoying his 
work, and acting in consequence of it, perhaps at long distances 
from him. Which is his truest life—the one he is leading in 
them, or that equally unconscious life residing in his own 
sleeping body? Can there be a doubt that the vicarious life 
is the more efficient? 

“Or when we are waking, how powerfully does not the life 
we are living in others pain or delight us, according as others 
think ill or well of us? How truly do we not recognize it as 
part of our own existence, and how great an influence does 
not the fear of a present hell in men's bad thoughts, and the 
hope of a present heaven in their good ones, influence our 
own conduct? Have we not here a true heaven and a true 
hell, as compared with the efficiency of which these gross 
material ones so falsely engrafted on to the Sunchild's teaching 
are but as the flint implements of a prehistoric race? 'If a 
man,' said the Sunchild, 'fear not man, whom he hath seen, 
neither will he fear God, whom he hath not seen.'” 

My father again assures me that he never said this. Re¬ 
turning to Dr. Gurgoyle, he continued: 

“It may be urged that on a man's death one of the great 
factors of his life is so annihilated that no kind of true life 
can be any further conceded to him. For to live is to be 
influenced, as well as to influence; and when a man is dead 
how can he be influenced? He can haunt, but he cannot any 
more be haunted. He can come to us, but we cannot go to 
him. On ceasing, therefore, to be impressionable, so great a 
part of that wherein his life consisted is removed, that no true 
life can be conceded to him. 

“I do not pretend that a man is as fully alive after his so- 
called death as before it. He is not. All I contend for is, 
that a considerable amount of efficient life still remains to 
some of us, and that a little life remains to all of us, after what 
we commonly regard as the complete cessation of life. In 
answer, then, to those who have just urged that the destruction 
of one of the two great factors of life destroys life altogether, 
l reply that the same must hold good as regards death. 

“If to live is to be influenced and to influence, and if a man 
cannot be held as living when he can no longer be influenced. 
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surely to die is to be no longer able either to influence or be 
influenced, and a man cannot be held dead until both these 
two factors of death are present. If failure of the power to 
be influenced vitiates life, presence of the power to influence 
vitiates death. And no one will deny that a man can influence 
for many a long year after he is vulgarly reputed as dead. 

“It seems, then, that there is no such thing as either absolute 
life without any alloy of death, nor absolute death without 
any alloy of life, until, that is to say, all posthumous power 
to influence has faded away. And this, perhaps, is what the 
Sunchild meant by saying that in the midst of life we are in 
death, and so also that in the midst of death we are in life. 

“And there is this too. No man can influence fully until 
he can no more be influenced—that is to say, till after his 
so-called death. Till then, his ‘he* is still unsettled. We know 
not what other influences may not be brought to bear upon 
him that may change the character of the influence he will 
exert on ourselves. Therefore, he is not fully living till he 
is no longer living. He is an incomplete work, which cannot 
have full effect till finished. And as for his vicarious life— 
which we have seen to be very real—this can be, and is, in¬ 
fluenced by just appreciation, undue praise or calumny, and is 
subject, it may be, to secular vicissitudes of good and evil 
fortune. 

“If this is not true, let us have no more talk about the 
immortality of great men and women. The Sunchild was never 
weary of talking to us (as we then sometimes thought, a little 
tediously) about a great poet of that nation to which it pleased 
him to feign that he belonged. How plainly can we not now 
see that his words were spoken for our learning—for the enforce¬ 
ment of that true view of heaven and hell on which I am feebly 
trying to insist? The poet’s name, he said, was Shakespeare. 
Whilst he was alive very few people understood his greatness; 
whereas now, after some three hundred years, he is deemed 
the greatest poet that the world has ever known. ‘Can this 
man/ he asked, ‘be said to have been truly bom till many a 
long year after he had been reputed as truly dead? While he 
was in the flesh, was he more than a mere embryo growing 
towards birth into that life of the world to come in which he 
now shines so gloriously? What a small thing was that flesh 
and blood life, of which he was alone conscious, as compared 
with that fleshless life which he lives but knows not in the 
lives of millions, and which, had it ever been fully revealed 
K s*x 
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even to his imagination, we may be sure that he could not have 
reached ? * 

“These were the Sunchild’s words, as repeated to me by 
one of his chosen friends while he was yet amongst us. Which, 
then, of this man’s two lives should we deem best worth having, 
if we could choose one or other, but not both? The felt or 
the unfelt? Who would not go cheerfully to block or stake 
if he knew that by doing so he could win such life as this poet 
lives, though he also knew that on having won it he could 
know no more about it? Does not this prove that in our 
heart of hearts we deem an unfelt life, in the heaven of men’s 
loving thoughts, to be better worth having than any we can 
reasonably hope for and still feel? 

“And the converse of this is true; many a man has unhesitat¬ 
ingly laid down his felt life to escape unfelt infamy in the hell 
of men’s hatred and contempt. As body is the sacrament, or 
outward and visible sign, of mind, so is posterity the sacrament 
of those who live after death. Each is the mechanism through 
which the other becomes effective. 

“I grant that many live but a short time when the breath 
is out of them. Few seeds germinate as compared with those 
that rot or are eaten, and most of this world’s denizens are 
little more than still-born as regards the larger life, while none 
are immortal to the end of time. But the end of time is not 
worth considering; not a few live as many centuries as either 
they or we need think about, and surely the world, so far as 
we can guess its object, was made rather to be enjoyed than 
to last. ‘Come and go’ pervades all things of which we have 
knowledge, and if there was any provision made, it seems 
to have been for a short life and a merry one, with enough 
chance of extension beyond the grave to be worth trying 
for, rather than for the perpetuity even of the best and 
noblest. 

“ Granted, again, that few live after death as long or as fully 
as they had hoped to do, while many, when quick, can have 
had none but the faintest idea of the immortality that awaited 
them; it is nevertheless true that none are so still-born on death 
as not to enter into a life of some sort, however short and humble. 
A short life or a long one can no more be bargained for in the 
unseen world than in the seen; as, however, care on the part of 
parents can do much for the longer life and greater well-being 
of their offspring in this world, so the conduct of that offspring 
in this world does much both to secure for itself longer tenure 
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of life in the next, and to determine whether that life shall be 
one of reward or punishment. 

“ * Reward or punishment/ some reader will perhaps exclaim; 
‘what mockery, when the essence of reward and punishment 
lies in their being felt by those who have earned them.’ I 
can do nothing with those who either cry for the moon, or deny 
that it has two sides, on the ground that we can see but one. 
Here comes in faith, of which the Sunchild said that though 
we can do little with it, we can do nothing without it. Faith 
does not consist, as some have falsely urged, in believing things 
on insufficient evidence; this is not faith, but faithlessness to all 
that we should hold most faithfully. Faith consists in holding 
that the instincts of the best men and women are in themselves 
an evidence which may not be set aside lightly; and the best men 
and women have ever held that death is better than dishonour, 
and desirable if honour is to be won thereby. 

“It follows, then, that though our conscious flesh and blood 
life is the only one that we can fully apprehend, yet we do also 
indeed move, even here, in an unseen world, wherein, when our 
palpable life is ended, we shall continue to live for a shorter or 
longer time—reaping roughly, though not infallibly, much as 
we have sown. Of this unseen world the best men and women 
will be almost as heedless while in the flesh as they will be when 
their life in flesh is over; for, as the Sunchild often said, ‘The 
Kingdom of Heaven cometh not by observation/ It will be 
all in all to them, and at the same time nothing, for the better 
people they are, the less they will think of anything but this 
present life. 

“What an ineffable contradiction in terms have we not here. 
What a reversal, is it not, of all this world’s canons, that we 
should hold even the best of all that we can know or feel in this 
life to be a poor thing as compared with hopes the fulfilment 
of which we can never either feel or know. Yet we all hold this, 
however little we may admit it to ourselves. For the world at 
heart despises its own canons/’ 

I cannot quote further from Dr. Gurgoyle’s pamphlet; suffice 
it that he presently dealt with those who say that it is not right 
of any man to aim at thrusting himself in among the living 
when he has had his day. “ Let him die,” say they, “ and let him 
die as his fathers before him.” He argued that as we had a right 
to pester people till we got ourselves bom, so also we have a right 
to pester them for extension of life beyond the grave. Life, 
whether before the grave or afterwards, is like love—all reason 
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is against it, and all healthy instinct for it. Instinct on such 
matters is the older and safer guide; no one, therefore, should 
seek to efface himself as regards the next world more than as 
regards this. If he is to be effaced, let others efface him; do 
not let him commit suicide. Freely we have received; freely, 
therefore, let us take as much more as we can get, and let it be 
a stand-up fight between ourselves and posterity to see whether 
it can get rid of us or no. If it can, let it; if it cannot, it must 
put up with us. It can better care for itself than we can for 
ourselves when the breath is out of us. 

Not the least important duty, he continued, of posterity 
towards itself lies in passing righteous judgment on the forbears 
who stand up before it. They should be allowed the benefit 
of a doubt, and peccadilloes should be ignored; but when no 
doubt exists that a man was engrainedly mean and cowardly, 
his reputation must remain in the Purgatory of Time for a term 
varying from, say, a hundred to two thousand years. After a 
hundred years it may generally come down, though it will still 
be under a cloud. After two thousand years it may be mentioned 
in any society without holding up of hands in horror. Our 
sense of moral guilt varies inversely as the squares of its distance 
in time and space from ourselves. 

Not so with heroism; this loses no lustre through time and 
distance. Good is gold; it is rare, but it will not tarnish. Evil 
is like dirty water—plentiful and foul, but it will run itself clear 
of taint. 

The doctor having thus expatiated on his own opinions 
concerning heaven and hell, concluded by tilting at those which 
all right-minded people hold among ourselves. I shall adhere 
to my determination not to reproduce his arguments; suffice it 
that, though less flippant than those of the young student whom 
I have already referred to, they were more plausible; and though 
I could easily demolish them, the reader will probably prefer 
that I should not set them up for the mere pleasure of knocking 
them down. Here, then, I take my leave of good Dr. Gurgoyle 
and his pamphlet; neither can I interrupt my story further by 
saying anything about the other two pamphlets purchased 
by my father* 
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CHAPTER XII 

GEORGE FAILS TO FIND MY FATHER, WHEREON YRAM CAUTIONS 
THE PROFESSORS 

On the morning after the interview with her son, described in 
a foregoing chapter, Yram told her husband what she had 
gathered from the professors, and said that she was expecting 
Higgs every moment, inasmuch as she was confident that George 
would soon find him. 

“Do what you like, my dear,” said the mayor. “I shall keep 
out of the way, for you will manage him better without me. 
You know what I think of you.” 

He then went unconcernedly to his breakfast, at which the 
professors found him somewhat taciturn. Indeed they set 
him down as one of the dullest and most uninteresting people 
they had ever met. 

When George returned and told his mother that though he 
had at last found the inn at which my father had slept, my 
father had left and could not be traced, she was disconcerted, 
but after a few minutes she said: 

“He will come back here for the dedication, but there will 
be such crowds that we may not see him till he is inside the 
temple, and it will save trouble if we can lay hold on him sooner. 
Therefore, ride either to Clearwater or Fairmead and see if you 
can find him. Try Fairmead first; it is more out of the way. 
If you cannot hear of him there, come back, get another horse, 
and try Clearwater. If you fail here too, we must give him up, 
and look out for him in the temple to-morrow morning.” 

“Are you going to say anything to the professors?” 

“Not if you can bring Higgs here before nightfall. If you 
cannot do this I must talk it over with my husband; I shall 
have some hours in which to make up my mind. Now go— 
the sooner the better.” 

It was nearly eleven, and in a few minutes George was on his 
way. By noon he was at Fairmead, where he tried all the inns 
in vain for news of a person answering the description of my 
father—for not knowing what name my father might choose to 
give, he could trust only to description. He concluded that 
since my father could not be heard of in Fairmead by one 
o’clock (as it nearly was by the time he had been round all the 
inns) he must have gone somewhere else; he therefore rode back 
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to Sunch’ston, made a hasty lunch, got a fresh horse, and rode 
to Clearwater, where he met with no better success. At all the 
inns both at Fairmead and Clearwater he left word that if 
the person he had described came later in the day, he was to 
be told that the mayoress particularly begged him to return at 
once to Sunch’ston and come to the mayor’s house. 

Now all the time that George was at Fairmead my father 
was inside the Musical Bank, which he had entered before 
going to any inn. Here he had been sitting for nearly a couple 
of hours, resting, dreaming, and reading Bishop Gurgoyle’s 
pamphlet. If he had left the Bank five minutes earlier he 
would probably have been seen by George in the main street of 
Fairmead—as he found out on reaching the inn which he 
selected and ordering dinner. 

He had hardly got inside the house before the waiter told him 
that young Mr. Strong, the ranger from Sunch’ston, had been 
inquiring for him and had left a message for him, which was 
duly delivered. 

My father, though in reality somewhat disquieted, showed 
no uneasiness, and said how sorry he was to have missed seeing 
Mr. Strong. “But,” he added, “it does not much matter;I 
need not go back this afternoon, for I shall be at Sunch’ston 
to-morrow morning and will go straight to the mayor’s.” 

He had no suspicion that he was discovered, but he was a 
good deal puzzled. Presently he inclined to the opinion that 
George, still believing him to be Professor Panky, had wanted 
to invite him to the banquet on the following day—for he had 
no idea that Hanky and Panky were staying with the mayor 
and mayoress. Or perhaps the mayor and his wife did not 
like so distinguished a man’s having been unable to find a 
lodging in Sunch’ston, and wanted him to stay with them. 
Ill-satisfied as he was with any theory he could form, he never¬ 
theless reflected that he could not do better than stay where 
he was for the night, inasmuch as no one would be likely to 
look for him a second time at Fairmead. He therefore ordered 
his room at once. 

It was nearly seven before George got back to Sunch’ston. 
In the meantime Yram and the mayor had considered the 
question whether anything was to be said to the professors 
or no. They were confident that my father would not commit 
himself—why, indeed, should he have dyed his hair and other¬ 
wise disguised himself, if he had not intended to remain undis¬ 
covered? Oh, no; the probability was that if nothing was said 
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to the professors now, nothing need ever be said, for my father 
might be escorted back to the statues by George on the Sunday 
evening and be told that he was not to return. Moreover, 
even though something untoward were to happen after all, the 
professors would have no reason for thinking that their hostess 
had known of the Sunchild’s being in Sunch’ston. 

On the other hand, they were her guests, and it would not 
be handsome to keep Hanky, at any rate, in the dark, when 
the knowledge that the Sunchild was listening to every word 
he said might make him modify his sermon not a little. It 
might or it might not, but that was a matter for him. not her. 
The only question for her was whether or no it would be sharp 
practice to know what she knew and say nothing about it. 
Her husband hated finesse as much as she did, and they settled 
it that though the question was a nice one, the more proper 
thing to do would be to tell the professors what it might so 
possibly concern one or both of them to know. 

On George’s return without news of my father, they found 
he thought just as they did; so it was arranged that they should 
let the professors dine in peace, but tell them about the Sunchild’s 
being again in Erewhon as soon as dinner was over. 

“Happily,” said George, “they will do no harm. They will 
wish Higgs’s presence to remain unknown as much as we do, 
and they will be glad that he should be got out of the country 
immediately.” 

“Not so, my dear,” said Yram. “‘Out of the country’ will 
not do for those people. Nothing short of ‘out of the world’ 
will satisfy them ” 

“That,” said George promptly, “must not be.” 

“Certainly not, my dear, but that is what they will want. 
I do not like having to tell them, but I am afraid we must.” 

“Never mind,” said the mayor, laughing. “Tell them, and 
let us see what happens.” 

They then dressed for dinner, where Hanky and Panky were 
the only guests. When dinner was over Yram sent away her 
other children, George alone remaining. He sat opposite the 
professors, while the mayor and Yram were at the two ends 
of the table. 

“I am afraid, dear Professor Hanky,” said Yram, “that I 
was not quite open with you last night, but I wanted time to 
think things over, and I know you will forgive me when you 
remember what a number of guests I had to attend to.” She 
then referred to what Hanky had told her about the supposed 
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ranger, and showed him how obvious it was that this man 
was a foreigner, who had been for some time in Erewhon more 
than seventeen years ago, but had had no communication with 
it since then. Having pointed sufficiently, as she thought, to 
the Sunchild, she said: “You see who I believe this man to 
have been. Have I said enough, or shall I say more?” 

“I understand you,” said Hanky, “and I agree with you 
that the Sunchild will be in the temple to-morrow. It is a 
serious business, but I shall not alter my sermon. He must 
listen to what I may choose to say, and I wish I could tell 
him what a fool he was for coming here. If he behaves himself, 
well and good: your son will arrest him quietly after service, 
and by night he will be in the Blue Pool. Your son is bound 
to throw him there as a foreign devil, without the formality 
of a trial. It would be a most painful duty to me, but unless 
I am satisfied that that man has been thrown into the Blue 
Pool, I shall have no option but to report the matter at head¬ 
quarters. If, on the other hand, the poor wretch makes a 
disturbance, I can set the crowd on to tear him in pieces.” 

George was furious, but he remained quite calm and left 
everything to his mother. 

“I have nothing to do with the Blue Pool,” said Yram dryly. 
“My son, I doubt not, will know how to do his duty; but if 
you let the people kill this man, his body will remain, and an 
inquest must be held, for the matter will have been too notorious 
to be hushed up. All Higgs's measurements and all marks on 
his body were recorded, and these alone would identify him. 
My father, too, who is still master of the gaol, and many another, 
could swear to him. Should the body prove, as no doubt it 
would, to be that of the Sunchild, what is to become of 
Sunchildism?” 

Hanky smiled. “It would not be proved. The measure¬ 
ments of a man of twenty or thereabouts would not correspond 
with this man's. All we professors should attend the inquest, 
and half Bridgeford is now in Sunch'ston. No matter though 
nine-tenths of the marks and measurements corresponded, so 
long as there is a tenth that does not do so, we should not be 
flesh and blood if we did not ignore the nine points and insist 
only on the tenth. After twenty years we shall find enough 
to serve our turn. Think of what all the learning of the country 
is committed to; think of the change in all our ideas and 
institutions; think of the king and of court influence. I need 
not enlarge. We shall not permit the body to be the Sunchild’s. 
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No matter what evidence you may produce, we shall sneer it 
down, and say we must have more before you can expect us 
to take you seriously; if you bring more, we shall pay no 
attention; and the more you bring the more we shall laugh 
at you. No doubt those among us who are by way of being 
candid will admit that your arguments ought to be considered, 
but you must not expect that it will be any part of their duty 
to consider them. 

“And even though we admitted that the body had been proved 
up to the hilt to be the Sunchild’s, do you think that such a 
trifle as that could affect Sunchildism? Hardly. Sunch’ston 
is no match for Bridgeford and the king; our only difficulty 
would lie in settling which was the most plausible way of the 
many plausible ways in which the death could be explained. 
We should hatch up twenty theories in less than twenty hours, 
and the last state of Sunchildism would be stronger than the 
first. For the people want it, and so long as they want it 
they will have it. At the same time, the supposed identification 
of the body, even by some few ignorant people here, might 
lead to a local heresy that is as well avoided, and it will be better 
that your son should arrest the man before the dedication, if 
he can be found, and throw him into the Blue Pool without 
any one but ourselves knowing that he has been here at all.” 

I need not dwell on the deep disgust with which this speech 
was listened to, but the mayor and Yram and George said not 
a word. 

“ But, mayoress,” said Panky, who had not opened his lips 
so far, “ are you sure that you are not too hasty in believing 
this stranger to be the Sunchild? People are continually 
thinking that such and such another is the Sunchild come down 
again from the sun’s palace and going to and fro among us. 
How many such stories, sometimes very plausibly told, have 
we not had during the last twenty years ? They never take root, 
and die out of themselves as suddenly as they spring up. That 
the man is a poacher can hardly be doubted; I thought so the 
moment I saw him; but I think I can also prove to you that he 
is not a foreigner, and, therefore, that he is not the Sunchild. 
He quoted the Sunchild’s prayer with a corruption that can have 
only reached him from an Erwhonian source-” 

Here Hanky interrupted him somewhat brusquely. 

“The man, Panky,” said he, “was the Sunchild; and he was 
not a poacher, for he had no idea that he was breaking the law; 

nevertheless, as you say, Sunchildism on the brain has been a 
♦ K 88! 
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common form of mania for several years. Several persons have 
even believed themselves to be the Sunchild. We must 
not forget this, if it should get about that Higgs has been 
here.” 

Then, turning to Yram, he said sternly: “But come what 
may, your son must take him to the Blue Pool at nightfall.” 

“Sir,” said George, with perfect suavity, “you have spoken 
as though you doubted my readiness to do my duty. Let me 
assure you very solemnly that when the time comes for me to 
act, I shall act as duty may direct.” 

“1 will answer for him,” said Yram, with even more than her 
usual quick, frank smile, “that he will fulfil his instructions to 
the letter, unless,” she added, “some black and white horses 
come down from heaven and snatch poor Higgs out of his grasp. 
Such things have happened before now.” 

“ I should advise your son to shoot them if they do,” said 
Hanky dryly and sub-defiantly. 

Here the conversation closed; but it was useless trying to 
talk of anything else, so the professors asked Yram to excuse 
them if they retired early, in view of the fact that they had a 
fatiguing day before them. This excuse their hostess readily 
accepted. 

“Do not let us talk any more now,” said Yram as soon as they 
had left the room. “It will be quite time enough when the 
dedication is over. But I rather think the black and white 
horses will come.” 

“I think so too, my dear,” said the mayor, laughing. 

“They shall come,” said George gravely; “but we have not 
yet got enough to make sure of bringing them. Higgs will 
perhaps be able to help me to-morrow.” 

“Now what,” said Panky as they went upstairs, “does that 
woman mean—for she means something? Black and white 
horses indeed!” 

“I do not know what she means to do,” said the other, “but 
I know that she thinks she can best us.” 

“I wish we had not eaten those quails.” 

“Nonsense, Panky; no one saw us but Higgs, and the evidence 
of a foreign devil, in such straits as his, could not stand for a 
moment. We did not eat them. No, no; she has something 
that she thinks better than that. Besides, it is absolutely 
impossible that she should have heard what happened. What 
I do not understand is, why she should have told us about the 
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Sunchild’s being here at all. Why not have left us to find it out 
or to know nothing about it? I do not understand it.” 

So true is it, as Euclid long since observed, that the less 
cannot comprehend that which is the greater. True, however, 
as this is, it is also sometimes true that the greater cannot 
comprehend the less. Hanky went musing to his own room and 
threw himself into an easy chair to think the position over. 
After a few minutes he went to a table on which he saw pen, ink, 
and paper, and wrote a short letter; then he rang the bell. 

When the servant came, he said: “I want to send this note to 
the manager of the new temple, and it is important that he should 
have it to-night. Be pleased, therefore, to take it to him and 
deliver it into his own hands; but I had rather you said nothing 
about it to the mayor or mayoress, nor to any of your fellow- 
servants. Slip out unperceived if you can. When you have 
delivered the note, ask for an answer at once, and bring it to me.” 

So saying, he slipped a sum equal to about five shillings into 
the man’s hand. 

The servant returned in about twenty minutes, for the temple 
was quite near, and gave a note to Hanky, which ran: “Your 
wishes shall be attended to without fail.” 

“Good!” said Hanky to the man. “No one in the house 
knows of your having run this errand for me?” 

“No one, sir.” 

“Thank you! I wish you a very good night.” 


CHAPTER XIII 

A VISIT TO THE PROVINCIAL DEFORMATORY AT FAIRMEAD 

Having finished his early dinner, and not fearing that he should 
be either recognized at Fairmead or again inquired after from 
Sunch’ston, my father went out for a stroll round the town, 
to see what else he could find that should be new and strange 
to him. He had not gone far before he saw a large building 
with an inscription saying that it was the Provincial Deformatory 
for Boys. Underneath the larger inscription there was a smaller 
one—one of those corrupt versions of my father’s sayings which, 
on dipping into the Sayings of the Sunchtld, he had found to be 
so vexatiously common. The inscription ran: 

“When the righteous man tumeth away from the righteousness 
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that he hath committed, and doeth that which is a little naughty 
and wrong, he will generally be found to have gained in amiability 
what he has lost in righteousness .”—Sunchild Sayings , chap, 
xxii, v. 15. 

The case of the little girl that he had watched earlier in the 
day had filled him with a great desire to see the working of one 
of these curious institutions; he therefore resolved to call on the 
head master (whose name he found to be Turvey) and inquire 
about terms, alleging that he had a boy whose incorrigible 
rectitude was giving him much anxiety. The information he 
had gained in the forenoon would be enough to save him from 
appearing to know nothing of the system. On having rung 
the bell, he announced himself to the servant as a Mr. Senoj, and 
asked if he could see the principal. 

Almost immediately he was ushered into the presence of a 
beaming, dapper-looking little old gentleman, quick of speech 
and movement, in spite of some little portliness. 

“Ts, ts, ts,” he said, when my father had inquired about 
terms and asked whether he might see the system at work. 
‘‘How unfortunate that you should have called on a Saturday 
afternoon. We always have a half-holiday. But stay—yes— 
that will do very nicely; I will send for them into school as a 
means of' stimulating their refractory system.” 

He called Lis servant and told him to ring the boys into school. 
Then, turning to my father, he said: “Stand here, sir, by the 
window; you will see them all come trooping in. H’m, h’m, 
I am sorry to see them still come back as soon as they hear the 
bell. I suppose I shall ding some recalcitrancy into them some 
day, but it is uphill work. Do you see the head-boy—the third 
of those that are coming up the path ? I shall have to get rid 
of him. Do you see him? He is going back to whip up the 
laggers—and now he has boxed a boy’s ears: that boy is one 
of the most hopeful under my care. I feel sure he has been 
using improper language, and my head-boy has checked him 
instead of encouraging him.” And so on till the boys were all 
in school. 

“You see, my dear sir,” he said to my father, “we are in 
an impossible position. We have to obey instructions from 
the Grand Council of Education at Bridgeford, and they have 
established these institutions in consequence of the Sunchild’s 
having said that we should aim at promoting the greatest 
happiness of the greatest number. This, no doubt, is a sound 
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principle, and the greatest number are by nature somewhat 
dull, conceited, and unscrupulous. They do not like those who 
are quick, unassuming, and sincere; how, then, consistently 
with the first principles either of morality or political economy 
as revealed to us by the Sunchild, can we encourage such people 
if we can bring sincerity and modesty fairly home to them? 
We cannot do so. And we must correct the young as far as 
possible from forming habits which, unless indulged in with 
the greatest moderation, are sure to ruin them. 

“I cannot pretend to consider myself very successful. I do 
my best, but I can only aim at making my school a reflection 
of the outside world. In the outside world we have to tolerate 
much that is prejudicial to the greatest happiness of the greatest 
number, partly because we cannot always discover in time who 
may be let alone as being genuinely insincere, and who are in 
reality masking sincerity under a garb of flippancy, and partly 
also because we wish to err on the side of letting the guilty 
escape, rather than of punishing the innocent. Thus many 
people who are perfectly well known to belong to the straight¬ 
forward classes are allowed to remain at large, and may be 
even seen hobnobbing with the guardians of public immorality. 
Indeed it is not in the public interest that straightforwardness 
should be extirpated root and branch, for the presence of a 
small modicum of sincerity acts as a wholesome irritant to the 
academicism of the greatest number, stimulating it to conscious¬ 
ness of its own happy state, and giving it something to look 
down upon. Moreover, we hold it useful to have a certain 
number of melancholy examples, whose notorious failure shall 
serve as a warning to those who neglect cultivating that power 
of immoral self-control which shall prevent them from saying, 
or even thinking, anything that shall not immediately and 
palpably minister to the happiness, and hence meet the approval, 
of the greatest number,” 

By this time the boys were all in school. u ‘There is not 
one prig in the whole lot,” said the head master sadly. “I 
wish there was, but only those boys come here who are notori¬ 
ously too good to become current coin in the world unless 
they are hardened with an alloy of vice. I should have liked 
to show you our gambling, book-making, and speculation class, 
but the assistant master who attends to this branch of our 
curriculum is gone to Sunch’ston this afternoon. He has friends 
who have asked him to see the dedication of the new temple, 
and he will not be back till Monday. I really do not know 



286 


EREWHON REVISITED 


what I can do better for you than examine the boys in Counsels 
of Imperfection.” 

So saying, he went into the schoolroom, over the fireplace 
of which my father's eye caught an inscription: “Resist good, 
and it will fly from you.— Sunchild's Sayings , xvii, 2.” Then, 
taking down a copy of the work just named from a shelf above 
his desk, he ran his eye over a few of its pages. 

He called up a class of about twenty boys. 

“Now, my boys,” he said, “why is it so necessary to avoid 
extremes of truthfulness?” 

“It is not necessary, sir,” said one youngster, “and the man 
who says that it is so is a scoundrel.” 

“Come here, my boy, and hold out your hand.” When he 
had done so, Mr. Turvey gave him two sharp cuts with a cane. 
“There now, go down to the bottom of the class and try not 
to be so extremely truthful in future.” Then, turning to my 
father, he said, “I hate caning them, but it is the only way 
to teach them. I really do believe that boy will know better 
than to say what he thinks another time.” 

He repeated his question to the class, and the head boy 
answered: “Because, sir, extremes meet, and extreme truth 
will be mixed with extreme falsehood.” 

“Quite right, my boy. Truth is like religion; it has only 
two enemies—the too much and the too little. Your answer 
is more satisfactory than some of your recent conduct had 
led me to expect.” 

“But, sir, you punished me only three weeks ago for telling 
you a lie.” 

“Oh yes; why, so I did; I had forgotten. But then you 
overdid it. Still, it was a step in the right direction.” 

“And now, my boy,” he said to a very frank and ingenuous 
youth about half-way up the class, “and how is truth best 
reached?” 

“Through the falling out of thieves, sir.” 

“Quite so. Then it will be necessary that the more earnest, 
careful, patient, self-sacrificing inquirers after truth should 
have a good deal of the thief about them, though they are 
very honest people at the same time. Now what does the 
man” (who on inquiry my father found to be none other than 
Mr. Turvey himself) “say about honesty?” 

“He says, sir, that honesty does not consist in never stealing, 
but in knowing how and where it will be safe to do so.” 

“Remember,” said Mr. Turvey to my father, “how necessary 
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it is that we should have a plentiful supply of thieves, if honest 
men are ever to come by their own.” 

He spoke with the utmost gravity, evidently quite easy in 
his mind that his scheme was the only one by which truth 
could be successfully attained. “But pray let me have any 
criticism you may feel inclined to make.” 

“I have none,” said my father. “Your system commends 
itself to common sense; it is the one adopted in the law courts, 
and it lies at the very foundation of party government. If 
your academic bodies can supply the country with a sufficient 
number of thieves—which I have no doubt they can—there 
seems no limit to the amount of truth that may be attained. 
If, however, I may suggest the only difficulty that occurs to 
me, it is that academic thieves show no great alacrity in falling 
out, but incline rather to back each other up through thick 
and thin.” 

“Ah, yes,” said Mr. Turvey, “there is that difficulty; never¬ 
theless, circumstances from time to time arise to get them by 
the ears in spite of themselves. But from whatever point of 
view you may look at the question, it is obviously better to 
aim at imperfection than perfection; for if we aim steadily at 
imperfection, we shall probably get it within a reasonable time, 
whereas to the end of our days we should never reach perfection. 
Moreover, from a worldly point of view, there is no mistake 
so great as that of being always right.” He then turned to 
his class and said: 

“And now tell me, what did the Sunchild tell us about God 
and Mammon?” 

The head boy answered: “He said that we must serve both, 
for no man can serve God well and truly who does not serve 
Mammon a little also; and no man can serve Mammon effectually 
unless he serve God largely at the same time.” 

“What were his words?” 

“He said: ‘Cursed be they that say “Thou shalt not serve 
God and Mammon,” for it is the whole duty of man to know 
how to adjust the conflicting claims of these two deities.* ” 

Here my father interposed. “I knew the Sunchild, and I 
more than once heard him speak of God and Mammon. He 
never varied the form of the words he used, which were to the 
effect that a man must serve either God or Mammon, but that 
he could not serve both.” 

“Ah!” said Mr. Turvey, “that, no doubt, was his exoteric 
teaching, but Professors Hanky and Panky have assured me 
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most solemnly that his esoteric teaching was as I have given 
it. By the way, these gentlemen are both, I understand, at 
Sunch’ston, and I think it quite likely that I shall have a 
visit from them this afternoon. If you do not know them, I 
should have great pleasure in introducing you to them; I was 
at Bridgeford with both of them.” 

“I have had the pleasure of meeting them already,” said 
my father, “and as you are by no means certain that they will 
come, I will ask you to let me thank you for all that you have 
been good enough to show me, and bid you good afternoon. 
I have a rather pressing engagement-” 

“My dear sir, you must please give me five minutes more. 
I shall examine the boys in the Musical Bank Catechism.” He 
pointed to one of them, and said, “Repeat your duty towards 
your neighbour.” 

“My duty towards my neighbour,” said the boy, “is to be 
quite sure that he is not likely to borrow money of me before 
I let him speak to me at all, and then to have as little to do with 
him as-” 

At this point there was a loud ring at the door-bell. “Hanky 
and Panky come to see me, no doubt,” said Mr. Turvey. “I do 
hope it is so. You must stay and see them.” 

“My dear sir,” said my father, putting his handkerchief up 
to his face, “I am taken suddenly unwell and must positively 
leave you.” He said this in so peremptory a tone that Mr. 
Turvey had to yield. My father held his handkerchief to his 
face as he went through the passage and hall, but when the 
servant opened the door he took it down, for there was no 
Hanky or Panky—no one, in fact, but a poor, wizened old man 
who had come, as he did every other Saturday afternoon, to 
wind up the Deformatory clocks. 

Nevertheless, he had been scared, and was in a very wicked- 
fleeth-when-no-man-pursueth frame of mind. He went to his 
inn, and shut himself up in his room for some time, taking 
notes of all that had happened to him in the last three days. 
But even at his inn he no longer felt safe. How did he know 
but that Hanky and Panky might have driven over from 
Sunch’ston to see Mr. Turvey, and might put up at this very 
house? Or they might even be going to spend the night here. 
He did not venture out of his room till after seven, by which 
time he had made rough notes of as much of the foregoing 
chapters as had come to his knowledge so far. Much of what 
I have told as nearly as I could in the order in which it happened, 
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he did not learn till later. After giving the merest outline of 
his interview with Mr. Turvey, he wrote a note as follows: 

“ I suppose I must have held forth about the greatest happiness 
of the greatest number, but I had quite forgotten it, though I 
remember repeatedly quoting my favourite proverb, ‘Every 
man for himself, and the devil take the hindmost.’ To this 
they have paid no attention.” 

By seven his panic about Hanky and Panky ended, for if 
they had not come by this time, they were not likely to do so. 
Not knowing that they were staying at the mayor’s, he had 
rather settled it that they would now stroll up to the place where 
they had left their hoard and bring it down as soon as night had 
fallen. And it is quite possible that they might have found 
some excuse for doing this, when dinner was over, if their 
hostess had not undesignedly hindered them by telling them 
about the Sunchild. When the conversation recorded in the 
preceding chapter was over, it was too late for them to make 
any plausible excuse for leaving the house; we may be sure, 
therefore, that much more had been ''aid than Yram and George 
were able to remember and report to my father. 

After another stroll about Fairmead, during which he saw 
nothing but what on a larger scale he had already seen at 
Sunch’ston, he returned to his inn at about half-past eight, and 
ordered supper in a public room that corresponded with the 
coffee-room of an English hotel. 


CHAPTER XIV 

MY FATHER MAKES THE ACQUAINTANCE OF MR. BALMY, AND 
WALKS WITH HIM NEXT DAY TO SUNCH’STON 

Up to this point, though he had seen enough to show him the 
main drift of the great changes that had taken place in Ere- 
whonian opinions, my father had not been able to glean much 
about the history of the transformation. He could see that it 
had all grown out of the supposed miracle of his balloon ascent, 
and he could understand that the ignorant masses had been so 
astounded by an event so contrary to all their experience, that 
their faith in experience was utterly routed and demoralized. 
If a man and a woman might rise from the earth and disappear 
into the sky, what else might not happen? If they had been 
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wrong in thinking such a thing impossible, in how much else 
might they not be mistaken also? The ground was shaken 
under their very feet. 

It was not as though the thing had been done in a corner. 
Hundreds of people had seen the ascent; and even if only a 
small number had been present, the disappearance of the 
balloon, of my mother, and of my father himself, would have 
confirmed their story. My father, then, could understand 
that a single incontrovertible miracle of the first magnitude 
should uproot the hedges of caution in the minds of the common 
people, but he could not understand how such men as Hanky 
and Panky, who evidently did not believe that there had been 
any miracle at all, had been led to throw themselves so 
energetically into a movement so subversive of all their 
traditions, when, as it seemed to him, if they had held out 
ihey might have pricked the balloon bubble easily enough, 
and maintained everything in status quo. 

How, again, had they converted the king—if they had con¬ 
verted him? The queen had had full knowledge of all the 
preparations for the ascent. The king had had everything 
explained to him. The workmen and workwomen who had 
made the balloon and the gas could testify that none but natural 
means had been made use of—means which, if again employed 
any number of times, would effect a like result. How could it 
be that when the means of resistance were so ample and so 
easy, the movement should nevertheless have been irresistible? 
For had it not been irresistible, was it to be believed that astute 
men like Hanky and Panky would have let themselves be drawn 
into it? 

What then had been its inner history? My father had so 
fully determined to make his way back on the following evening 
that he saw no chance of getting to know the facts—unless, 
indeed, he should be able to learn something from Hanky’s 
sermon; he was therefore not sorry to find an elderly gentleman 
of grave but kindly aspect seated opposite to him when he sat 
down to supper. 

The expression on this man’s face was much like that of the 
early Christians as shown in the S. Giovanni Laterano bas- 
reliefs at Rome, and again, though less aggressively self-confident, 
like that on the faces of those who have joined the Salvation 
Army. If he had been in England, my father would have set 
him down as a Swedenborgian; this being impossible, he could 
only note that the stranger bowed his head, evidently saying a 
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short grace before he began to eat, as my father had always 
done when he was in Erewhon before. I will not say that my 
father had never omitted to say grace during the whole of the 
last twenty years, but he said it now, and unfortunately for¬ 
getting himself, he said it in the English language, not loud, but 
nevertheless audibly. 

My father wa$ alarmed at what he had done, but there was 
no need, for the stranger immediately said: “I hear, sir, that 
you have the gift of tongues. The Sunchild often mentioned it 
to us, as having been vouchsafed long since to certain of the 
people, to whom, for our learning, he saw fit to feign that he 
belonged. He thus foreshadowed prophetically its manifesta¬ 
tion also among ourselves. All which, however, you must know 
as well as I do. Can you interpret ?” 

My father was much shocked, but he remembered having 
frequently spoken of the power of speaking in unknown tongues 
which was possessed by many of the early Christians, and he 
also remembered that in times of high religious enthusiasm this 
power had repeatedly been imparted, or supposed to be imparted, 
to devout believers in the Middle Ages. It grated upon him to 
deceive one who was so obviously sincere, but to avoid immediate 
discomfiture he fell in with what the stranger had said. 

“Alas! sir,” said he, “that rarer and more precious gift has 
been withheld from me; nor can I speak in an unknown tongue, 
unless as it is borne in upon me at the moment. I could not 
even repeat the words that have just fallen from me.” 

“That,” replied the stranger, “is almost invariably the case. 
These illuminations of the spirit are beyond human control. 
You spoke in so low a tone that I cannot interpret what you have 
just said, but should you receive a second inspiration later, 
I shall doubtless be able to interpret it for you. I have been 
singularly gifted in this respect—more so, perhaps, than any 
other interpreter in Erewhon.” 

My father mentally vowed that no second inspiration should 
be vouchsafed to him, but presently remembering how anxious 
he was for information on the points touched upon at the 
beginning of this chapter, and seeing that fortune had sent him 
the kind of man who would be able to enlighten him, he changed 
his mind; nothing, he reflected, would be more likely to make 
the stranger talk freely with him than the affording him an 
opportunity for showing off his skill as an interpreter. 

Something, therefore, he would say, but what? No one 
could talk more freely when the train of his thoughts, or the 
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conversation of others, gave him his cue, but when told to say 
an unattached “something,” he could not even think of “How 
do you do this morning? it is a very fine day”; and the more he 
cudgelled his brains for “something,” the more they gave no 
response. He could not even converse further with the stranger 
beyond plain “yes” and “no”; so he went on with his supper, 
and in thinking of what he was eating and drinking, for the 
moment forgot to ransack his brain. No sooner had he left 
off ransacking it than it suggested something—not, indeed, a 
very brilliant something, but still something. On having 
grasped it, he laid down his knife and fork, and with the air of 
one distraught he said : 

"My name is Norval, on the Grampian Hills 
My father feeds his flock—a frugal swain." 

“I heard you,” exclaimed the stranger, “and I can interpret 
every word of what you have said, but it would not become me 
to do so, for you have conveyed to me a message more comfort¬ 
ing than I can bring myself to repeat even to him who has 
conveyed it.” 

Having said this he bowed his head, and remained for some 
time wrapped in meditation. My father kept a respectful 
silence, but after a little time he ventured to say in a low tone 
how glad he was to have been the medium through whom a 
comforting assurance had been conveyed. Presently, on finding 
himself encouraged to renew the conversation, he threw out a 
deferential feeler as to the causes that might have induced Mr. 
Balmy to come to Fairmead. “Perhaps,” he said, “you, like 
myself, have come to these parts in order to see the dedication 
of the new temple; I could not get a lodging in Sunch’ston, so 
I walked down here this morning.” 

This, it seemed, had been Mr. Balmy’s own case, except that 
he had not yet been to Sunch’ston. Having heard that it was 
full to overflowing, he had determined to pass the night at 
Fairmead, and walk over in the morning—starting soon after 
seven, so as to arrive in good time for the dedication ceremony. 
When my father heard this, he proposed that they should walk 
together, to which Mr. Balmy gladly consented; it was therefore 
arranged that they should go to bed early, breakfast soon after 
six, and then walk to Sunch’ston. My father then went to his 
own room, where he again smoked a surreptitious pipe up the 
chimney. 

Next morning the two men breakfasted together, and set out 
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as the clock was striking seven. The day was lovely beyond 
the power of words, and still fresh—for Fairmead was some 
two thousand five hundred feet above the sea, and the sun did 
not get above the mountains that overhung it on the east side 
till after eight o’clock. Many persons were also starting for 
Sunch’ston, and there was a procession got up by the Musical 
Bank managers of the town, who walked in it, robed in rich 
dresses of scarlet and white embroidered with much gold thread. 
There was a banner displaying an open chariot in which the 
Sunchild and his bride were seated, beaming with smiles, and in 
attitudes suggesting that they were bowing to people who were 
below them. The chariot was, of course, drawn by the four 
black and white horses of which the reader has already heard, 
and the balloon had been ignored. Readers of my father’s 
book will perhaps remember that my mother was not seen at 
all—she was smuggled into the car of the balloon along with 
sundry rugs, under which she lay concealed till the balloon had 
left the earth. All this went for nothing. It has been said 
that though God cannot alter the past, historians can; it is 
perhaps because they can be useful to Him in this respect that 
He tolerates their existence. Painters, my father now realized, 
can do all that historians can, with even greater effect. 

Women headed the procession—the younger ones dressed in 
white, with veils and chaplets of roses, blue cornflower, and 
pheasant’s-eye narcissus, while the older women were more 
soberly attired. The Bank managers and the banner headed 
the men, who were mostly peasants, but among them were a 
few who seemed to be of higher rank, and these, for the most 
part, though by no means all of them, wore their clothes re¬ 
versed—as I have forgotten to say was done also by Mr. Balmy. 
Both men and women joined in singing a litany the words of 
which my father could not catch; the tune was one he had been 
used to play on his apology for a flute when he was in prison, 
being, in fact, none other than Home , Sweet Home . There was 
no harmony; they never got beyond the first four bars, but 
these they must have repeated, my father thought, at least a 
hundred times between Fairmead and Sunch’ston. “Well,” 
said he to himself, “however little else I may have taught them, 
I at any rate gave them the diatonic scale.” 

He now set himself to exploit his fellow-traveller, for they soon 
got past the procession. 

“The greatest miracle,” said he, “in connection with this 
whole matter, has been—so at least it seems to me—not the 
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ascent of the Sunchild with his bride, but the readiness with 
which the people generally acknowledged its miraculous char¬ 
acter. I was one of those that witnessed the ascent, but I saw 
no signs that the crowd appreciated its significance. They were 
astounded, but they did not fall down and worship.” 

“Ah,” said the other, “but you forget the long drought and 
the rain that the Sunchild immediately prevailed on the air god 
to send us. He had announced himself as about to procure it 
for us; it was on this ground that the king assented to the pre¬ 
paration of those material means that were necessary before the 
horses of the sun could attach themselves to the chariot into 
which the balloon was immediately transformed. Those horses 
might not be defiled by contact with this gross earth. I too 
witnessed the ascent; at the moment, I grant you, I saw neither 
chariot nor horses, and almost all those present shared my own 
temporary blindness; the whole action from the moment when 
the balloon left the earth moved so rapidly that we were flustered, 
and hardly knew what it was that we were really seeing. It was 
not till two or three years later that I found the scene presenting 
itself to my soul's imaginary sight in the full splendour which 
was no doubt witnessed, but not apprehended, by my bodily 
vision.” 

“There,” said my father, “you confirm an opinion that I have 
long held. Nothing is so misleading as the testimony of eye¬ 
witnesses.” 

“A spiritual enlightenment from within,” returned Mr. 
Balmy, “is more to be relied on than any merely physical 
affluence from external objects. Now, when I shut my eyes, 
I see the balloon ascend a little way, but almost immediately 
the heavens open, the horses descend, the balloon is transformed, 
and the glorious pageant careers onward till it vanishes into the 
heaven of heavens. Hundreds with whom I have conversed 
assure me that their experience has been the same as mine. 
Has yours been different?” 

“ Oh no, not at all; but I always see some storks circling 
round the balloon before I see any horses.” 

“How strange I I have heard others also say that tney saw 
the storks you mention; but let me do my utmost I cannot 
force them into my mental image of the scene. This shows, 
as you were saying just now, how incomplete the testimony 
of an eye-witness often is. It is quite possible that the storks 
were there, but the horses and the chariot have impressed 
themselves more vividly on my mind than anything else has.” 
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“Quite so; and I am not without hope that even at this 
late hour some further details may yet be revealed to us.” 

“It is possible; but we should be as cautious in accepting 
any fresh details as in rejecting them. Should some heresy 
obtain wide acceptance, visions will perhaps be granted to us that 
may be useful in refuting it, but otherwise I expect nothing more.” 

“Neither do I, but I have heard people say that inasmuch 
as the Sunchild said he was going to interview the air god in 
order to send us rain, he was more probably son to the air 
god than to the sun. Now here is a heresy which-” 

“But, my dear sir,” said Mr. Balmy, interrupting him with 
great warmth, “he spoke of his father in heaven as endowed 
with attributes far exceeding any that can be conceivably 
ascribed to the air god. The power of the air god does not 
extend beyond our own atmosphere.” 

“Pray believe me,” said my father, who saw by the ecstatic 
gleam in his companion's eye that there was nothing to be 
done but to agree with him, “that I accept-” 

“Hear me to the end,” replied Mr. Balmy. “Whoever heard 
the Sunchild claim relationship with the air god? He could 
command the air god, and evidently did so, halting no doubt 
for this beneficent purpose on his journey towards his ultimate 
destination. Can we suppose that the air god, who had evidently 
intended withholding the rain from us for an indefinite period, 
should have so immediately relinquished his designs against us 
at the intervention of any less exalted personage than the sun's 
own offspring ? Impossible! ” 

“I quite agree with you,” exclaimed my father, “it is out 
of the-” 

“Let me finish what I have to say. When the rain came so 
copiously for days, even those who had not seen the miraculous 
ascent found its consequences come so directly home to them 
that they had no difficulty in accepting the report of others* 
There was not a farmer or cottager in the land but heaved a 
sigh of relief at rescue from impending ruin, and they all knew 
it was the Sunchild who had promised the king that he would 
make the air god send it. So abundantly, you will remember, 
did it come, that we had to pray to him to stop it, which in 
his own good time he was pleased to do.” 

“I remember,” said my father, who was at last able to edge 
in a word, “that it nearly flooded me out of house and home. 
And yet, in spite of all this, I hear that there are many at 
Bridgeford who are still hardened unbelievers.” 
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“Alas! you speak too truly. Bridgeford and the Musical 
Banks for the first three years fought tooth and nail to blind 
those whom it was their first duty to enlighten. I was a 
professor of the hypothetical language, and you may perhaps 
remember how I was driven from my chair on account of the 
fearlessness with which I expounded the deeper mysteries of 
Sunchildism.” 

“Yes, I remember well how cruelly-” But my father 

was not allowed to get beyond “cruelly.” 

“It was I who explained why the Sunchild had represented 
himself as belonging to a people in many respects analogous 
to our own, when no such people can have existed. It was I 
who detected that the supposed nation spoken of by the Sunchild 
was an invention designed in order to give us instruction by 
the light of which we might more easily remodel our institutions. 
I have sometimes thought that my gift of interpretation was 
vouchsafed to me in recognition of the humble services that 
I was hereby allowed to render. By the way, you have received 
no illumination this morning, have you?” 

“I never do, sir, when I am in the company of one whose 
conversation I find supremely interesting. But you were telling 
me about Bridgeford: I live hundreds of miles from Bridgeford, 
and have never understood the suddenness, and completeness, 
with which men like Professors Hanky and Panky and Dr. 
Downie changed front. Do they believe as you and I do, or 
did they merely go with the times? I spent a couple of hours 
with Hanky and Panky only two evenings ago, and was not 
so much impressed as I could have wished with the depth of 
their religious fervour.” 

“They are sincere now—more especially Hanky—but I can¬ 
not think I am judging them harshly if I say that they were 
not so at first. Even now, I fear that they are more carnally 
than spiritually minded. See how they have fought for the 
aggrandizement of their own order. It is mainly their doing 
that the Musical Banks have usurped the spiritual authority 
formerly exercised by the straighteners.” 

“But the straighteners,” said my father, “could not co-exist 
with Sunchildism, and it is hard to see how the claims of the 
Banks can be reasonably gainsaid.” 

“Perhaps; and after all the Banks are our main bulwark 
against the evils that I fear will follow from the repeal of the 
laws against machinery. This has already led to the develop¬ 
ment of a materialism which minimizes the miraculous element 
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in the Sunchild’s ascent, as our own people minfinize the 
material means that were the necessary prologue to the 
miraculous.” 

Thus did they converse; but I will not pursue their conver¬ 
sation further. It will be enough to say that in further floods 
of talk Mr. Balmy confirmed what George had said about the 
Banks having lost their hold upon the masses. That hold was 
weak even in the time of my father’s first visit; but when 
the people saw the hostility of the Banks to a movement which 
far the greater number of them accepted, it seemed as though 
both Bridgeford and the Banks were doomed, for Bridgeford 
was heart and soul with the Banks. Hanky, it appeared, 
though under thirty, and not yet a professor, grasped the 
situation, and saw that Bridgeford must either move with the 
times or go. He consulted some of the most sagacious heads 
of houses and professors, with the result that a committee of 
inquiry was appointed, which in due course reported that the 
evidence for the Sunchild’s having been the only child of the 
sun was conclusive. It was about this time—that is to say, 
some three years after his ascent—that “Higgsism,” as it had 
been hitherto called, became “Sunchildism,” and “Higgs” the 
“Sunchild.” 

My father also learned the king’s fury at his escape (for he 
would call it nothing else) with my mother. This was so great 
that though he had hitherto been, and had ever since proved 
himself to be, a humane ruler, he ordered the instant execution 
of all who had been concerned in making either the gas or the 
balloon; and his cruel orders were carried out within a couple 
of hours. At the same time he ordered the destruction by fire 
of the queen’s workshops, and of all remnants of any materials 
used in making the balloon. It is said the queen was so much 
grieved and outraged (for it was her doing that the material 
groundwork, so to speak, had been provided for the miracle) 
that she wept night and day without ceasing three whole months, 
and never again allowed her husband to embrace her, till he 
had also embraced Sunchildism. 

When the rain came, public indignation at the king’s action 
was raised almost to revolution pitch, and the king was frightened 
at once by the arrival of the promised downfall and the dis¬ 
pleasure of his subjects. But he still held out, and it was only 
after concessions on the part of the Bridgeford committee that 
he at last consented to the absorption of Sunchildism into the 
Musical Bank system, and to its establishment as the religion 
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of the country. The far-reaching changes in Erewhonian in¬ 
stitutions with which the reader is already acquainted followed 
as a matter of course. 

“I know the difficulty/’ said my father presently, “with 
which the king was persuaded to allow the way in which the 
Sunchild’s dress should be worn to be a matter of opinion, not 
dogma. I see we have adopted different fashions. Have you 
any decided opinions upon the subject?” 

“I have; but I will ask you not to press me for them. Let this 
matter remain as the king has left it.” 

My father thought that he might now venture on a shot. So 
he said, “I have always understood, too, that the king forced 
the repeal of the laws against machinery on the Bridgeford 
committee as another condition of his assent?” 

“Certainly. He insisted on this, partly to gratify the queen, 
who had not yet forgiven him, and who had set her heart on 
having a watch, and partly because he expected that a develop¬ 
ment of the country’s resources, in consequence of a freer use 
of machinery, would bring more money into his exchequer. 
Bridgeford fought hard and wisely here; but they had gained so 
much by the Musical Bank managers being recognized as the 
authorized exponents of Sunchildism that they thought it wise 
to yield—apparently with a good grace—and thus gild the pill 
which His Majesty was about to swallow. But even then they 
feared the consequences that are already beginning to appear, 
and which, if I mistake not, will assume far more serious pro¬ 
portions in the future.” 

“See,” said my father suddenly, “we are coming to another 
procession, and they have got some banners; let us walk a little 
quicker and overtake it.” 

“Horrible!” replied Mr Balmy fiercely. “You must be 
short-sighted, or you could never have called my attention to 
it. Let us get it behind us as fast as possible, and not so much 
as look at it.” 

“Oh yes, yes,” said my father, “it is indeed horrible, I had not 
seen what it was.” 

He had not the faintest idea what the matter was, but he let 
Mr. Balmy walk a little ahead of him, so that he could see the 
banners, the most important of which he found to display a 
balloon pure and simple, with one figure in the car. True, at 
the top of the banner there was a smudge which might be taken 
for a little chariot, and some very little horses, but the balloon 
was the only thing insisted on. As for the procession, it con- 
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sisted entirely of men, whom a smaller banner announced to be 
workmen from the Fairmead iron and steel works. There was a 
third banner, which said, “Science as well as Sunchildism.” 


CHAPTER XV 

THE TEMPLE IS DEDICATED TO MY FATHER, AND CERTAIN 
EXTRACTS ARE READ FROM HIS SUPPOSED SAYINGS 

“It is enough to break one’s heart,” said Mr. Balmy when he 
had outstripped the procession, and my father was again beside 
him. “‘As well as/ indeed! We know what that means. 
Wherever there is a factory there is a hotbed of unbelief. ‘As 
well as’! Why, it is a defiance.” 

“What, I wonder,” said my father innocently, “must the 
Sunchild’s feelings be, as he looks down on this procession? For 
there can be little doubt that he is doing so.” 

“There can be no doubt at all,” replied Mr. Balmy, “that he 
is taking note of it, and of all else that is happening this day in 
Erewhon. Heaven grant that he be not so angered as to chastise 
the innocent as well as the guilty.” 

“I doubt,” said my father, “his being so angry even with this 
procession as you think he is.” 

Here, fearing an outburst of indignation, he found an excuse 
for rapidly changing the conversation. Moreover, he was angry 
with himself for playing upon this poor good creature. He had 
not done so of malice prepense; he had begun to deceive him, 
because he believed himself to be in danger if he spoke the 
truth; and though he knew the part to be an unworthy one, 
he could not escape from continuing to play it, if he was to 
discover things that he was not likely to discover otherwise. 

Often, however, he had checked himself. It had been on 
the tip of his tongue to be illuminated with the words, 

Sukoh and Sukop were two pretty men, 

They lay in bed till the clock struck ten, 

and to follow it up with, 

Now with the drops of this most Yknarc time 
My love looks fresh, 

in order to see how Mr. Balmy would interpret the assertion 
here made about the professors, and what statement he would 
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connect with his own Erewhonian name; but he had restrained 
himself. 

The more he saw, and the more he heard, the more shocked 
he was at the mischief he had done. See how he had unsettled 
the little mind this poor, dear, good gentleman had ever had, 
till he was now a mere slave to preconception. And how many 
more had he not in like manner brought to the verge of idiocy? 
How many again had he not made more corrupt than they were 
before, even though he had not deceived them—as, for example, 
Hanky and Panky? And the young? How could such a lie 
as that a chariot and four horses came down out of the clouds 
enter seriously into the life of any one, without distorting his 
mental vision, if not ruining it ? 

And yet, the more he reflected, the more he also saw that he 
could do no good by saying who he was. Matters had gone so 
far that though he spoke with the tongues of men and angels 
he would not be listened to; and even if he were, it might easily 
prove that he had added harm to that which he had done 
already. No. As soon as he had heard Hanky’s sermon, he 
would begin to work his way back, and if the professors had not 
yet removed their purchase, he would recover it; but he would 
pin a bag containing about five pounds’ worth of nuggets on to 
the tree in which they had hidden it, and, if possible, he would 
find some way of sending the rest to George. 

He let Mr. Balmy continue talking, glad that this gentleman 
required little more than monosyllabic answers, and still more 
glad, in spite of some agitation, to see that they were now 
nearing Sunch’ston, towards which a great concourse of people 
was hurrying from Clearwater, and more distant towns on the 
main road. Many whole families were coming—the fathers and 
mothers carrying the smaller children, and also their own shoes 
and stockings, which they would put on when nearing the town. 
Most of the pilgrims brought provisions with them. All wore 
European costumes, but only a few of them wore it reversed, 
and these were almost invariably of higher social status than 
the great body of the people, who were mainly peasants. 

When they reached the town, my father was relieved at find¬ 
ing that Mr. Balmy had friends on whom he wished to call before 
going to the temple. He asked my father to come with him, 
but my father said that he too had friends, and would leave him 
for the present, while hoping to meet him again later in the day. 
The two, therefore, shook hands with great effusion, and went 
their several ways. My father’s way took him first into a 
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confectioner's shop, where he bought a couple of Sunchild buns, 
which he put into his pocket, and refreshed himself with a bottle 
of Sunchild cordial and water. All shops except those dealing 
in refreshments were closed, and the town was gaily decorated 
with flags and flowers, often festooned into words or emblems 
proper for the occasion. 

My father, it being now a quarter to eleven, made his way 
towards the temple, and his heart was clouded with care as he 
walked along. Not only was his heart clouded, but his brain 
also was oppressed, and he reeled so much on leaving the con¬ 
fectioner's shop that he had to catch hold of some railings till 
the faintness and giddiness left him. He knew the feeling to 
be the same as what he had felt on the Friday evening, but he 
had no idea of the cause, and as soon as the giddiness left him 
he thought there was nothing the matter with him. 

Turning down a side street that led into the main square of 
the town, he found himself opposite the south end of the temple, 
with its two lofty towers that flanked the richly decorated 
main entrance. I will not attempt to describe the architecture, 
for my father could give me little information on this point. 
He only saw the south front for two or three minutes, and was 
not impressed by it, save in so far as it was richly ornamented 
—evidently at great expense—and very large. Even if he had 
had a longer look, I doubt whether I should have got more 
out of him, for he knew nothing of architecture; and I fear 
his test whether a building was good or bad was whether it 
looked old and weather-beaten or no. No matter what a 
building was, if it was three or four hundred years old he liked 
it, whereas, if it was new, he would look to nothing but whether 
it kept the rain out. Indeed I have heard him say that the 
medieval sculpture on some of our great cathedrals often only 
pleases us because time and weather have set their seals upon 
it, and that if we could see it as it was when it left the mason's 
hands, we should find it no better than much that is now turned 
out in the Euston Road. 

The ground plan here given will help the reader to under¬ 
stand the few following pages more easily. 

The building was led up to by a flight of steps (M), and on 
entering it my father found it to consist of a spacious nave, with 
two aisles and an apse which was raised some three feet above 
the nave and aisles. There were no transepts. In the apse there 
was the table (a), with the two bowls of Musical Bank money 
mentioned on an earlier page, as also the alms-box in front of it. 



304 EREWHON REVISITED 

steps leading to the apse, was a handsome pulpit and lectern (d). 
The pulpit was raised some feet above the ground, and was so 
roomy that the preacher could walk about in it. On either 
side of it there were cross-benches with backs (E and F); those 
on the right were reserved for the mayor, civic functionaries, 
and distinguished visitors, while those on the left were for 
their wives and daughters. 

Benches with backs (A, B, C, D) were placed about half-way 
down both nave and aisles—those in the nave being divided 
so as to allow a free passage between them. The rest of the 
temple was open space, about which people might walk at 
their will. There were side doors (e, g , and /, h) at the upper 
and lower end of each aisle. Over the main entrance was a 
gallery in which singers were placed. 

As my father was worming his way among the crowd, which 
was now very dense, he was startled at finding himself tapped 
lightly on the shoulder, and turning round in alarm was con¬ 
fronted by the beaming face of George. 

“ How do you do, Professor Panky ? ” said the youth—who 
had decided thus to address him. “ What are you doing here 
among the common people? Why have you not taken your 
place in one of the seats reserved for our distinguished visitors? 
I am afraid they must be all full by this time, but I will see 
what I can do for you. Come with me.” 

“Thank you,” said my father. His heart beat so fast that 
this was all he could say, and he followed meek as a lamb. 

With some difficulty the two made their way to the right- 
hand comer seats of block C, for every seat in the reserved 
block was taken. The places which George wanted for my 
father and for himself were already occupied by two young 
men of about eighteen and nineteen, both of them well-grown, 
and of prepossessing appearance. My father saw by the trun¬ 
cheons they carried that they were special constables, but he 
took no notice of this, for there were many others scattered 
about the crowd. George whispered a few words to one of 
them, and to my father's surprise they both gave up their 
seats, which appear on the plan as k. 

It afterwards transpired that these two young men were 
George's brothers, who by his desire had taken the seats some 
hours ago, for it was here that George had determined to place 
himself and my father if he could find him. He chose these 
places because they would be near enough to let his mother 
(who was at i, in the middle of the front row of block E, to 
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the left of the pulpit) see my father without being so near as 
to embarrass him; he could also see and be seen by Hanky, 
and hear every word of his sermon; but perhaps his chief reason 
had been the fact that they were not far from the side door 
at the upper end of the right-hand aisle, while there was no 
barrier to interrupt rapid egress should this prove necessary. 

It was now high time that they should sit down, which they 
accordingly did. George sat at the end of the bench, and thus 
had my father on his left. My father was rather uncomfortable 
at seeing the young men whom they had turned out standing 
against a column close by, but George said that this was how 
it was to be, and there was nothing to be done but to submit. 
The young men seemed quite happy, which puzzled my father, 
who of course had no idea that their action was preconcerted. 

Panky was in the first row of block F, so that my father 
could not see his face except sometimes when he turned round. 
He was sitting on the mayor’s right hand, while Dr. Downie 
was on his left; he looked at my father once or twice in a 
puzzled way, as though he ought to have known him, but my 
father did not think he recognized him. Hanky was still with 
President Gurgoyle and others in the robing-room, N; Yram 
had already taken her seat; my father knew her in a moment, 
though he pretended not to do so when George pointed her 
out to him. Their eyes met for a second; Yram turned hers 
quickly away, and my father could not see a trace of recognition 
in her face. At no time during the whole ceremony did he 
catch her looking at him again. 

“Why, you stupid man/’ she said to him later on in the 
day with a quick, kindly smile, “I was looking at you all the 
time. As soon as the president or Hanky began to talk about 
you I knew you would stare at him, and then I could look. As 
soon as they left off talking about you I knew you would be 
looking at me, unless you went to sleep—and as I did not know 
which you might be doing, I waited till they began to talk about 
you again.” 

My father had hardly taken note of his surroundings when 
the choir began singing, accompanied by a few feeble flutes and 
lutes, or whatever the name of the instrument should be, but 
with no violins, for he knew nothing of the violin, and had not 
been able to teach the Erewhonians anything about it. The 
voices were all in unison, and the tune they sang was one which 
my father had taught Yram to sing; but he could not catch 
the words. 
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As soon as the singing began, a procession, headed by the 
venerable Dr. Gurgoyle, President of the Musical Banks of the 
province, began to issue from the robing-room, and move 
towards the middle of the apse. The president was sumptuously 
dressed, but he wore no mitre, nor anything to suggest an English 
or European bishop. The vice-president, head manager, vice¬ 
manager, and some cashiers of the Bank, now ranged them¬ 
selves on either side of him, and formed an impressive group as 
they stood, gorgeously arrayed, at the top of the steps leading 
from the apse to the nave. Here they waited till the singers 
left off singing. 

When the litany, or hymn, or whatever it should be called, 
was over, the head manager left the president’s side and came 
down to the lectern in the nave, where he announced himself 
as about to read some passages from the Sunchild’s Sayings. 
Perhaps because it was the first day of the year according to 
their new calendar, the reading began with the first chapter, the 
whole of which was read. My father told me that he quite well 
remembered having said the last verse, which he still held as 
true; hardly a word of the rest was ever spoken by him, though 
he recognized his own influence in almost all of it. The reader 
paused, with good effect, for about five seconds between each 
paragraph, and read slowly and very clearly. The chapter 
was as follows: 

“ These are the words of the Sunchild about God and man. 
He said: 

“ * i. God is the baseless basis of all thoughts, things, and deeds. 

“‘2. So that those who say that there is a God, lie, unless 
they also mean that there is no God; and those who say that 
there is no God, lie, unless they also mean that there is a God. 

“ ‘3. It is very true to say that man is made after the likeness 
of God; and yet it is very untrue to say this. 

‘“4. God lives and moves in every atom throughout the 
universe. Therefore it is wrong to think of Him as “Him” 
and “ He,” save as by the clutching of a drowning man at a straw. 

“‘5. God is God to us only so long as we cannot see Him. 
When we are near to seeing Him He vanishes, and we behold 
Nature in His stead. 

“‘6, We approach Him most nearly when we think of Him 
as our expression for Man’s highest conception, of goodness, 
wisdom, and power. But we cannot rise to Him above the 
level of our own highest selves. 
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“‘7. We remove ourselves most far from Him when we invest 
Him with human form and attributes. 

“‘8. My father the sun, the earth, the moon, and all planets 
that roll round my father, are to God but as a single cell in our 
bodies to ourselves. 

“‘9. He is as much above my father, as my father is above 
men and women. 

“‘10. The universe is instinct with the mind of God. The 
mind of God is in all that has mind throughout all worlds. 
There is no God but the Universe, and man in this world is His 
prophet. 

“‘ii. God’s conscious life, nascent, so far as this world is 
concerned, in the infusoria, adolescent in the higher mammals, 
approaches maturity on this earth in man. All these living 
beings are members one of another, and of God. 

“‘12. Therefore, as man cannot live without God in the 
world, so neither can God live in this world without mankind. 

“*13. If we speak ill of God in our ignorance it may be 
forgiven us; but if we speak ill of His Holy Spirit indwelling in 
good men and women it may not be forgiven us/ ” 

The head manager now resumed his place by President 
Gurgoyle’s side, and the president in the name of His Majesty 
the King declared the temple to be hereby dedicated to the 
contemplation of the Sunchild and the better exposition of his 
teaching. This was all that was said. The reliquary was then 
brought forward and placed at the top of the steps leading from 
the apse to the nave; but the original intention of carrying it 
round the temple was abandoned for fear of accidents through 
the pressure round it of the enormous multitudes who were 
assembled. More singing followed of a simple but impressive 
kind; during this I am afraid I must own that my father, tired 
with his walk, dropped off into a refreshing slumber, from which 
he did not wake till George nudged him and told him not to 
snore, just as the vice-manager was going towards the lectern 
to read another chapter of the Sunchild’s Sayings—which was 
as follows: 

“The Sunchild also spoke to us a parable about the unwisdom 
of the children yet unborn, who though they know so much, 
yet do not know as much as they think they do. 

“He said: 

“‘The unborn have knowledge of one another so long as they 
are unborn, and this without impediment from walls or material 
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obstacles. The unborn children in any city form a population 
apart, who talk with one another and tell each other about their 
developmental progress. 

“‘They have no knowledge, and cannot even conceive the 
existence of anything that is not such as they are themselves. 
Those who have been bom are to them what the dead are to 
us. They can see no life in them, and know no more about them 
than they do of any stage in their own past development other 
than the one through which they are passing at the moment. 
They do not even know that their mothers are alive—much less 
that their mothers were once as they now are. To an embryo, 
its mother is simply the environment, and is looked upon much 
as our inorganic surroundings are by ourselves. 

“‘The great terror of their lives is the fear of birth—that 
they shall have to leave the only thing that they can think of 
as life, and enter upon a dark unknown which is to them tanta¬ 
mount to annihilation. 

“‘Some, indeed, among them have maintained that birth is 
not the death which they commonly deem it, but that there is 
a life beyond the womb of which they as yet know nothing, 
and which is a millionfold more truly life than anything they 
have yet been able even to imagine. But the greater number 
shake their yet unfashioned heads and say they have no evidence 
for this that will stand a moment's examination. 

“‘“Nay,” answer the others, “so much work, so elaborate, 
so wondrous as that whereon we are now so busily engaged must 
have a purpose, though the purpose is beyond our grasp.” 

“‘“Never,” reply the first speakers; “our pleasure in the work 
is sufficient justification for it. Who has ever partaken of this 
life you speak of, and re-entered into the womb to tell us of it? 
Granted that some few have pretended to have done this, but 
how completely have their stories broken down when subjected 
to the tests of sober criticism. No. When we are bom we are 
born, and there is an end of us.” 

“‘But in the hour of birth, when they can no longer re¬ 
enter the womb and tell the others, Behold! they find that 
it is not so.' ” 

Here the reader again closed his book and resumed his place 
in the apse. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

PROFESSOR HANKY PREACHES A SERMON, IN THE COURSE OF 

WHICH MY FATHER DECLARES HIMSELF TO BE THE SUNCHILD 

Professor Hanky then went up into the pulpit, richly but 
soberly robed in vestments the exact nature of which I cannot 
determine. His carriage was dignified, and the harsh lines on 
his face gave it a strong individuality, which, though it did 
not attract, conveyed an impression of power that could not 
fail to interest. As soon as he had given attention time to 
fix itself upon him, he began his sermon without text or 
preliminary matter of any kind, and apparently without notes. 

He spoke clearly and very quietly, especially at the beginning; 
he used action whenever it could point his meaning, or give 
it life and colour, but there was no approach to staginess or 
even oratorical display. In fact, he spoke as one who meant 
what he was saying, and desired that his hearers should accept 
his meaning, fully confident in his good faith. His use of 
pause was effective. After the word “ mistake," at the end 
of the opening sentence, he held up his half-bent hand and 
paused for full three seconds, looking intently at his audience 
as he did so. Every one felt the idea to be here enounced 
that was to dominate the sermon. 

The sermon—so much of it as I can find room for—was 
as follows: 

“My friends, let there be no mistake. At such a time as 
this, it is well we should look back upon the path by which 
we have travelled, and forward to the goal towards which we 
are tending. As it was necessary that the material foundations 
of this building should be so sure that there shall be no sub¬ 
sidence in the superstructure, so is it not less necessary to 
ensure that there shall be no subsidence in the immaterial 
structure that we have raised in consequence of the Sunchild’s 
sojourn among us. Therefore, my friends, I again say, ‘Let 
there be no mistake.' Each stone that goes towards the up- 
rearing of this visible fane, each human soul that does its 
part in building the invisible temple of our national faith, is 
bearing witness to, and lending its support to, that which is 
either the truth of truths, or the baseless fabric of a dream. 

“My friends, this is the only possible alternative. He in 
whose name we are here assembled is either worthy of more 
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reverential honour than we can ever pay him, or he is worthy 
of no more honour than any other honourable man among 
ourselves. There can be no halting between these two opinions. 
The question of questions is, was he the child of the tutelary 
god of this world—the sun, and is it to the palace of the sun 
that he returned when he left us, or was he, as some amongst 
us still do not hesitate to maintain, a mere man, escaping by 
unusual but strictly natural means to some part of this earth 
with which we are unacquainted? My friends, either we are 
on a right path or on a very wrong one, and in a matter of 
such supreme importance—there must be no mistake. 

“I need not remind those of you whose privilege it is to 
live in Sunch’ston, of the charm attendant on the Sunchild’s 
personal presence and conversation, nor of his quick sympathy, 
his keen intellect, his readiness to adapt himself to the capacities 
of all those who came to see him while he was in prison. He 
adored children, and it was on them that some of his most 
conspicuous miracles were performed. Many a time when a 
child had fallen and hurt itself was he known to make the 
place well by simply kissing it. Nor need I recall to your 
minds the spotless purity of his life—so spotless that not one 
breath of slander has ever dared to visit it. I was one of the 
not very many who had the privilege of being admitted to 
the inner circle of his friends during the later weeks that he 
was amongst us. I loved him dearly, and it will ever be the 
proudest recollection of my life that he deigned to return me 
no small measure of affection.” 

My father, furious as he was at finding himself dragged into 
complicity with this man’s imposture, could not resist a smile 
at the effrontery with which he lowered his tone here, and 
appeared unwilling to dwell on an incident which he could 
not recall without being affected almost to tears, and mere 
allusion to which had involved an apparent self-display that 
was above all things repugnant to him. What a difference 
between the Hanky of Thursday evening with its “ Never set 
eyes on him, and hope I never shall/’ and the Hanky of Sunday 
morning, who now looked as modest as Cleopatra might have 
done had she been standing godmother to a little blue-eyed 
girl—Bellerophon’s first-born baby. 

Having recovered from his natural, but promptly repressed, 
emotion, the professor continued: 

“I need not remind you of the purpose for which so many 
of us, from so many parts of our kingdom, are here assembled. 
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We know what we have come hither to do: we are come each 
one of us to sign and seal by his presence the bond of his assent 
to those momentous changes, which have found their first 
great material expression in the temple that you see around 
you. 

“You all know how, in accordance with the expressed will 
of the Sunchild, the presidents and vice-presidents of the 
Musical Banks began as soon as he had left us to examine, 
patiently, carefully, earnestly, and without bias of any kind, 
firstly the evidences in support of the Sunchild’s claim to be the 
son of the tutelar deity of this world, and secondly the precise 
nature of his instructions as regards the future position and 
authority of the Musical Banks. 

“My friends, it is easy to understand why the Sunchild 
should have given us these instructions. With that foresight 
which is the special characteristic of divine, as compared with 
human, wisdom, he desired that the evidences in support of 
his superhuman character should be collected, sifted, and placed 
on record, before anything was either lost through the death of 
those who could alone substantiate it, or unduly supplied 
through the enthusiasm of over-zealous visionaries. The greater 
any true miracle has been,the more certainly will false ones accrete 
round it; here, then, we find the explanation of the command 
the Sunchild gave to us to gather, verify, and record the facts 
of his sojourn here in Erewhon. For above all things he held 
it necessary to ensure that there should be neither mistake, 
nor even possibility of mistake. 

“Consider for a moment what differences of opinion would 
infallibly have arisen if the evidences for the miraculous character 
of the Sunchild's mission had been conflicting—if they had rested 
on versions each claiming to be equally authoritative, but each 
hopelessly irreconcilable on vital points with every single other. 
What would future generations have said in answer to those 
who bade them fling all human experience to the winds, on 
the strength of records written they knew not certainly by 
whom, nor how long after the marvels that they'recorded, and 
of which all that could be certainly said was that no two of 
them told the same story? 

“Who that believes either in God or man—who with any self- 
respect, or respect for the gift of reason with which God had 
endowed him, either would, or could, believe that a chariot and 
four horses had come down from heaven, and gone back again with 
human or quasi-human occupants, unless the evidences for the 
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fact left no loophole for escape? If a single loophole were 
left him, he would be unpardonable, not for disbelieving the 
story, but for believing it. The sin against God would lie not 
in want of faith, but in faith. 

“My friends, there are two sins in matters of belief. There is 
that of believing on too little evidence, and that of requiring 
too much before we are convinced. The guilt of the latter 
is incurred, alas! by not a few amongst us at the present day, 
but if the testimony to the truth of the wondrous event so 
faithfully depicted on the picture that confronts you had been 
less contemporaneous, less authoritative, less unanimous, future 
generations—and it is for them that we should now provide— 
would be guilty of the first-named, and not less heinous, sin 
if they believed at all. 

“Small wonder, then, that the Sunchild, having come 
amongst us for our advantage, not his own, would not permit 
his beneficent designs to be endangered by the discrepancies, 
mythical developments, idiosyncracies, and a hundred other 
defects inevitably attendant on amateur and irresponsible 
recording. Small wonder, then, that he should have chosen 
the officials of the Musical Banks, from the presidents and vice- 
presidents downwards, to be the authoritative exponents of his 
teaching, the depositaries of his traditions, and his representa¬ 
tives here on earth till he shall again see fit to visit us. For he 
will come. Nay, it is even possible that he may be here amongst 
us at this very moment, disguised so that none may know him, 
and intent only on watching our devotion towards him. If 
this be so, let me implore him, in the name of the sun his father, 
to reveal himself.” 

Now Hanky had already given my father more than one look 
that had made him uneasy. He had evidently recognized him 
as the supposed ranger of last Thursday evening. Twice he 
had run his eye like a searchlight over the front benches opposite 
to him, and when the beam had reached my father there had 
been no more searching. It was beginning to dawn upon my 
father that George might have discovered that he was not 
Professor Panky; was it for this reason that these two young 
special constables, though they gave up their places, still kept 
so close to him? Was George only waiting his opportunity to 
arrest him—not of course even suspecting who he was—but as 
a foreign devil who had tried to pass himself off as Professor 
Panky? Had this been the meaning of his having followed 
him to Fairmead? And should he have to be throwr into the 
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Blue Pool by George after all? “It would serve me,” said he 
to himself, “richly right.” 

These fears, which had been taking shape for some few 
minutes, were turned almost to certainties by the half-con¬ 
temptuous glance Hanky threw towards him as he uttered 
what was obviously intended as a challenge. He saw that all 
was over, and was starting to his feet to declare himself, and 
thus fall into the trap that Hanky was laying for him, when 
George gripped him tightly by the knee and whispered, “Don’t— 
you are in great danger.” And he smiled kindly as he spoke. 

My father sank back dumbfounded. “You know me?” he 
whispered in reply. 

“Perfectly. So does Hanky, so does my mother; say no 
more,” and he again smiled. 

George, as my father afterwards learned, had hoped that he 
would reveal himself, and had determined, in spite of his mother’s 
instructions, to give him an opportunity of doing so. It was 
for this reason that he had not arrested him quietly, as he could 
very well have done, before the service began. He wished to 
discover what manner of man his father was, and was quite 
happy as soon as he saw that he would have spoken out if he had 
not been checked. He had not yet caught Hanky’s motive in 
trying to goad my father, but on seeing that he was trying to 
do this, he knew that a trap was being laid, and that my father 
must not be allowed to speak. 

Almost immediately, however, he perceived that while his 
eyes had been turned on Hanky, two burly vergers had wormed 
their way through the crowd and taken their stand close to his 
two brothers. Then he understood, and understood also how 
to frustrate. 

As for my father, George’s ascendancy over him—quite felt 
by George—was so absolute that he could think of nothing now 
but the exceeding great joy of finding his fears groundless, and 
of delivering himself up to his son’s guidance in the assurance 
that the void in his heart was filled, and that his wager not only 
would be held as won, but was being already paid. How they 
had found out, why he was not to speak as he would assuredly 
have done—for he was in a white heat of fury—what did it all 
matter now that he had found that which he had feared he 
should fail to find ? He gave George a puzzled smile, and com¬ 
posed himself as best he could to hear the continuation of 
Hanky’s sermon, which was as follows: 

“Who could the Sunchild have chosen, even though he had 

* l 88i 
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been gifted with no more than human sagacity, but the body 
of men whom he selected ? It becomes me but ill to speak so 
warmly in favour of that body of whom I am the least worthy 
member, but what other is there in Erewhon, so above all 
suspicion of slovenliness, self-seeking, preconceived bias, or 
bad faith? If there was one set of qualities more essential 
than another for the conduct of the investigations entrusted to 
us by the Sunchild, it was those that turn on meekness and 
freedom from all spiritual pride. I believe I can say quite 
truly that these are the qualities for which Bridgeford is more 
especially renowned. The readiness of her professors to learn 
even from those who at first sight may seem least able to instruct 
them—the gentleness with which they correct an opponent if 
they feel it incumbent upon them to do so, the promptitude with 
which they acknowledge error when it is pointed out to them 
and quit a position no matter how deeply they have been com¬ 
mitted to it, at the first moment in which they see that they 
cannot hold it righteously, their delicate sense of honour, their 
utter immunity from what the Sunchild used to call log-rolling 
or intrigue, the scorn with which they regard anything like 
hitting below the belt—these I believe I may truly say are the 
virtues for which Bridgeford is pre-eminently renowned.” 

The professor went on to say a great deal more about the 
fitness of Bridgeford and the Musical Bank managers for the 
task imposed on them by the Sunchild, but here my father’s 
attention flagged—nor, on looking at the verbatim report of 
the sermon that appeared next morning in the leading Sunch’ston 
journal, do I see reason to reproduce Hanky’s words on this 
head. It was all to show that there had been no possibility of 
mistake. 

Meanwhile, George was writing on a scrap of paper as though 
he was taking notes of the sermon. Presently he slipped this 
into my father’s hand. It ran: 

“You see those vergers standing near my brothers, who gave 
up their seats to us. Hanky tried to goad you into speaking 
that they might arrest you, and get you into the Bank prisons. 
If you fall into their hands you are lost. I must arrest you 
instantly on a charge of poaching on the king’s preserves, and 
make you my prisoner. Let those vergers catch sight of the 
warrant which I shall now give you. Read it and return it to 
me. Come with me quietly after service. I think you had 
better not reveal yourself at all.” 

As soon as he had given my father time to read the foregoing, 
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George took a warrant out of his pocket. My father pretended 
to read it and returned it. George then laid his hand on his 
shoulder, and in an undertone arrested him. He then wrote 
on another scrap of paper and passed it on to the elder of his 
two brothers. It was to the effect that he had now arrested 
my father, and that if the vergers attempted in any way to 
interfere between him and his prisoner, his brothers were to 
arrest both of them, which, as special constables, they had 
power to do. 

Yram had noted Hanky’s attempt to goad my father, and had 
not been prepared for his stealing a march upon her by trying 
to get my father arrested by Musical Bank officials, rather than 
by her son. On the preceding evening this last plan had been 
arranged on; and she knew nothing of the note that Hanky 
had sent an hour or two later to the manager of the temple— 
the substance of which the reader can sufficiently guess. When 
she had heard Hanky’s words and saw the vergers, she was for 
a few minutes seriously alarmed, but she was reassured when 
she saw George give my father the warrant, and her two sons 
evidently explaining the position to the vergers. 

Hanky had by this time changed his theme, and was warning 
his hearers of the dangers that would follow on the legalization 
of the medical profession, and the repeal of the edicts against 
machines. Space forbids me to give his picture of the horrible 
tortures that future generations would be put to by medical 
men if these were not duly kept in check by the influence of 
the Musical Banks; the horrors of the inquisition in the Middle 
Ages are nothing to what he depicted as certain to ensue if 
medical men were ever to have much money at their command. 
The only people in whose hands money might be trusted safely 
were those who presided over the Musical Banks. This tirade 
was followed by one not less alarming about the growth of 
materialistic tendencies among the artisans employed in the 
production of mechanical inventions. My father, though his 
eyes had been somewhat opened by the second of the two 
processions he had seen on his way to Sunch’ston, was not pre¬ 
pared to And that in spite of the superficially almost universal 
acceptance of the new faith, there was a powerful, and it would 
seem growing, under-current of scepticism, with a desire to 
reduce his escape with my mother to a purely natural occurrence. 

“It is not enough/’ said Hanky, “that the Sunchild should 
have ensured the preparation of authoritative evidence of his 
supernatural character. The evidences happily exist in over- 
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whelming strength, but they must be brought home to minds 
that as yet have stubbornly refused to receive them. During 
the last five years there has been an enormous increase in the 
number of those whose occupation in the manufacture of 
machines inclines them to a materialistic explanation even of 
the most obviously miraculous events, and the growth of this 
class in our midst constituted, and still constitutes, a grave 
danger to the state. 

“It was to meet this that the society was formed on behalf 
of which I appeal fearlessly to your generosity. It is called, 
as most of you doubtless know, the Sunchild Evidence Society; 
and His Majesty the King graciously consented to become its 
Patron. This society not only collects additional evidences— 
indeed, it is entirely due to its labours that the precious relic 
now in this temple was discovered—but it is its beneficent 
purpose to lay those that have been authoritatively investigated 
before men who, if left to themselves, would either neglect 
them altogether, or, worse still, reject them. 

“For the first year or two the efforts of the society met 
with but little success among those for whose benefit they were 
more particularly intended, but during the present year the 
working classes in some cities and towns (stimulated very much 
by the lectures of my illustrious friend Professor Panky) have 
shown a most remarkable and zealous interest in Sunchild 
evidences, and have formed themselves into local branches for 
the study and defence of Sunchild truth. 

“Yet in spite of all this need—of all this patient labour and 
really very gratifying success—the subscriptions to the society 
no longer furnish it with its former very modest income—an 
income which is deplorably insufficient if the organization is to 
be kept effective, and the work adequately performed. In 
spite of the most rigid economy, the committee have been 
compelled to part with a considerable portion of their small 
reserve fund (provided by a legacy) to tide over difficulties. 
But this method of balancing expenditure and income is very 
unsatisfactory, and cannot be long continued. 

“I am led to plead for the society with especial insistence 
at the present time, inasmuch as more than one of those whose 
unblemished life has made them fitting recipients of such a 
signal favour have recently had visions informing them that 
the Sunchild will again shortly visit us. We know not when 
he will come, but when he comes, my friends, let him not find 
us unmindful of, nor ungrateful for, the inestimable services he 
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has rendered us. For come he surely will. Either in winter, 
what time icicles hang by the wall and milk comes frozen home 
in the pail—or in summer when days are at their longest and 
the mowing grass is about—there will be an hour, either at 
mom, or eve, or in the middle day, when he will again surely 
come. May it be mine to be among those who are then present 
to receive him." 

Here he again glared at my father, whose blood was boiling. 
George had not positively forbidden him to speak out; he 
therefore sprang to his feet. “You lying hound/' he cried, 
“I am the Sunchild, and you know it." 

George, who knew that he had my father in his own hands, 
made no attempt to stop him, and was delighted that he should 
have declared himself, though he had felt it his duty to tell 
him not to do so. Yram turned pale. Hanky roared out, 
“Tear him in pieces—leave not a single limb on his body. 
Take him out and bum him alive." The vergers made a dash 
for him—but George's brothers seized them. The crowd seemed 
for a moment inclined to do as Hanky bade them, but Yram 
rose from her place, and held up her hand as one who claimed 
attention. She advanced towards George and my father as 
unconcernedly as though she were merely walking out of church, 
but she still held her hand uplifted. All eyes were turned on 
her, as well as on George and my father, and the icy calm of 
her self-possession chilled those who were inclined for the 
moment to take Hanky’s words literally. There was not a 
trace of fluster in her gait, action, or words, as she said: 

“My friends, this temple, and this day, must not be profaned 
with blood. My son will take this poor madman to the prison. 
Let him be judged and punished according to law. Make 
room, that he and my son may pass." 

Then, turning to my father, she said, “Go quietly with 
the ranger." 

Having so spoken, she returned to her seat as unconcernedly 
as she had left it. 

Hanky for a time continued to foam at the mouth and roar 
out, “Tear him to pieces! bum him alive!" But when he saw 
that there was no further hope of getting the people to obey 
him, he collapsed on to a seat in his pulpit, mopped his bald 
head, and consoled himself with a great pinch of a powder 
which corresponds very closely to our own snuff. 

George led my father out by the side door at the north end 
of the western aisle: the people eyed him intently, but made 
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way.for him without demonstration. One voice alone was 
heard to cry out: “ Yes, he is the Sunchild!” My father glanced 
at the speaker, and saw that he was the interpreter who had 
taught him the Erewhonian language when he was in prison. 

George, seeing a special constable close by, told him to bid 
his brothers release the vergers, and let them arrest the inter¬ 
preter—this the vergers, foiled as they had been in the matter 
of my father’s arrest, were very glad to do. So the poor 
interpreter, to his dismay, was lodged at once in one of the 
Bank prison-cells, where he could do no further harm. 


CHAPTER XVII 

GEORGE TAKES HIS FATHER TO PRISON, AND THERE OBTAINS 
SOME USEFUL INFORMATION 

By this time George had got my father into the open square, 
where he was surprised to find that a large bonfire had been 
made and lighted. There had been nothing of the kind an 
hour before; the wood, therefore, must have been piled and 
lighted while people had been in church. He had no time 1 at 
the moment to inquire why this had been done, but later on 
he discovered that on the Sunday morning the manager of 
the new temple had obtained leave from the mayor to have 
the wood piled in the square, representing that this was Pro¬ 
fessor Hanky’s contribution to the festivities of the day. There 
had, it seemed, been no intention of lighting it until nightfall; 
but it had accidentally caught fire through the carelessness of 
a workman, much about the time when Hanky began to preach. 
No one for a moment believed that there had been any sinister 
intention, or that Professor Hanky, when he urged the crowd 
to bum my father alive, even knew that there was a pile of 
wood in the square at all—much less that it had been lighted— 
for he could hardly have supposed that the wood had been 
got together so soon. Nevertheless, both George and my father, 
when they knew all that had passed, congratulated themselves 
on the fact that my father had not fallen into the hands of 
the vergers, who would probably have tried to utilize the 
accidental fire, though in no case is it likely they would have 
succeeded. 

As soon as they were inside the gaol, the old master recognized 
my father. “Bless my heart—what? You here again, Mr. 
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Higgs? Why, I thought you were in the palace of the sun 
your father.” 

“I wish I was/* answered my father, shaking hands with him, 
but he could say no more. 

“You are as safe here as if you were/’ said George, laughing, 
“and safer.” Then turning to his grandfather, he said, “You 
have the record of Mr. Higgs’s marks and measurements? I 
know you have: take him to his old cell; it is the best in the 
prison; and then please bring me the record.” 

The old man took George and my father to the cell which he 
had occupied twenty years earlier—but I cannot stay to describe 
his feelings on finding himself again within it. The moment 
his grandfathers back was turned, George said to my father, 
“And now shake hands also with your son.” 

As he spoke he took my father’s hand and pressed it warmly 
between both his own. 

“Then you know you are my son? ” said my father as steadily 
as the strong emotion that mastered him would permit. 

“ Certainly.” 

“ But you did not know this when I was walking with you on 
Friday?” 

“Of course not. I thought you were Professor Panky; if 
I had not taken you for one of the two persons named in your 
permit, I should have questioned you closely, and probably 
ended by throwing you into the Blue Pool.” He shuddered as 
he said this. 

“ But you knew who I was when you called me Panky in the 
temple?” 

“Quite so. My mother told me everything on Friday 
evening.” 

“And that is why you tried to find me at Fairmead?” 

“Yes; but where in the world were you?” 

“I was inside the Musical Bank of the town, resting and 
reading.” 

George laughed, and said: “On purpose to hide?” 

“Oh no; pure chance. But on Friday evening? How could 
your mother have found out by that time that I was in Erewhon? 
Am I on my head or my heels ? ” 

“On your heels, my father, which shall take you back to your 
own country as soon as we can get you out of this.” 

“What have I done to deserve so much good will? I have 
done you nothing but harm! ” Again he was quite overcome. 

George patted him gently on the hand, and said: “You made 
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a bet and you won it. During the very short time that we can 
be together, you shall be paid in full, and may heaven protect 
us both.” 

As soon as my father could speak he said: “But how did your 
mother find out that I was in Erewhon ? ” 

“Hanky and Panky were dining with her, and they told her 
some things that she thought strange. She cross-questioned 
them, put two and two together, learned that you had got their 
permit out of them, saw that you intended to return on Friday, 
and concluded that you would be sleeping in Sunch'ston. She 
sent for me, told me all, bade me scour Sunch’ston to find you, 
intending that you should be at once escorted safely over the 
preserves by me. I found your inn, but you had given us the 
slip. I tried first Fairmead and then Clearwater, but did not 
find you till this morning. For reasons too long to repeat, my 
mother warned Hanky and Panky that you would be in the 
temple; whereon Hanky tried to get you into his clutches. 
Happily he failed, but if I had known what he was doing I 
should have arrested you before the service. I ought to have 
done this, but I wanted you to win your wager, and I shall get 
you safely away in spite of them. My mother will not like my 
having let you hear Hanky's sermon and declare yourself.” 

“You half told me not to say who I was.” 

“Yes, but I was delighted when you disobeyed me.” 

“I did it very badly. I never rise to great occasions, I always 
fall to them, but these things must come as they come.” 

“You did it as well as it could be done, and good will come 
of it.” 

“And now,” he continued, “describe exactly all that passed 
between you and the professors. On which side of Panky did 
Hanky sit, and did they sit north and south or east and west? 

How did you get-oh yes, I know that—you told them it would 

be of no further use to them. Tell me all else you can.” 

My father said that the professors were sitting pretty well 
east and west, so that Hanky, who was on the east side, nearest 
the mountains, had Panky, who was on the Sunch'ston side, on 
his right hand. George made a note of this. My father then 
told what the reader already knows, but when he came to the 
measurement of the boots, George said, “Take your boots off,” 
and began taking off his own. “Foot for foot,” said he, “we 
are not father and son, but brothers. Yours will fit me; they are 
less worn than mine, but I dare say you will not mind that.” 

On this George, ex abundanti eautela, knocked a nail out of the 
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right boot that he had been wearing and changed boots with 
my father; but he thought it more plausible not to knock out 
exactly the same nail that was missing on my father’s boot. 
When the change was made, each found—or said he found— 
the other’s boots quite comfortable. 

My father all the time felt as though he were a basket given 
to a dog. The dog had got him, was proud of him, and no one 
must try to take him away. The promptitude with which 
George took to him, the obvious pleasure he had in “running” 
him, his quick judgment, verging as it should towards rashness, 
his confidence that my father trusted him without reserve, the 
conviction of perfect openness that was conveyed by the way 
in which his eyes never budged from my father’s when he spoke 
to him, his genial, kindly manner, perfect physical health, and 
the air he had of being on the best possible terms with himself 
and every one else—the combination of all this so overmastered 
my poor father (who indeed had been sufficiently mastered 
before he had been five minutes in George’s company) that he 
resigned himself as gratefully to being a basket as George had 
cheerfully undertaken the task of carrying him. 

In passing I may say that George could never get his own 
boots back again, though he tried more than once to do so. 
My father always made some excuse. They were the only 
memento of George that he brought home with him; I wonder 
that he did not ask for a lock of his hair, but he did not. He 
had the boots put against a wall in his bedroom, where he 
could see them from his bed, and during his illness, while con¬ 
sciousness yet remained with him, I saw his eyes continually 
turn towards them. George, in fact, dominated him as long as 
anything in this world could do so. Nor do I wonder; on the 
contrary, I love his memory the better; for I, too, as will appear 
later, have seen George, and whatever little jealousy I may have 
felt, vanished on my finding him almost instantaneously gain 
the same ascendancy over me his brother that he had gained 
over his and my father. But of this no more at present. Let 
me return to the gaol in Sunch’ston. 

“Tell me more,” said George, “about the professors.” 

My father told him about the nuggets, the sale of his kit, 
the receipt he had given for the money, and how he had got the 
nuggets back from a tree, the position of which he described. 

“I know the tree; have you got the nuggets here?” 

“Here they are, with the receipt, and the pocket-handkerchief 
marked with Hanky’s name. The pocket-handkerchief was 
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found wrapped round some dried leaves that we call tea, but 
I have not got these with me.” As he spoke he gave everything 
to George, who showed the utmost delight in getting possession 
of them. 

“ I suppose the blanket and the rest of the kit are still in the 
tree?” 

“ Unless Hanky and Panky have got them away, or someone 
has found them.” 

“ This is not likely. I will now go to my office, but I will come 
back very shortly. My grandfather shall bring you something 
to eat at once. I will tell him to send enough for two ”—which 
he accordingly did. 

On reaching the office, he told his next brother (whom he had 
made an under-ranger) to go to the tree he described, and bring 
back the bundle he should find concealed therein. “You can 
go there and back,” he said, “in an hour and a half, and I shall 
want the bundle by that time.” 

The brother, whose name I never rightly caught, set out at 
once. As soon as he was gone, George took from a drawer the 
feathers and bones of quails that he had shown my father on 
the morning when he met him. He divided them in half, and 
made them into two bundles, one of which he docketed, “ Bones 
of quails eaten, XIX, xii, 29, by Professor Hanky, P.O.W.W., 
etc.” And he labelled Panky’s quail-bones in like fashion. 

Having done this, he returned to the gaol, but on his way he 
looked in at the mayor’s and left a note saying that he should 
be at the gaol, where any message would reach him, but that 
he did not wish to meet Professors Hanky and Panky for another 
couple of hours. It was now about half-past twelve, and he 
caught sight of a crowd coming quietly out of the temple, 
whereby he knew that Hanky would soon be at the mayor’s house. 

Dinner was brought in almost at the moment when George 
returned to the gaol. As soon as it was over George said: 

“Are you quite sure you have made no mistake about the 
way in which you got the permit out of the professors?” 

“Quite sure. I told them they would not want it, and said 
I could save them trouble if they gave it me. They never 
suspected why I wanted it. Where do you think I may be 
mistaken?” 

“You sold your nuggets for rather less than a twentieth part of 
their value, and you threw in some curiosities that would have 
fetched about half as much as you got for the nuggets. You say 
you did this because you wanted money to keep you going till 
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you could sell some of your nuggets. This sounds well at first, 
but the sacrifice is too great to be plausible when considered. 
It looks more like a case of good honest manly straightforward 
corruption. ,, 

“But surely you believe me?” 

“Of course I do. I believe every syllable that comes from 
your mouth, but I shall not be able to make out that the story 
was as it was not, unless I am quite certain what it really was.” 

“ It was exactly as I have told you.” 

“That is enough. And now, may I tell my mother that you 
will put yourself in her, and the mayor’s, and my hands, and 
will do whatever we tell you ? ” 

“I will be obedience itself. But you will not ask me to do 
anything that will make your mother or you think less well 
of me?” 

“If we tell you what you are to do, we shall not think any 
the worse of you for doing it. Then I may say to my mother 
that you will be good and give no trouble—not even though 
we bid you shake hands with Hanky and Panky?” 

“I will embrace them and kiss them on both cheeks, if you 
and she tell me to do so. But what about the mayor?” 

“He has known everything, and condoned everything, these 
last twenty years. He will leave everything to my mother 
and me.” 

“Shall I have to see him?” 

“Certainly. You must be brought up before him to-morrow 
morning.” 

“How can I look him in the face?” 

“As you would me, or any one else. It is understood among 
us that nothing happened. Things may have looked as though 
they had happened, but they did not happen.” 

“And you are not yet quite twenty?” 

“No, but I am son to my mother—and,” he added, “to one 
who can stretch a point or two in the way of honesty as well 
as other people.” 

Having said this with a laugh, he again took my father’s hand 
between both his, and went back to his office—where he set 
himself to think out the course he intended to take when dealing 
with the professors. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

YRAM INVITES DR. DOWNIE AND MRS. HUMDRUM TO LUNCHEON— 
A PASSAGE AT ARMS BETWEEN HER AND HANKY IS AMICABLY 
ARRANGED 

The disturbance caused by my father’s outbreak was quickly 
suppressed, for George got him out of the temple almost 
immediately; it was bruited about, however, that the Sunchild 
had come down from the palace of the sun, but had disappeared 
as soon as any one had tried to touch him. In vain did Hanky 
try to put fresh life into his sermon; its back had been broken, 
and large numbers left the church to see what they could hear 
outside, or failing information, to discourse more freely with 
one another. 

Hanky did his best to quiet his hearers when he found that 
he could not infuriate them. 

“This poor man,” he said, “is already known to me, as one 
of those who have deluded themselves into believing that they 
are the Sunchild. I have known of his so declaring himself, 
more than once, in the neighbourhood of Bridgeford, and others 
have not infrequently done the same. I did not at first recognize 
him, and regret that the shock of horror his words occasioned 
me should have prompted me to suggest violence against him. 
Let this unfortunate affair pass from your minds, and let me 
again urge upon you the claims of the Sunchild Evidence 
Society.” 

The audience on hearing that they were to be told more 
about the Sunchild Evidence Society melted away even more 
rapidly than before, and the sermon fizzled out to an ignominious 
end quite unworthy of its occasion. 

About half-past twelve the service ended, and Hanky went 
to the robing-room to take off his vestments. Yram, the mayor, 
and Panky waited for him at the door opposite to that through 
which my father had been taken; while waiting, Yram scribbled 
off two notes in pencil, one to Dr. Downie, and another to 
Mrs. Humdrum, begging them to come to lunch at once—for it 
would be one o’clock before they could reach the mayor’s. 
She gave these notes to the mayor, and bade him bring both the 
invited guests along with him. 

The mayor left just as Hanky was coming towards her. 
“This, mayoress,” he said with some asperity, “is a very serious 
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business. It has ruined my collection. Half the people left 
the temple without giving anything at all. You seem,” he added 
in a tone the significance of which could not be mistaken, “to 
be very fond, mayoress, of this Mr. Higgs.” 

“Yes,” said Yram, “I am; I always liked him, and I am 
sorry for him; but he is not the person I am most sorry for at 
this moment—he, poor man, is not going to be horsewhipped 
within the next twenty minutes.” And she spoke the “he” 
in italics. 

“I do not understand you, mayoress.” 

“My husband will explain, as soon as I have seen him.” 

“Hanky,” said Panky, “you must withdraw, and apologize 
at once.” 

Hanky was not slow to do this, and when he had disavowed 
everything, withdrawn everything, apologized for everything, 
and eaten humble pie to Yram’s satisfaction, she smiled 
graciously, and held out her hand, which Hanky was obliged 
to take. 

“And now, professor,” she said, “let me return to your 
remark that this is a very serious business, and let me also 
claim a woman’s privilege of being listened to whenever she 
chooses to speak. I propose, then, that we say nothing further 
about this matter till after luncheon. I have asked Dr. Downie 
and Mrs. Humdrum to join us-” 

“Why Mrs. Humdrum?” interrupted Hanky none too 
pleasantly, for he was still furious about the duel that had 
just taken place between himself and his hostess. 

“My dear professor,” said Yram good-humouredly, “pray 
say all you have to say and I will continue.” 

Hanky was silent. 

“I have asked,” resumed Yram, “Dr. Downie and Mrs. 
Humdrum to join us, and after luncheon we can discuss the 
situation or no as you may think proper. Till then let us say 
no more. Luncheon will be over by two o’clock or soon after, 
and the banquet will not begin till seven, so we shall have 
plenty of time.” 

Hanky looked black and said nothing. As for Panky, he 
was morally in a state of collapse, and did not count. 

Hardly had they reached the mayor’s house when the mayor 
also arrived with Dr. Downie and Mrs. Humdrum, both of ' 
whom had seen and recognized my father in spite of his having 
dyed his hair. Dr. Downie had met him at supper in Mr. 
Thims’s rooms when he had visited Bridgeford, and naturally 
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enough had observed him closely. Mrs. Humdrum, as I have 
already said, had seen him more than once when he was in 
prison. She and Dr. Downie were talking earnestly over the 
strange reappearance of one whom they had believed long since 
dead, but Yram imposed on them the same silence that she 
had already imposed on the professors. 

“ Professor Hanky,” said she to Mrs. Humdrum, in Hanky's 
hearing, “is a little alarmed at my having asked you to join 
our secret conclave. He is not married, and does not know 
how well a woman can hold her tongue when she chooses. I 
should have told you all that passed, for I mean to follow 
your advice, so I thought you had better hear everything 
yourself.” 

Hanky still looked black, but he said nothing. Luncheon 
was promptly served, and done justice to in spite of much 
preoccupation; for if there is one thing that gives a better 
appetite than another, it is a Sunday morning's service with a 
charity sermon to follow. As the guests might not talk on 
the subject they wanted to talk about, and were in no humour 
to speak of anything else, they gave their whole attention to 
the good things that were before them, without so much as a 
thought about reserving themselves for the evening's banquet. 
Nevertheless, when luncheon was over the professors were in 
no more genial, manageable state of mind than they had been 
when it began. 

When the servants had left the room, Yram said to Hanky: 
“You saw the prisoner, and he was the man you met on 
Thursday night?” 

“Certainly, he was wearing the forbidden dress and he had 
many quails in his possession. There is no doubt also that 
he was a foreign devil.” 

At this point, it being now nearly half-past two, George 
oame in, and took a seat next to Mrs. Humdrum—between 
her and his mother—who of course sat at the head of the table 
with the mayor opposite to her. On one side of the table 
sat the professors, and on the other Dr. Downie, Mrs. Hum¬ 
drum, and George, who had heard the last few words that 
Hanky had spoken. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

A COUNCIL IS HELD AT THE MAYOR’S, IN THE COURSE OF WHICH 
GEORGE TURNS THE TABLES ON THE PROFESSORS 

“Now who/’ said Yram, “is this unfortunate creature to be, 
when he is brought up to-morrow morning, on the charge of 
poaching?” 

“It is not necessary,” said Hanky severely, “that he should 
be brought up for poaching. He is a foreign devil, and as 
such your son is bound to fling him without trial into the Blue 
Pool. Why bring a smaller charge when you must inflict the 
death penalty on a more serious one? I have already told 
you that I shall feel it my duty to report the matter at head¬ 
quarters, unless I am satisfied that the death penalty has 
been inflicted.” 

“Of course,” said George, “we must all of us do our duty, 
and I shall not shrink from mine—but I have arrested tins 
man on a charge of poaching, and must give my reasons; the 
case cannot be dropped, and it must be heard in public. Am 
I, or am I not, to have the sworn depositions of both you 
gentlemen to the fact that the prisoner is the man you saw 
with quails in his possession? If you can depose to this he 
will be convicted, for there can be no doubt he killed the birds 
himself. The least penalty my father can inflict is twelve 
months’ imprisonment with hard labour; and he must undergo 
this sentence before I can Blue-Pool him. 

“Then comes the question whether or no he is a foreign 
devil. I may decide this in private, but I must have depositions 
on oath before I do so, and at present I have nothing but hear¬ 
say. Perhaps you gentlemen can give me the evidence I 
shall require, but the case is one of such importance that were 
the prisoner proved never so clearly to be a foreign devil, I 
should not Blue-Pool him till I had taken the king’s pleasure 
concerning him. I shall rejoice, therefore, if you gentlemen 
can help me to sustain the charge of poaching, and thus give 
me legal standing-ground for deferring action which the king 
might regret, and which once taken cannot be recalled.” 

Here Yram interposed. “These points,” she said, “are details. 
Should we not first settle, not what, but who, we shall allow 
the prisoner to be, when he is brought up to-morrow morning? 
Settle this, and the rest will settle itself. He has declared 
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himself to be the Sunchild, and will probably do so again. 
I am prepared to identify him, so is Dr. Downie, so is Mrs. 
Humdrum, the interpreter, and doubtless my father. Others 
of known respectability will also do so, and his marks and 
measurements are sure to correspond quite sufficiently. The 
question is, whether all this is to be allowed to appear on 
evidence, or whether it is to be established, as it easily may, 
if we give our minds to it, that he is not the Sunchild.” 

“Whatever else he is,” said Hanky, “he must not be the 
Sunchild. He must, if the charge of poaching cannot be 
dropped, be a poacher and a foreign devil. I was doubtless 
too hasty when I said that I believed I recognized the man 
as one who had more than once declared himself to be the 
Sunchild-” 

“But, Hanky,” interrupted Panky, “are you sure that you 
can swear to this man’s being the man we met on Thursday 
night? We only saw him by firelight, and I doubt whether 
I should feel justified in swearing to him.” 

“Well, well: on second thoughts I am not sure, Panky, but 
what you may be right after all; it is possible that he may 
be what I said he was in my sermon.” 

“I rejoice to hear you say so,” said George, “for in this 
case the charge of poaching will fall through. There will be 
no evidence against the prisoner. And I rejoice also to think 
that I shall have nothing to warrant me in believing him to 
be a foreign devil. For if he is not to be the Sunchild, and 
not to be your poacher, he becomes a mere monomaniac. If 
he apologizes for having made a disturbance in the temple, 
and promises not to offend again, a fine, and a few days’ 
imprisonment, will meet the case, and he may be discharged.” 

“I see, I see,” said Hanky very angrily. “You are deter¬ 
mined to get this man off if you can.” 

“ I shall act,” said George,, “in accordance with sworn evidence, 
and not otherwise. Choose whether you will have the prisoner 
to be your poacher or no; give me your sworn depositions one 
way or the other, and I shall know how to act. If you depose 
on oath to the identity of the prisoner and your poacher, he 
will be convicted and imprisoned. As to his being a foreign 
devil, if he is the Sunchild, of course he is one; but otherwise 
I cannot Blue-Pool him, even when his sentence is expired, 
without testimony deposed to me on oath in private, though 
no open trial is required. A case for suspicion was made out 
in my hearing last night, but I must have depositions on oath 
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to all the leading facts before I can decide what my duty is. 
What will you swear to?” 

“All this,” said Hanky, in a voice husky with passion, “shall 
be reported to the king.” 

“I intend to report every word of it; but that is not the point: 
the question is what you gentlemen will swear to. ” 

“Very well. I will settle it thus. We will swear that the 
prisoner is the poacher we met on Thursday night, and that 
he is also a foreign devil: his wearing the forbidden dress; his 
foreign accent; the foot-tracks we found in the snow, as of one 
coming over from the other side; his obvious ignorance of the 
Afforesting Act, as shown by his having lit a fire and making 
no effort to conceal his quails till our permit showed him his 
blunder; the cock-and-bull story he told us about your orders, 
and that other story about his having killed a foreign devil— 
if these facts do not satisfy you, they will satisfy the king that 
the prisoner is a foreign devil as well as a poacher.” 

“ Some of these facts,” answered George, “ are new to me. How 
do you know that the foot-tracks were made by the prisoner ? ” 

Panky brought out his note-book and read the details he had 
noted. 

“ Did you examine the man’s boots ? ” 

“One of them, the right foot; this, with the measurements, 
was quite enough.” 

“Hardly. Please to look at both soles of my own boots; 
you will find that those tracks were mine. I will have the 
prisoner’s boots examined; in the meantime let me tell you that 
I was up at the statues on Thursday morning, walked three or 
four hundred yards beyond them, over ground where there was 
less snow, returned over the snow, and went two or three times 
round them, as it is the ranger’s duty to do once a year in order 
to see that none of them are beginning to lean.” 

He showed the soles of his boots, and the professors were 
obliged to admit that the tracks were his. He cautioned them 
as to the rest of the points on which they relied. Might they 
not be as mistaken as they had just proved to be about the 
tracks? He could not, however, stir them from sticking to it 
that there was enough evidence to prove my father to be a 
foreign devil, and declaring their readiness to depose to the facts 
on oath. In the end Hanky again fiercely accused him of trying 
to shield the prisoner. 

“You are quite right,” said George, “and you will see my 
reasons shortly.” 
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“I have no doubt,” said Hanky significantly, “that they are 
such as would weigh with any man of ordinary feeling.” 

“I understand, then,” said George, appearing to take no 
notice of Hanky’s innuendo, “that you will swear to the facts 
as you have above stated them?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Then kindly wait while I write them on the form that I have 
brought with me; the mayor can administer the oath and sign 
your depositions. I shall then be able to leave you, and proceed 
with getting up the case against the prisoner.” 

So saying, he went to a writing-table in another part of the 
room and made out the depositions. 

Meanwhile, the mayor, Mrs. Humdrum, and Dr. Downie 
(who had each of them more than once vainly tried to take part 
in the above discussion) conversed eagerly in an undertone 
among themselves. Hanky was blind with rage, for he had a 
sense that he was going to be outwitted; the mayor, Yram, and 
Mrs. Humdrum had already seen that George thought he had 
all the trumps in his own hand, but they did not know more. 
Dr. Downie was frightened, and Panky so muddled as to be 
hors de combat. 

George now rejoined the professors, and read the depositions: 
the mayor administered the oath according to Erewhonian 
custom; the professors signed without a word, and George then 
handed the document to his father to countersign. 

The mayor examined it, and almost immediately said: “My 
dear George, you have made a mistake; these depositions are on 
a form reserved for deponents who are on the point of death.” 

“Alas!” answered George, “there is no help for it. I did 
my utmost to prevent their signing. I knew that those de¬ 
positions were their own death warrant, and that is why, though 
I was satisfied that the prisoner is a foreign devil, I had hoped 
to be able to shut my eyes. I can now no longer do so, and as 
the inevitable consequence I must Blue-Pool both the professors 
before midnight. What man of ordinary feeling would not 
under these circumstances have tried to dissuade them from 
deposing as they have done ? ” 

By this time the professors had started to their feet, and 
there was a look of horrified astonishment on the faces of all 
present, save that of George, who seemed quite happy. 

“What monstrous absurdity is this?” shouted Hanky; “do 
you mean to murder us?” 

“Certainly not. But you have insisted that I should do my 
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duty, and I mean to do it. You gentlemen have now been 
proved to my satisfaction to have had traffic with a foreign 
devil; and under Section 37 of the Afforesting Act, I must at 
once Blue-Pool any such persons without public trial.” 

“Nonsense, nonsense; there was nothing of the kind on our 
permit, and as for trafficking with this foreign devil, we spoke 
to him, but we neither bought nor sold. Where is the Act?” 

“Here. On your permit you were referred to certain other 
clauses not set out therein, which might be seen at the mayor’s 
office. Clause 37 is as follows: 

“ ‘ It is furthermore enacted that should any of His Majesty’s 
subjects be found, after examination by the head ranger, to 
have had traffic of any kind by way of sale or barter with any 
foreign devil, the said ranger, on being satisfied that such 
traffic has taken place, shall forthwith, with or without the 
assistance of his under-rangers, convey such subjects of His 
Majesty to the Blue Pool, bind them, weight them, and fling 
them into it, without the formality of a trial, and shall report 
the circumstances of the case to His Majesty.* ” 

“But we never bought anything from the prisoner. What 
evidence can you have of this but the word of a foreign devil 
in such straits that he would swear to anything ? ” 

“The prisoner has nothing to do with it. I am convinced 
by this receipt in Professor Panky’s handwriting which states 
that he and you jointly purchased his kit from the prisoner, 
and also this bag of gold nuggets worth about £100 in 
silver, for the absurdly small sum of £4 10s. in silver. I 
am further convinced by this handkerchief marked with 
Professor Hanky’s name, in which was found a broken packet 
of dried leaves that are now at my office with the rest of the 
prisoner’s kit.” 

“Then we were watched and dogged,” said Hanky, “on 
Thursday evening.” 

“That, sir,” replied Georgy, “is my business, not yours.” 

Here Panky laid his arms on the table, buried his head in 
them, and burst into tears. Every one seemed aghast, but the 
mayor, Yram, and Mrs. Humdrum saw that George was en¬ 
joying it all far too keenly to be serious. Dr. Downie was still 
frightened (for George’s surface manner was Rhadamanthine) 
and did his utmost to console Panky. George pounded away 
ruthlessly at his case. 

“I say nothing about your having bought quails from the 
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prisoner and eaten them. As you justly remarked just now, 
there is no object in preferring a smaller charge when one must 
inflict the death penalty on a more serious one. Still, Professor 
Hanky, these are bones of the quails you ate as you sat opposite 
the prisoner on the side of the fire nearest Sunch’ston; these 
are Professor Panky’s bones, with which I need not disturb 
him. This is your permit, which was found upon the prisoner, 
and which there can be no doubt you sold him, having been 
bribed by the offer of the nuggets for-” 

“Monstrous, monstrous! Infamous falsehood! Who will 
believe such a childish trumped-up story?” 

“Who, sir, will believe anything else? You will hardly 
contend that you did not know the nuggets were gold, and no 
one will believe you mean enough to have tried to get this poor 
man’s property out of him for a song—you knowing its value, 
and he not knowing the same. No one will believe that you 
did not know the man to be a foreign devil, or that he could 
hoodwink two such learned professors so cleverly as to get their 
permit out of them. Obviously he seduced you into selling him 
your permit, and—I presume because he wanted a little of our 
money—he made you pay him for his kit. I am satisfied that 
you have not only had traffic with a foreign devil, but traffic 
of a singularly atrocious kind, and this being so, I shall Blue- 
Pool both of you as soon as I can get you up to the Pool itself. 
The sooner we start the better. I shall gag you, and drive you 
up in a close carriage as far as the road goes; from that point 
you can walk up, or be dragged up as you may prefer, but you 
will probably find walking more comfortable.” 

“But,” said Hanky, “come what may, I must be at the 
banquet. I am set down to speak.” 

“The mayor will explain that you have been taken somewhat 
suddenly unwell.” 

Here Yram, who had been talking quietly with her husband, 
Dr. Downie, and Mrs. Humdrum, motioned her son to silence. 

“I feared,” she said, “that difficulties might arise, though 
I did not foresee how seriously they would affect my guests. 
Let Mrs. Humdrum on our side, and Dr. Downie on that of the 
professors, go into the next room and talk the matter quietly 
over; let us then see whether we cannot agree to be bound by 
their decision. I do not doubt but they will find some means 
of averting any catastrophe more serious—No, Professor 
Hanky, the doors are locked—than a little perjury in which 
we shall all share and share alike.” 
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“Do what you like,” said Hanky, looking for all the world 
like a rat caught in a trap. As he spoke he seized a knife from 
the table, whereon George pulled a pair of handcuffs from his 
pocket and slipped them on to his wrists before he well knew 
what was being done to him. 

“George,” said the mayor, “this is going too far. Do you 
mean to Blue-Pool the professors or no ? ” 

“Not if they will compromise. If they will be reasonable, 
they will not be Blue-Pooled; if they think they can have 
everything their own way, the eels will be at them before 
morning.” 

A voice was heard from the head of Panky which he had 
buried in his arms upon the table. “Co—co—co—co—com¬ 
promise,” it said; and the effect was so comic that every 
one except Hanky smiled. Meanwhile, Yram had conducted 
Dr. Downie and Mrs. Humdrum into an adjoining room. 


CHAPTER XX 

MRS. HUMDRUM AND DR. DOWNIE PROPOSE A COMPROMISE, 
WHICH, AFTER AN AMENDMENT BY GEORGE, IS CARRIED 
“NEM. CON.” 

They returned in about ten minutes, and Dr. Downie asked 
Mrs. Humdrum to say what they had agreed to recommend. 

“We think,” said she very demurely, “that the strict course 
would be to drop the charge of poaching, and Blue-Pool both 
the professors and the prisoner without delay. 

“We also think that the proper thing would be to place on 
record that the prisoner is the Sunchild—about which neither 
Dr. Downie nor I have a shadow of doubt. 

“These measures we hold to be the only legal ones, but at the 
same time we do not recommend them. We think it would 
offend the public conscience if it came to be known, as it cer¬ 
tainly would, that the Sunchild was violently killed on the very 
day that had seen us dedicate a temple in his honour, and 
perhaps at the very hour when laudatory speeches were being 
made about him at the mayor’s banquet; we think also that 
we should strain a good many points rather than Blue-Pool 
the professors. 

“Nothing is perfect, and Truth makes her mistakes like other 
people; when she goes wrong and reduces herself to such an 
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absurdity as she has here done, those who love her must save 
her from herself, correct her, and rehabilitate her. 

“ Our conclusion, therefore, is this: “ The prisoner must recant 
on oath his statement that he is the Sunchild. The interpreter 
must be squared, or convinced of his mistake. The mayoress, 
Dr. Downie, I, and the gaoler (with the interpreter if we can 
manage him) must depose on oath that the prisoner is not 
Higgs. This must be our contribution to the rehabilitation 
of Truth. 

“The professors must contribute as follows: They must swear 
that the prisoner is not the man they met with quails in his 
possession on Thursday night. They must further swear that 
they have one or both of them known him, off and on, for many 
years past, as a monomaniac with Sunchildism on the brain 
but otherwise harmless. If they will do this, no proceedings 
are to be taken against them. 

“The mayor's contribution shall be to reprimand the prisoner, 
and order him to repeat his recantation in the new temple before 
the manager and head cashier, and to confirm his statement on 
oath by kissing the reliquary containing the newly-found relic. 

“The ranger and the master of the gaol must contribute 
that the prisoner's measurements, and the marks found on his 
body, negative all possibility of his identity with the Sunchild, 
and that all the hair on the covered as well as the uncovered 
parts of his body was found to be jet black. 

“We advise further that the prisoner should have his nuggets 
and his kit returned to him, and that the receipt given by the 
professors, together with Professor Hanky's handkerchief, be 
given back to the professors. 

“Furthermore, seeing that we should all of us like to have a 
quiet evening with the prisoner, we should petition the mayor 
and mayoress to ask him to meet all here present at dinner 
to-morrow evening, after his discharge, on the plea that Pro¬ 
fessors Hanky and Panky and Dr. Downie may give him counsel, 
convince him of his folly, and if possible free him henceforth 
from the monomania under which he now suffers. 

“The prisoner shall give his word of honour never to return 
to Erewhon, nor to encourage any of his countrymen to do so. 
After the dinner to which we hope the mayoress will invite us, 
the ranger, if the night is fair, shall escort the prisoner as far 
as the statues, whence he will find his own way home. 

“Those who are in favour of this compromise hold up their 
hands.” 
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The mayor and Yram held up theirs. “Will you hold up 
yours, Professor Hanky,” said George, “if I release you?” 

“Yes,” said Hanky with a gruff laugh, whereon George 
released him and he held up both his hands. 

Panky did not hold up his, whereon Hanky said: “Hold up 
your hands, Panky, can’t you? We are really very well out 
of it.” 

Panky, hardly lifting his head, sobbed out: “I think we ought 
to have our f-f-fo-fo-four pounds ten returned to us.” 

“Iam afraid, sir,” said George, “that the prisoner must have 
spent the greater part of this money.” 

Every one smiled; indeed it was all George could do to prevent 
himself from laughing outright. The mayor brought out his 
purse, counted the money, and handed it good-humouredly to 
Panky, who gratefully received it, and said he would divide it 
with Hanky. He then held up his hands. “But,” he added, 
turning to his brother professor, “so long as I live. Hanky, I 
will never go out anywhere again with you.” 

George then turned to Hanky and said: “Iam afraid I must 
now trouble you and Professor Panky to depose on oath to 
the facts which Mrs. Humdrum and Dr. Downie propose you 
should swear to in open court to-morrow. I knew you would 
do so, and have brought an ordinary form, duly filled up, 
which declares that the prisoner is not the poacher you met 
on Thursday; and also, that he has been long known to both 
of you as a harmless monomaniac.” 

As he spoke he brought out depositions to the above effect 
which he had just written in his office; he showed the professors 
that the form was this time an innocent one, whereon they 
made no demur to signing and swearing in the presence of 
the mayor, who attested. 

“The former depositions,” said Hanky, “had better be 
destroyed at once.” 

“That,” said George, “may hardly be; but so long as you 
stick to what you have just sworn to, they will not be used 
against you.” 

Hanky scowled, but knew that he was powerless, and said 
no more. 

The knowledge of what ensued did not reach me from my 
father. George and his mother, seeing how ill he looked, and 
what a shock the events of the last few days had given him, 
resolved that he should not know of the risk that George was 
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about to run; they therefore said nothing to him about it. 
What I shall now tell, I learned on the occasion already referred 
to when I had the happiness to meet George. I am in some 
doubt whether it is more fitly told here, or when I come to 
the interview between him and me; on the whole, however, I 
suppose chronological order is least outraged by dealing with 
it here. 

As soon as the professors had signed the second depositions, 
George said: “I have not yet held up my hands, but I will 
hold them up if Mrs. Humdrum and Dr. Downie will approve 
of what I propose. Their compromise does not go far enough, 
for swear as we may, it is sure to get noised abroad, with the 
usual exaggerations, that the Sunchild has been here, and that 
he has been spirited away either by us, or by the sun his father. 
For one person whom we know of as having identified him, 
there will be five of whom we know nothing, and whom we 
cannot square. Reports will reach the king sooner or later, and 
I shall be sent for. Meanwhile the professors will be living in 
fear of intrigue on my part, and I, however unreasonably, shall 
fear the like on theirs. This should not be. I mean, therefore, 
on the day following my return from escorting the prisoner, to 
set out for the capital, see the king, and make a clean breast 
of the whole matter. To this end I must have the nuggets, 
the prisoner’s kit, his receipt, Professor Hanky’s handkerchief, 
and, of course, the two depositions just sworn to by the pro¬ 
fessors. I hope and think that the king will pardon us all 
round; but whatever he may do I shall tell him everything.” 

Hanky was up in arms at once. “Sheer madness,” he 
exclaimed. Yram and the mayor looked anxious; Dr. Downie 
eyed George as though he were some curious creature which 
he heard of but had never seen, and was rather disposed 
to like. Mrs. Humdrum nodded her head approvingly. 

“Quite right, George,” said she; “tell His Majesty everything.” 

Dr. Downie then said, “ Your son, mayoress, is a very sensible 
fellow. I will go with him, and with the professors—for they 
had better come too: each will hear what the other says, and 
we will tell the truth, the whole truth, and nothing but the 
truth. I am, as you know, a persona grata at court; I will 
say that I advised your son’s action. The king has liked him 
ever since he was a boy, and I am not much afraid about what 
he will do. In public, no doubt we had better hush things 
up, but in private the king must be told.” 

Hanky fought hard for some time, but George told him that 
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it did not matter whether he agreed or no. “You can come,” 
he said, “or stop away, just as you please. If you come, you 
can hear and speak; if you do not, you will not hear, but these 
two depositions will speak for you. Please yourself.” 

“Very well,” he said at last; “I suppose we had better go.” 

Every one having now understood what his or her part was 
to be, Yram said they had better shake hands all round and 
take a couple of hours* rest before getting ready for the banquet. 
George said that the professors did not shake hands with him 
very cordially, but the farce was gone through. When the 
hand-shaking was over, Dr. Downie and Mrs. Humdrum left 
the house, and the professors retired grumpily to their own 
room. 

I will say here that no harm happened either to George or 
the professors in consequence of his having told the king, but 
will reserve particulars for my concluding chapter. 


CHAPTER XXI 

VRAM, ON GETTING RID OF HER GUESTS, GOES TO THE PRISON 
TO SEE MY FATHER 

Yram did not take the advice she had given her guests, but 
set about preparing a basket of the best cold dainties she could 
find, including a bottle of choice wine that she knew my father 
would like; thus loaded she went to the gaol, which she entered 
by her father’s private entrance. 

It was now about half-past four, so that much more must 
have been said and done after luncheon at the mayor’s than 
ever reached my father. The wonder is that he was able to 
collect so much. He, poor man, as soon as George left him, 
flung himself on to the bed that was in his cell and lay there 
wakeful, but not unquiet, till near the time when Yram reached 
the gaol. 

The old gaoler came to tell him that she had come and would 
be glad to see him; much as he dreaded the meeting there 
was no avoiding it, and in a few minutes Yram stood before him. 

Both were agitated, but Yram betrayed less of what she 
felt than my father. He could only bow his head and cover 
his face with his hands. Yram said: “We are old friends; 
take your hands from your face and let me see you. There! 
That is well.” 

m Mi 
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She took his right hand between both hers, looked at him 
with eyes full of kindness, and said softly: “You are not 
much changed, but you look haggard, worn, and ill; I am 
uneasy about you. Remember, you are among friends, who 
will see that no harm befalls you. There is a look in your 
eyes that frightens me.” 

As she spoke she took the wine out of her basket and poured 
him out a glass, but rather to give him some little thing to 
distract his attention than because she expected him to drink 
it—which he could not do. 

She never asked him whether he found her altered, or turned 
the conversation ever such a little on to herself; all was for 
him; to soothe and comfort him, not in words alone, but in 
look, manner, and voice. My father knew that he could thank 
her best by controlling himself, and letting himself be soothed 
and comforted—at any rate, so far as he could seem to be. 

Up to this time they had been standing, but now Yram, 
seeing my father calmer, said: “Enough, let us sit down.” 

So saying, she seated herself at one end of the small table 
that was in the cell, and motioned my father to sit opposite 
to her. “The light hurts you?” she said, for the sun was 
coming into the room. “Change places with me, I am a sun 
worshipper. No, we can move the table, and we can then 
see each other better.” 

This done, she said, still very softly: “And now tell me 
what it is all about. Why have you come here?” 

“Tell me first,” said my father, “what befell you after I 
had been taken away. Why did you not send me word when 
you found what had happened? or come after me? You know 
I should have married you at once, unless they bound me 
in fetters.” 

“I know you would; but you remember Mrs. Humdrum? 
Yes, I see you do. I told her everything; it was she who saved 
me. We thought of you, but she saw that it would not do. As 
I was to marry Mr. Strong, the more you were lost sight of the 
better, but with George ever with me I have not been able to 
forget you. I might have been very happy with you, but I 
could not have been happier than I have been ever since that 
short dreadful time was over. George must tell you the rest. 

I cannot do so. All is well. I love my husband with my 
whole heart and soul, and he loves me with his. As between 
him and me, he knows everything; George is his son, not yours; 
we have settled it so, though we both know otherwise; as 
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between you and me, for this one hour, here, there is no use 
in pretending that you are not George’s father. I have said 
all I need say. Now, tell me what I asked you—Why are 
you here?” 

“I fear,” said my father, set at rest by the sweetness of 
Yram’s voice and manner—he told me he had never seen 
any one to compare with her except my mother—“I fear, to 
do as much harm now as I did before, and with as little wish 
to do any harm at all.” 

He then told her all that the reader knows, and explained 
how he had thought he could have gone about the country as 
a peasant, and seen how she herself had fared, without her, 
or any one, even suspecting that he was in the country. 

“You say your wife is dead, and that she left you with a 
son—is he like George?” 

“In mind and disposition, wonderfully; in appearance, no; 
he is dark and takes after his mother, and though he is hand¬ 
some, he is not so good-looking as George.” 

“No one,” said George’s mother, “ever was, or ever will be, 
and he is as good as he looks.” 

“I should not have believed you if you had said he was not.” 

“That is right. I am glad you are proud of him. He irradiates 
the lives of every one of us.” 

“And the mere knowledge that he exists will irradiate the 
rest of mine.” 

“Long may it do so. Let us now talk about this morning— 
did you mean to declare yourself?” 

“I do not know what I meant; what I most cared about 
was the doing what I thought George would wish to see his 
father do.” 

“You did that; but he says he told you not to say who 
you were.” 

“So he did; but I knew what he would think right. He 
was uppermost in my thoughts all the time.” 

Yram smiled, and said: “George is a dangerous person; you 
were both of you very foolish; one as bad as the other.” 

“I do not know. I do not know anything. It is beyond 
me; but I am at peace about it, and hope I shall do the like 
again to-morrow before the mayor.” 

“ I heartily hope you will do nothing of the kind. George tells 
me you have promised him to be good and to do as we bid you,” 

“So I Will; but he will not tell me to say that I am not 
what I am.” 
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“Yes, he will, and I will tell you why. If we permit you 
to be Higgs the Sunchild, he must either throw his own father 
into the Blue Pool—which he will not do—or run great risk 
of being thrown into it himself, for not having Blue-Pooled a 
foreigner. I am afraid we shall have to make you do a good 
deal that neither you nor we shall like.” 

She then told him briefly of what had passed after luncheon 
at her house, and what it had been settled to do, leaving George 
to tell the details while escorting him towards the statues on 
the following evening. She said that every one would be so 
completely in every one else’s power that there was no fear of 
any one’s turning traitor. But she said nothing about George’s 
intention of setting out for the capital on Wednesday morning 
to tell the whole story to the king. 

“Now,” she said, when she had told him as much as was 
necessary, “be good, and do as you said you would.” 

“I will. I will deny myself, not once, nor twice, but as 
often as is necessary. I will kiss the reliquary, and when I 
meet Hanky and Panky at your table, I will be sworn brother 
to them—so long, that is, as George is out of hearing; for I 
cannot lie well to them when he is listening.” 

“Oh yes, you can. He will understand all about it; he 
enjoys falsehood as well as we all do, and has the nicest sense 
of when to lie and when not to do so.” 

“What gift can be more invaluable?” 

My father, knowing that he might not have another chance 
of seeing Yram alone, now changed the conversation. 

“I have something,” he said, “for George, but he must 
know nothing about it till after I am gone.” 

As he spoke, he took from his pockets the nine small bags 
of nuggets that remained to him. 

“But this,” said Yram, “being gold, is a large sum: can 
you indeed spare it, and do you really wish George to have 
it all?” 

“I shall be very unhappy if he does not; but he must know 
nothing about it till I am out of Erewhon.” 

My father then explained to her that he was now very rich, 
and would have brought ten times as much if he had known 
of George’s existence. 

“Then,” said Yram, musing, “if you are rich, I accept and 
thank you heartily on his behalf. I can see a reason for his 
not knowing what you are giving him at present, but it is 
too long to tell.” 
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The reason was, that if George knew of this gold before he 
saw the king, he would be sure to tell him of it, and the king 
might claim it, for George would never explain that it was a 
gift from father to son; whereas if the king had once pardoned 
him, he would not be so squeamish as to open up the whole 
thing again with a postscript to his confession. But of this 
she said not a word. 

My father then told her of the box of sovereigns that he 
had left in his saddle-bags. “They are coined,” he said, “and 
George will have to melt them down, but he will find some 
way of doing this. They will be worth rather more than these 
nine bags of nuggets.” 

“The difficulty will be to get him to go down and fetch 
them, for it is against his oath to go far beyond the statues. 
If you could be taken faint and say you wanted help, he would 
see you to your camping-ground without a word, but he would 
be angry if he found he had been tricked into breaking his 
oath in order that money might be given him. It would 
never do. Besides, there would not be time, for he must be 
back here on Tuesday night. No; if he breaks his oath he 
must do it with his eyes open—and he will do it later on—or 
I will go and fetch the money for him myself. He is in love 
with a grand-daughter of Mrs. Humdrum’s, and this sum, 
together with what you are now leaving with me, will make 
him a well-to-do man. I have always been unhappy about 
his having any of the mayor’s money, and his salary was 
not quite enough for him to marry on. What can I say to 
thank you?” 

“Tell me, please, about Mrs. Humdrum’s grand-daughter. 
You like her as a wife for George?” 

“Absolutely. She is just such another as her grandmother 
must have been. She and George have been sworn lovers ever 
since he was ten and she eight. The only drawback is that 
her mother, Mrs. Humdrum’s second daughter, married for 
love, and there are many children, so that there will be no 
money with her; but what you are leaving will make every¬ 
thing quite easy, for he will sell the gold at once. I am so 
glad about it.” 

“Can you ask Mrs. Humdrum to bring her grand-daughter 
with her to-morrow evening?” 

“I am afraid not, for we shall want to talk freely at dinner, 
and she must not know that you are the Sunchild; she shall 
come to my house in the afternoon and you can see her then. 
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You will be quite happy about her; but of course she must 
not know that you are her father-in-law that is to be.” 

“ One thing more. As George must know nothing about the 
sovereigns, I must tell you how I will hide them. They are in 
a silver box, which I will bind to the bough of some tree close 
to my camp; or if I can find a tree with a hole in it I will drop 
the box into the hole. He cannot miss my camp; he has only 
to follow the stream that runs down from the pass till it gets 
near a large river, and on a small triangular patch of flat ground 
he will see the ashes of my camp fire, a few yards away from the 
stream on his right hand as he descends. In whatever tree I 
may hide the box, I will strew wood ashes for some yards in a 
straight line towards it. I will then light another fire under¬ 
neath, and blaze the tree with a knife that I have left at my 
camping-ground. He is sure to find it.” 

Yram again thanked him, and then my father, to change the 
conversation, asked whether she thought that George really 
would have Blue-Pooled the professors. 

“There is no knowing,” said Yram. “He is the gentlest 
creature living till some great provocation rouses him, and I 
never saw him hate and despise any one as he does the professors. 
Much of what he said was merely put on, for he knew the pro¬ 
fessors must yield. I do not like his ever having to throw any 
one into that horrid place, no more does he; but the rangership 
is exactly the sort of thing to suit him, and the opening was too 
good to lose. I must now leave you, and get ready for the 
mayors banquet. We shall meet again to-morrow evening. 
Try and eat what I have brought you in this basket. I hope you 
will like the wine.” She put out her hand, which my father 
took, and in another moment she was gone, for she saw a look 
in his face as though he would fain have asked her to let him 
once more press his lips to hers. Had he done this, without 
thinking about it, it is likely enough she would not have been 
ill pleased. But who can say ? 

For the rest of the evening my father was left very much to 
his own not too comfortable reflections. He spent part of it 
in posting up the notes from which, as well as from his own 
mouth, my story is in great part taken. The good things that 
Yram had left with him, and his pipe, which she had told him 
he might smoke quite freely, occupied another part, and by 
ten o’clock he went to bed. 
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CHAPTER XXII 

MAINLY OCCUPIED WITH A VERACIOUS EXTRACT FROM A 
SUNCH'STONIAN JOURNAL 

While my father was thus whiling away the hours in his cell, 
the whole town was being illuminated in his honour, and not 
more than a couple of hundred yards off, at the mayor's banquet, 
he was being extolled as a superhuman being. 

The banquet, which was at the town hall, was indeed a very 
brilliant affair, but the little space that is left me forbids my 
saying more than that Hanky made what was considered the 
speech of the evening, and betrayed no sign of ill effects from 
the bad quarter of an hour which he had spent so recently. 
Not a trace was to be seen of any desire on his part to change 
his tone as regards Sunchildism—as, for example, to minimize 
the importance of the relic, or to remind his hearers that though 
the chariot and horses had undoubtedly come down from the 
sky and carried away my father and mother, yet that the earlier 
stage of the ascent had been made in a balloon. It almost 
seemed, so George told my father, as though he had resolved 
that he would speak lies, all lies, and nothing but lies. 

Panky, who was also to have spoken, was excused by the 
mayor on the ground that the great heat and the excitement of 
the day's proceedings had quite robbed him of his voice. 

Dr. Downie had a jumping cat before his mental vision. He 
spoke quietly and sensibly, dwelling chiefly on the benefits that 
had already accrued to the kingdom through the abolition of 
the edicts against machinery, and the great developments which 
he foresaw as probable in the near future. He held up the 
Sunchild's example, and his ethical teaching, to the imitation 
and admiration of his hearers, but he said nothing about the 
miraculous element in my father's career, on which he declared 
that his friend Professor Hanky had already so eloquently 
enlarged as to make further allusion to it superfluous. 

The reader knows what was to happen on the following 
morning. The programme concerted at the mayor's was strictly 
adhered to. The following account, however, which appeared 
in the Sunch'ston bi-weekly newspaper two days after my father 
had left, was given me by George a year later, on the occasion 
of that interview to which I have already more than once referred. 
There were other accounts in other papers, but the one I am 
giving departs the least widely from the facts. It ran: 
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“The close of a disagreeable incident .—Our readers will re¬ 
member that on Sunday last during the solemn inauguration 
of the temple now dedicated to the Sunchild, an individual 
on the front bench of those set apart for the public suddenly 
interrupted Professor Hanky’s eloquent sermon by declaring 
himself to be the Sunchild, and saying that he had come down 
from the sun to sanctify by his presence the glorious fane which 
the piety of our fellow-citizens and others has erected in his 
honour. 

“Wild rumours obtained credence throughout the congrega¬ 
tion to the effect that this person was none other than the 
Sunchild himself, and in spite of the fact that his complexion 
and the colour of his hair showed this to be impossible, more 
than one person was carried away by the excitement of the 
moment, and by some few points of resemblance between the 
stranger and the Sunchild. Under the influence of this belief, 
they were preparing to give him the honour which they supposed 
justly due to him, when to the surprise of every one he was taken 
into custody by the deservedly popular ranger of the king’s 
preserves, and in the course of the afternoon it became generally 
known that he had been arrested on the charge of being one of 
a gang of poachers who have been known for some time past to 
be making much havoc among the quails on the preserves. 

“This offence, at all times deplored by those who desire that 
His Majesty should enjoy good sport when he honours us with a 
visit, is doubly deplorable during the season when, on the higher 
parts of the preserves, the young birds are not yet able to shift 
for themselves; the ranger, therefore, is indefatigable in his 
efforts to break up the gang, and with this end in view, for the 
last fortnight has been out night and day on the remoter sections 
of the forest—little suspecting that the marauders would 
venture so near Sunch’ston as it now seems they have done. 
It is to his extreme anxiety to detect and punish these mis¬ 
creants that we must ascribe the arrest of a man who, however 
foolish, and indeed guilty, he is in other respects, is innocent of 
the particular crime imputed to him. The circumstances that 
led to his arrest have reached us from an exceptionally well- 
informed source, and are as follows: 

“Our distinguished guests, Professors Hanky and Panky, 
both of them justly celebrated archaeologists, had availed 
themselves of the opportunity afforded them by their visit to 
Sunch’ston to inspect the mysterious statues at the head of the 
stream that comes down near this city, and which have hitherto 
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baffled all those who have tried to ascertain their date and 
purpose. 

“On their descent after a fatiguing day the professors were 
benighted, and lost their way. Seeing the light of a small 
fire among some trees near them, they made towards it, hoping 
to be directed rightly, and found a man, respectably dressed, 
sitting by the fire with several brace of quails beside him, some 
of them plucked. Believing that in spite of his appearance, 
which would not have led them to suppose that he was a poacher, 
he must unquestionably be one, they hurriedly inquired their 
way, intending to leave him as soon as they had got their 
answer; he, however, attacked them, or made as though he 
would do so, and said he would show them a way which they 
should be in no fear of losing, whereon Professor Hanky, with 
a well-directed blow, felled him to the ground. The two pro¬ 
fessors, fearing that other poachers might come to his assistance, 
made off as nearly as they could guess in the direction of 
Sunch’ston. When they had gone a mile or two onward at 
haphazard, they sat down under a large tree, and waited till 
day began to break; they then resumed their journey, and before 
long struck a path which led them to a spot from which they 
could see the towers of the new temple. 

“Fatigued though they were, they waited before taking the 
rest of which they stood much in need, till they had reported 
their adventure at the ranger’s office. The ranger was still 
out on the preserves, but immediately on his return on Saturday 
morning he read the description of the poacher’s appearance 
and dress, about which last, however, the only remarkable 
feature was that it was better than a poacher might be expected 
to possess, and gave an air of respectability to the wearer that 
might easily disarm suspicion. 

“The ranger made inquiries at all the inns in Sunch’ston, 
and at length succeeded in hearing of a stranger who appeared 
to correspond with the poacher whom the professors had seen; 
but the man had already left, and though the ranger did his 
best to trace him he did not succeed. On Sunday morning, 
however, he observed the prisoner, and found that he answered 
the description given by the professors; he therefore arrested 
him quietly in the temple, but told him that he should not 
take him to prison till the service was over. The man said 
he would come quietly inasmuch as he should easily be able 
to prove his innocence. In the meantime, however, he professed 
the utmost anxiety to hear Professor Hanky’s sermon, which 
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he said he believed would concern him nearly. The ranger 
paid no attention to this, and was as much astounded as the 
rest of the congregation were, when immediately after one of 
Professor Hanky’s most eloquent passages, the man started up 
and declared himself to be the Sunchild. On this the ranger 
took him away at once, and for the man’s own protection 
hurried him off to prison. 

“Professor Hanky was so much shocked at such outrageous 
conduct that for the moment he failed to recognize the offender; 
alter a few seconds, however, he grasped the situation, and knew 
him to be one who on previous occasions, near Bridgeford, had 
done what he was now doing. It seems that he is notorious in 
the neighbourhood of Bridgeford as a monomaniac who is so 
deeply impressed with the beauty of the Sunchild’s character— 
and we presume also of his own—as to believe that he is himself 
the Sunchild. 

“Recovering almost instantly from the shock the interruption 
had given him, the learned professor calmed his hearers by 
acquainting them with the facts of the case, and continued his 
sermon to the delight of all who heard it. We should say, 
however, that the gentleman who twenty years ago instructed 
the Sunchild in the Erewhonian language, was so struck with 
some few points of resemblance between the stranger and his 
former pupil that he acclaimed him, and was removed forcibly 
by the vergers. 

“On Monday morning the prisoner was brought up before 
the mayor. We cannot say whether it was the sobering effect of 
prison walls, or whether he had been drinking before he entered 
the temple, and had now had time enough to recover himself— 
at any rate for some reason or other he was abjectly penitent 
when his case came on for hearing. The charge of poaching 
was first gone into, but was immediately disposed of by the 
evidence of the two professors, who stated that the prisoner 
bore no resemblance to the poacher they had seen, save that 
he was about the same height and age, and was respectably 
dressed. 

“The charge of disturbing the congregation by declaring 
himself the Sunchild was then proceeded with, and unnecessary 
as it may appear to be, it was thought advisable to prevent all 
possibility of the man’s assertion being accepted by the ignorant 
as true, at some later date, when those who could prove its 
falsehood were no longer living. The prisoner, therefore, was 
removed to his cell, and there measured by the master of the 
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gaol and the ranger, in the presence of the mayor, who attested 
the accuracy of the measurements. Not one single one of them 
corresponded with those recorded of the Sunchild himself, and 
a few marks such as moles, and permanent scars, on the Sun- 
child’s body were not found on the prisoner’s. Furthermore, 
the prisoner was shaggy-breasted, with much coarse jet-black 
hair on the forearms and from the knees downwards, whereas 
the Sunchild had little hair save on his head, and what little 
there was, was fine, and very light in colour. 

“ Confronted with these discrepancies, the gentleman who had 
taught the Sunchild our language was convinced of his mistake, 
though he still maintained that there was some superficial like¬ 
ness between his former pupil and the prisoner. Here he was 
confirmed by the master of the gaol, the mayoress, Mrs. Hum¬ 
drum, and Professors Hanky and Panky, who all of them could 
see what the interpreter meant, but denied that the prisoner 
could be mistaken for the Sunchild for more than a few seconds. 
No doubt the prisoner’s unhappy delusion has been fostered, 
if not entirely caused, by his having been repeatedly told that 
he was like the Sunchild. The celebrated Dr. Downie, who well 
remembers the Sunchild, was also examined, and gave his 
evidence with so much convincing detail as to make it unneces¬ 
sary to call further witnesses. 

“It having been thus once for all officially and authoritatively 
placed on record that the prisoner was not the Sunchild, Pro¬ 
fessors Hanky and Panky then identified him as a well-known 
monomaniac on the subject of Sunchildism, who in other respects 
was harmless. We withhold his name and place of abode, out 
of consideration for the well-known and highly respectable 
family to which he belongs. The prisoner admitted with much 
contrition that he had made a disturbance in the temple, but 
pleaded that he had been carried away by the eloquence of 
Professor Hanky; he promised to avoid all like offence in future, 
and threw himself on the mercy of the court. 

“The mayor, unwilling that Sunday’s memorable ceremony 
should be the occasion of a serious punishment to any of those 
who took part in it, reprimanded the prisoner in a few severe 
but not unkindly words, inflicted a fine of forty shillings, and 
ordered that the prisoner should be taken directly to the temple, 
where he should confess his folly to the manager and head 
cashier, and confirm his words by kissing the reliquary in which 
the newly found relic has been placed. The prisoner being 
unable to pay the fine, some of the ladies and gentlemen in 
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court kindly raised the amount amongst them, in pity for the 
poor creature’s obvious contrition, rather than see him sent to 
prison for a month in default of payment. 

“The prisoner was then conducted to the temple, followed by 
a considerable number of people. Strange to say, in spite of 
the overwhelming evidence that they had just heard, some few 
among the followers, whose love of the marvellous overpowered 
their reason, still maintained that the prisoner was the Sunchild. 
Nothing could be more decorous than the prisoner’s behaviour 
when, after hearing the recantation that was read out to him 
by the manager, he signed the document with his name and 
address, which we again withhold, and kissed the reliquary in 
confirmation of his words. 

“The mayor then declared the prisoner to be at liberty. 
When he had done so he said, ‘I strongly urge you to place 
yourself under my protection for the present, that you may 
be freed from the impertinent folly and curiosity of some whose 
infatuation might lead you from that better mind to which I 
believe you are now happily restored. I wish you to remain 
for some few hours secluded in the privacy of my own study, 
where Dr. Downie and the two excellent professors will ad¬ 
minister that ghostly counsel to you which will be likely to 
protect you from any return of your unhappy delusion.’ 

“The man humbly bowed assent, and was taken by the 
mayor’s younger sons to the mayor’s own house, where he was 
duly cared for. About midnight, when all was quiet, he was 
conducted to the outskirts of the town towards Clearwater, 
and furnished with enough money to provide for his more 
pressing necessities till he could reach some relatives who 
reside three or four days’ walk down on the road towards the 
capital. He desired the man who accompanied him to repeat 
to the mayor his heartfelt thanks for the forbearance and 
generosity with which he had been treated. The remembrance 
of this, he said, should be ever present with him, and he was 
confident would protect him if his unhappy monomania showed 
any signs of returning. 

“Let us now, however, remind our readers that the poacher 
who threatened Professors Hanky and Panky’s life on Thursday 
evening last is still at large. He is evidently a man of desperate 
character, and it is to be hoped that our fellow-citizens will 
give immediate information at the ranger’s office if they see 
any stranger in the neighbourhood of the preserves whom they 
may have reasonable grounds for suspecting. 
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“ P.S.—As we are on the point of going to press we learn that 
a dangerous lunatic, who has been for some years confined in 
the Clearwater asylum, succeeded in escaping on the night of 
Wednesday last, and it is surmised, with much probability, 
that this was the man who threatened the two professors on 
Thursday evening. His being alone, his having dared to light 
a fire, probably to cook quails which he had been driven to kill 
from stress of hunger, the respectability of his dress, and the 
fury with which he would have attacked the two professors 
single-handed, but for Professor Hanky’s presence of mind in 
giving him a knock-down blow, all point in the direction of 
thinking that he was no true poacher, but, what is even more 
dangerous, a madman at large. We have not received any 
particulars as to the man’s appearance, nor the clothes he was 
wearing, but we have little doubt that these will confirm the 
surmise to which we now give publicity. If it is correct, it 
becomes doubly incumbent on all our fellow-citizens to be both 
on the watch and on their guard. 

4 ‘We may add that the man was fully believed to have taken 
the direction towards the capital; hence no attempts were made 
to look for him in the neighbourhood of Sunch’ston, until news 
of the threatened attack on the professors led the keeper of the 
asylum to feel confident that he had hitherto been on a wrong 
scent.” 


CHAPTER XXIII 

MY FATHER IS ESCORTED TO THE MAYOR’S HOUSE, AND IS 
INTRODUCED TO A FUTURE DAUGHTER-IN-LAW 

My father said he was followed to the mayor’s house by a good 
many people, whom the mayor’s sons in vain tried to get rid of. 
One or two of these still persisted in saying he was the Sunchild 
—whereon another said: “But his hair is black.” 

“Yes,” was the answer, “but a man can dye his hair, can he 
not? look at his blue eyes and his eyelashes! ” 

My father was doubting whether he ought not to again deny 
his identity out of loyalty to the mayor and Yram^when George’s 
next brother said: “Pay no attention to them, but step out as 
fast as you can.” This settled the matter, and in a few minutes 
they were at the mayor’s, where the young men took him into 
the study; the elder said with a smile: “We should like to stay 
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and talk to you, but my mother said we were not to do so.” 
Whereon they left him, much to his regret, but he gathered 
rightly that they had not been officially told who he was, and 
were to be left to think what they liked, at any rate for the 
present. 

In a few minutes the mayor entered, and going straight up 
to my father shook him cordially by the hand. 

“I have brought you this morning’s paper,” said he. “You 
will find a full report of Professor Hanky’s sermon, and of the 
speeches at last night’s banquet. You see they pass over your 
little interruption with hardly a word, but I dare say they will 
have made up their minds about it all by Thursday’s issue.” 

He laughed as he produced the paper—which my father 
brought home with him, and without which I should not have 
been able to report Hanky’s sermon as fully as I have done. 
But my father could not let things pass over thus lightly. 

“I thank you,” he said, “but I have much more to thank you 
for, and know not how to do it.” 

“Can you not trust me to take everything as said?” 

“ Yes, but I cannot trust myself not to be haunted if I do not 
say—or at any rate try to say—some part of what I ought 
to say.” 

“Very well; then I will say something myself. I have a 
small joke, the only one I ever made, which I inflict periodically 
upon my wife. You, and I suppose George, are the only two 
other people in the world to whom it can ever be told; let me 
see, then, if I cannot break the ice with it. It is this. Some 
men have twin sons; George in this topsy-turvy world of ours 
has twin fathers—you by luck, and me by cunning. I see you 
smile; give me your hand.” 

My father took the mayor’s hand between both his own. 
“Had I been in your place,” he said, “I should be glad to hope 
that I might have done as you did.” 

“And I,” said the mayor, more readily than might have been 
expected of him, “fear that if I had been in yours—I should 
have made it the proper thing for you to do. There! The ice 
is well broken, and now for business. You will lunch with us, 
and dine in the evening. I have given it out that you are of 
good family, so there is nothing odd in this. At lunch you will 
not be the Sunchild, for my younger children will be there; 
at dinner all present will know who you are, so we shall be free 
as soon as the servants are out of the room. 

“Iam sorry, but I must send you away with George as soon 
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as the streets are empty—say at midnight—for the excitement 
is too great to allow of your staying longer. We must keep 
your rug and the things you cook with, but my wife will find you 
what will serve your turn. There is no moon, so you and 
George will camp out as soon as you get well on to the pre¬ 
serves; the weather is hot, and you will neither of you take any 
harm. To-morrow by midday you will be at the statues, where 
George must bid you good-bye, for he must be at Sunch’ston 
to-morrow night. You will doubtless get safely home; I wish 
with all my heart that I could hear of your having done so, but 
this, I fear, may not be.” 

“So be it,” replied my father, “but there is something I 
should yet say. The mayoress has no doubt told you of some 
gold, coined and uncoined, that I am leaving for George. She 
will also have told you that I am rich; this being so, I should 
have brought him much more, if I had known that there was 
any such person. You have other children; if you leave him 
anything, you will be taking it away from your own flesh and 
blood; if you leave him nothing, it will be a slur upon him. 
I must therefore send you enough gold to provide for George as 
your other children will be provided for; you can settle it upon 
him at once, and make it clear that the settlement is instead of 
provision for him by will. The difficulty is in the getting the 
gold into Erewhon, and until it is actually here, he must know 
nothing about it.” 

I have no space for the discussion that followed. In the end 
it was settled that George was to have £2,000 in gold, which 
the mayor declared to be too much, and my father too little. 
Both, however, were agreed that Erewhon would before long be 
compelled to enter into relations with foreign countries, in which 
case the value of gold would decline so much as to make £2,000 
worth little more than it would be in England. The mayor 
proposed to buy land with it, which he would hand over to 
George as a gift from himself, and this my father at once 
acceded to. All sorts of questions such as will occur to the 
reader were raised and settled, but I must beg him to be content 
with knowing that everything was arranged with the good sense 
that two such men were sure to bring to bear upon it. 

The getting the gold into Erewhon was to be managed thus. 
George was to know nothing, but a promise was to be got from 
him that at noon on the following New Year’s day, or whatever 
day might be agreed upon, he would be at the statues, where 
either my father or myself would meet him, spend a couple of 
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hours with him, and then return. Whoever met George was to 
bring the gold as though it were for the mayor, and George 
could be trusted to be human enough to bring it down, when he 
saw that it would be left where it was if he did not do so. 

“He will kick a good deal,” said the mayor, “at first, but he 
will come round in the end.” 

Luncheon was now announced. My father was feeling faint 
and ill; more than once during the forenoon he had had a return 
of the strange giddiness and momentary loss of memory which 
had already twice attacked him, but he had recovered in each 
case so quickly that no one had seen he was unwell. He, poor 
man, did not yet know what serious brain exhaustion these 
attacks betokened, and finding himself in his usual health as 
soon as they passed away, set them down as simply effects of 
fatigue and undue excitement. 

George did not lunch with the others. Yram explained that 
he had to draw up a report which would occupy him till dinner¬ 
time. Her three other sons, and her three lovely daughters, 
were there. My father was delighted with all of them, for they 
made friends with him at once. He had feared that he would 
have been disgraced in their eyes, by his having just come from 
prison, but whatever they may have thought, no trace of any¬ 
thing but a little engaging timidity on the girls’ part was to 
be seen. The two elder boys—or rather young men, for they 
seemed fully grown, though, like George, not yet bearded— 
treated him as already an old acquaintance, while the youngest, 
a lad of fourteen, walked straight up to him, put out his hand, 
and said: “How do you do, sir?” with a pretty blush that went 
straight to my father’s heart. 

“These boys,” he said to Yram aside, “who have nothing to 
blush for—see how the blood mantles into their young cheeks, 
while I, who should blush at being spoken to by them, cannot 
do so.” 

“Do not talk nonsense,” said Yram, with mock severity. 

But it was no nonsense to my poor father. He was awed 
at the goodness and beauty with which he found himself sur¬ 
rounded. His thoughts were too full of what had been, what 
was, and what was yet to be to let him devote himself to these 
young people as he would dearly have liked to do. He could only 
look at them, wonder at them, fall in love with them, and thank 
Heaven that George had been brought up in such a household. 

When luncheon was over, Yram said: “I will now send you 
to a room where you can lie down and go to sleep for a few hours. 
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You will be out late to-night, and had better rest while you 
can. Do you remember the drink you taught us to make of 
corn parched and ground? You used to say you liked it. A 
cup shall be brought to your room at about five, for you must 
try and sleep till then. If you notice a little box on the dressing- 
table of your room, you will open it or no as you like. About 
half-past five there will be a visitor, whose name you can guess, 
but I shall not let her stay long with you. Here comes the 
servant to take you to your room.” On this she smiled, and 
turned somewhat hurriedly away. 

My father on reaching his room went to the dressing-table, 
where he saw a small unpretending box, which he immediately 
opened. On the top was a paper with the words, “Look—say 
nothing—forget/' Beneath this was some cotton wool, and 
then—the two buttons and the lock of his own hair that he had 
given Yram when he said good-bye to her. 

The ghost of the lock that Yram had then given him rose 
from the dead, and smote him as with a whip across the face. 
On what dust-heap had it not been thrown how many long 
years ago? Then she had never forgotten him? To have been 
remembered all these years by such a woman as that, and never 
to have heeded it—never to have found out what she was though 
he had seen her day after day for months! Ah! but she was 
then still budding. That was no excuse. If a lovable woman— 
aye, or any woman—has loved a man, even though he cannot 
marry her, or even wish to do so, at any rate let him not forget 
her—and he had forgotten Yram as completely, until the last 
few days, as though he had never seen her. He took her little 
missive, and under “Look,” he wrote, “I have”; under “Say 
nothing,” “I will”; under “forget,” “never.” “And I never 
shall,” he said to himself, as he replaced the box upon the table. 
He then lay down to rest upon the bed, but he could get no sleep. 

When the servant brought him his imitation coffee—an 
imitation so successful that Yram made him a packet of it to 
replace the tea that he must leave behind him—he rose and 
presently came downstairs into the drawing-room, where he 
found Yram and Mrs. Humdrum's grand-daughter, of whom I 
will say nothing, for I have never seen her, and know nothing 
about her except that my father found her a sweet-looking girl, 
of graceful figure and very attractive expression. He was quite 
happy about her, but she was too young and shy to make it 
possible for him to do more than admire her appearance, and 
take Yram’s word for it that she was as good as she looked. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

AFTER DINNER, DR. DOWN IE AND THE PROFESSORS WOULD BE 

GLAD TO KNOW WHAT IS TO BE DONE ABOUT SUNCHILDISM 

It was about six when George's fiancee left the house, and as 
soon as she had done so, Yram began to see about the rug and 
the best substitutes she could find for the billy and pannikin. 
She had a basket packed with all that my father and George 
would want to eat and drink while on the preserves, and enough 
of everything, except meat, to keep my father going till he could 
reach the shepherd's hut of which I have already spoken. Meat 
would not keep, and my father could get plenty of flappers—i.e. 
ducks that cannot yet fly—when he was on the river-bed down 
below. 

The above preparations had not been made very long before 
Mrs. Humdrum arrived, followed presently by Dr. Downie and 
in due course by the professors, who were still staying in the 
house. My father remembered Mrs. Humdrum's good honest 
face, but could not bring Dr. Downie to his recollection till the 
doctor told him when and where they had met, and then he 
could only very uncertainly recall him, though he vowed that 
be could now do so perfectly well. 

“At any rate," said Hanky, advancing towards him with 
bis best Bridgeford manner, “you will not have forgotten meet¬ 
ing my brother professor and myself." 

“It has been rather a forgetting sort of a morning," said my 
father demurely, “but I can remember that much, and am 
delighted to renew my acquaintance with both of you." 

As he spoke he shook hands with both professors. 

George was a little late, but when he came, dinner was 
announced. My father sat on Yram’s right hand, Dr. Downie 
on her left. George was next my father, with Mrs. Humdrum 
opposite to him. The professors sat one on either side of the 
mayor. During dinner the conversation turned almost entirely 
on my father's flight, his narrow escape from drowning, and his 
adventures on his return to England; about these last my father 
was very reticent, for he said nothing about his book, and 
antedated his accession of wealth by some fifteen years, but as 
he walked up towards the statues with George he told him 
everything. 

My father repeatedly tried to turn the conversation from 
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himself, but Mrs. Humdrum and Yram wanted to know about 
Nna Haras, as they persisted in calling my mother—how she 
endured her terrible experiences in the balloon, when she and 
my father were married, all about my unworthy self, and 
England generally. No matter how often he began to ask 
questions about the Nosnibors and other old acquaintances, 
both the ladies soon went back to his own adventures. He suc¬ 
ceeded, however, in learning that Mr. Nosnibor was dead, and 
Zulora, an old maid of the most unattractive kind, who had 
persistently refused to accept Sunchildism, while Mrs. Nosnibor 
was the recipient of honours hardly inferior to those conferred 
by the people at large on my father and mother, with whom, 
indeed, she believed herself to have frequent interviews by way 
of visionary revelations. So intolerable were these revelations 
to Zulora, that a separate establishment had been provided for 
her. George said to my father quietly: “Do you know I begin 
to think that Zulora must be rather a nice person.” 

“Perhaps,” said my father grimly, “but my wife and I did 
not find it out.” 

When the ladies left the room, Dr. Downie took Yram’s 
seat, and Hanky Dr. Downie’s; the mayor took Mrs. Humdrum's, 
leaving my father, George, and Panky in their old places. 
Almost immediately Dr. Downie said: “And now, Mr. Higgs, 
tell us, as a man of the world, what we are to do about 
Sunchildism. ” 

My father smiled at this. “You know, my dear sir, as well 
as I do, that the proper thing would be to put me back in 
prison, and keep me there till you can send me down to the 
capital. You should eat your oaths of this morning, as I 
would eat mine; tell every one here who I am; let them see 
that my hair has been dyed; get all who knew me when I was 
here before to come and see me; appoint an unimpeachable 
committee to examine the record of my marks and measure¬ 
ments, and compare it with those of my own body. You should 
let me be seen in every town at which I lodged on my way 
down, and tell people that you had made a mistake. When 
you get to the capital, hand me over to the king's tender mercies 
and say that our oaths were only taken this morning to prevent 
a ferment in the town. I will play my part very willingly. 
The king can only kill me, and I should die like a gentleman.” 

“They will not do it,” said George quietly to my father, 
“and I am glad of it.” 

He was right. “This,” said Dr. Downie, “is a counsel of 
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perfection. Things have gone too far, and we are flesh and 
blood. What would those who in your country come nearest 
to us Musical Bank managers do, if they found they had made 
such a mistake as we have, and dared not own it ? ” 

“Do not ask me,” said my father; “the story is too long, 
and too terrible.” 

“At any rate, then, tell us what you would have us do that 
is within our reach.” 

“I have done you harm enough, and if I preach, as likely 
as not I shall do more.” 

Seeing, however, that Dr. Downie was anxious to hear what 
he thought, my father said: 

“Then I must tell you. Our religion sets before us an ideal 
which we all cordially accept, but it also tells us of marvels 
like your chariot and horses, which we most of us reject. Our 
best teachers insist on the ideal, and keep the marvels in the 
background. If they could say outright that our age has out¬ 
grown them, they would say so, but this they may not do; 
nevertheless, they contrive to let their opinions be sufficiently 
well known, and their hearers are content with this. 

“We have others who take a very different course, but of 
these I will not speak. Roughly, then, if you cannot abolish 
me altogether, make me a peg on which to hang all your own 
best ethical and spiritual conceptions. If you will do this, and 
wriggle out of that wretched relic, with that not less wretched 
picture—if you will make me out to be much better and abler 
than I was, or ever shall be, Sunchildism may serve your turn 
for many a long year to come. Otherwise it will tumble about 
your heads before you think it will. 

“ Am I to go on or stop ? ” 

“ Go on,” said George softly. That was enough for my father, 
so on he went. 

“You are already doing part of what I wish. I was delighted 
with the two passages I heard on Sunday, from what you call 
the Sunchild’s Sayings. I never said a word of either passage; 
I wish I had; I wish I could say anything half so good. And 
I have read a pamphlet by President Gurgoyle, which I liked 
extremely; but I never said what he says I did. Again, I 
wish I had. Keep to this sort of thing, and I will be as good 
a Sunchildist as any of you. But you must bribe some thief 
to steal that relic, and break it up to mend the roads with; 
and—for I believe that here as elsewhere fires sometimes get 
lighted through the carelessness of a workman—set the most 
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careless workman you can find to do a plumbing job near 
that picture.” 

Hanky looked black at this, and George trod lightly on my 
father’s toe, but he told me that my father’s face was innocence 
itself. 

“These are hard sayings,” said Dr. Downie. 

“I know they are,” replied my father, “and I do not like 
saying them, but there is no royal road to unlearning, and 
you have much to unlearn. Still, you Musical Bank people 
bear witness to the fact that beyond the kingdoms of this 
world there is another, within which the writs of this world’s 
kingdoms do not run. This is the great service which our 
Church does for us in England, and hence many of us uphold 
it, though we have no sympathy with the party now dominant 
within it. ‘Better,’ we think, ‘a corrupt Church than none at 
all.’ Moreover, those who in my country would step into the 
Church’s shoes are as corrupt as the Church, and more exacting. 
They are also more dangerous, for the masses distrust the Church, 
and are on their guard against aggression, whereas they do not 
suspect the doctrinaires and faddists, who, if they could, would 
interfere in every concern of our lives. 

“Let me return to yourselves. You Musical Bank managers 
are very much such a body of men as your country needs— 
but when I was here before you had no figure-head; I have 
unwittingly supplied you with one, and it is perhaps because 
you saw this that you good people of Bridgeford took up with 
me. Sunchildism is still young and plastic; if you will let the 
cock-and-bull stories about me tacitly drop, and invent no new 
ones, beyond saying what a delightful person I was, I really 
cannot see why I should not do for you as well as any 
one else. 

“There. What I have said is nine-tenths of it rotten and 
wrong, but it is the most practicable rotten and wrong that I 
can suggest, seeing into what a rotten and wrong state of things 
you have drifted. And now, Mr. Mayor, do you not think we 
may join the mayoress and Mrs. Humdrum?” 

“As you please, Mr. Higgs,” answered the mayor. 

“Then let us go, for I have said too much already, 
and your son George tells me that we must be starting 
shortly.” 

As they were leaving the room Panky sidled up to my father 
and said: “There is a point, Mr. Higgs, which you can settle 
for me, though I feel pretty certain how you will settle it. 
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I think that a corruption has crept into the text of the very 
beautiful-” 

At this moment, as my father, who saw what was coming, 
was wondering what in the world he could say, George came 
up to him and said: “Mr. Higgs, my mother wishes me to 
take you down into the store-room, to make sure that she has 
put everything for you as you would like it.” On this my 
father said he would return directly and answer what he knew 
would be Panky’s question. 

When Yram had shown what she had prepared—all of it, 
of course, faultless—she said: “And now, Mr. Higgs, about our 
leave-taking. Of course we shall both of us feel much. I shall; 
I know you will; George will have a few more hours with you 
than the rest of us, but his time to say good-bye will come, 
and it will be painful to both of you. I am glad you came— 
I am glad you have seen George, and George you, and that 
you took to one another. I am glad my husband has seen 
you; he has spoken to me about you very warmly, for he has 
taken to you much as George did. I am very, very glad to 
have seen you myself, and to have learned what became of 
you—and of your wife. I know you wish well to all of us; 
be sure that we all of us wish most heartily well to you and 
yours. I sent for you and George because I could not say 
all this unless we were alone; it is all I can do,” she said, with 
a smile, “to say it now.” 

Indeed it was, for the tears were in her eyes all the time, 
as they were also in my father’s. 

“Let this,” continued Yram, “be our leave-taking—for we 
must have nothing like a scene upstairs. Just shake hands 
with us all, say the usual conventional things, and make it as 
short as you can; but I could not bear to send you away without 
a few warmer words than I could have said when others were 
in the room.” 

“May Heaven bless you and yours,” said my father, “for 
ever and ever.” 

“That will do,” said George gently. “Now, both of you 
shake hands, and come upstairs with me.” 

When all three of them had got calm, for George had been 
moved almost as much as his father and mother, they went 
upstairs, and Panky came for his answer. “You are very 
possibly right,” said my father—“the version you hold to be 
corrupt is the one in common use amongst ourselves, but it is 
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only a translation, and very possibly only a translation of a 
translation, so that it may perhaps have been corrupted before 
it reached us.” 

“That,” said Panky, “will explain everything,” and he went 
contentedly away. 

My father talked a little aside with Mrs. Humdrum about her 
grand-daughter and George, for Yram had told him that she knew 
all about the attachment, and then George, who saw that my 
father found the greatest difficulty in maintaining an outward 
calm, said: “Mr. Higgs, the streets are empty; we had better go.” 

My father did as Yram had told him: shook hands with every 
one, said all that was usual and proper as briefly as he could, 
and followed George out of the room. The mayor saw them 
to the door, and saved my father from embarrassment by saying: 
“Mr. Higgs, you and I understand one another too well to make 
it necessary for us to say so. Good-bye to you, and may no ill 
befall you ere you get home.” 

My father grasped his hand in both his own. “Again,” he 
said: “I can say no more than that I thank you from the bottom 
of my heart.” 

As he spoke he bowed his head, and went out with George 
into the night. 


CHAPTER XXV 

GEORGE ESCORTS MY FATHER TO THE STATUES; THE TWO 
THEN PART 

The streets were quite deserted, as George had said they would 
be, and very dark, save for an occasional oil lamp. 

“As soon as we can get within the preserves,” said George, 
“we had better wait till morning. I have a rug for myself as 
well as for you.” 

“I saw you had two,” answered my father; “you must let me 
carry them both; the provisions are much the heavier load.” 

George fought as hard as a dog would do, till my father said 
that they must not quarrel during the very short time they had 
to be together. On this George gave up one rug meekly enough, 
and my father yielded about the basket and the other rug. 

It was about half-past eleven when they started, and it was 
after one before they reached the preserves. For the first mile 
from the town they were not much hindered by the darkness, 
and my father told George about his book and many another 
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matter; he also promised George to say nothing about this 
second visit. Then the road became more rough, and when it 
dwindled away to be a mere lane—becoming presently only a 
foot-track—they had to mind their footsteps, and got on but 
slowly. The night was starlit, and warm, considering that they 
were more than three thousand feet above the sea, but it was 
very dark, so that my father was well enough pleased when 
George showed him the white stones that marked the boundary, 
and said they had better soon make themselves as comfortable 
as they could till morning. 

“We can stay here/’ he said, “till half-past three, there will 
be a little daylight then; we will rest half an hour for breakfast 
at about five, and by noon we shall be at the statues, where 
we will dine.” 

This being settled, George rolled himself up in his rug, and in 
a few minutes went comfortably off to sleep. Not so my poor 
father. He wound up his watch, wrapped his rug round him, 
and lay down; but he could get no sleep. After such a day, 
and such an evening, how could any one have slept? 

About three the first signs of dawn began to show, and half 
an hour later my father could see the sleeping face of his son— 
whom it went to his heart to wake. Nevertheless, he woke 
him, and in a few minutes the two were on their way—George 
as fresh as a lark—my poor father intent on nothing so much 
as on hiding from George how ill and unsound in body and 
mind he was feeling. 

They walked on, saying but little, till at five by my father’s 
watch George proposed a halt for breakfast. The spot he chose 
was a grassy oasis among the trees, carpeted with subalpine 
flowers, now in their fullest beauty, and close to a small stream 
that here came down from a sicje valley. The freshness of the 
morning air, the extreme beauty of the place, the lovely birds 
that flitted from tree to tree, the exquisite shapes and colours 
of the flowers, still dew-bespangled, and above all, the tenderness 
with which George treated him, soothed my father, and when he 
and George had lit a fire and made some hot corn-coffee—with 
a view to which Yram had put up a bottle of milk—he felt so 
much restored as to look forward to the rest of his journey 
without alarm. Moreover, he had nothing to carry, for George 
had left his own rug at the place where they had slept, knowing 
that he should find it on his return; he had therefore insisted on 
carrying my father’s. My father fought as long as he could, but 
he had to give in. 
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“Now tell me,” said George, glad to change the subject, 
“what will those three men do about what you said to them 
last night? Will they pay any attention to it?” 

My father laughed. “My dear George, what a question— 
I do not know them well enough.” 

“Oh yes, you do. At any rate, say what you think most 
likely.” 

“Very well. I think Dr. Downie will do much as I said. 
He will not throw the whole thing over, through fear of schism, 
loyalty to a party from which he cannot well detach himself, 
and because he does not think that the public is quite tired 
enough of its toy. He will neither preach nor write against it, 
but he will live lukewarmly against it, and this is what the 
Hankys hate. They can stand either hot or cold, but they are 
afraid of lukewarm. In England Dr. Downie would be a 
Broad Churchman.” 

“Do you think we shall ever get rid of Sunchildism 
altogether?” 

“If they stick to the cock-and-bull stories they are telling 
now, and rub them in, as Hanky did on Sunday, it may go, 
and go soon. It has taken root too quickly and easily; and 
its top is too heavy for its roots; still, there are so many 
chances in its favour that it may last a long time.” 

“And how about Hanky?” 

“He will brazen it out, relic, chariot, and all; and he will 
welcome more relics and more cock-and-bull stories; his single 
eye will be upon his own aggrandizement and that of his order. 
Plausible, unscrupulous, heartless scoundrel that he is, he will 
play for the queen and the women of the court, as Dr. Downie 
will play for the king and the men. He and his party will sleep 
neither night nor day, but they will have one redeeming feature 
—whoever they may deceive, they will not deceive themselves. 
They believe every one else to be as bad as they are, and see no 
reason why they should not push their own wares in the way of 
business. Hanky is everything that we in England rightly or 
wrongly believe a typical Jesuit to be.” 

“And Panky—what about him?” 

“Panky must persuade himself of his own lies before he is 
quite comfortable about telling them to other people. Hanky 
keeps Hanky well out of it; P^nky must have a base of opera¬ 
tions in Panky. Hanky will lead him by the nose, bit by bit, 
for his is the master spirit. In England Panky would be what 
we call an extreme ritualist.” 
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“Then the real battle will be between Hanky and Dr. Downie. 
Which will carry the day?” 

“For the present, probably Hanky. He is the more vigilant 
and energetic; in this case Sunchildism will have to go, and I 
am afraid your whole Musical Bank system will be swept away 
along with it.” 

“And why not?” 

“ Because, my dear boy, though false in the letter, if good 
counsels prevail, it may be made true enough in spirit. If it 
were to go, its place would be soon filled by men who would 
be as false in letter as the others were, and much more false 
in spirit. You want a heart to check your head, and a head 
to check your heart. As in our English body politic there 
are two parties opposed to one another, neither of which can 
thrive if the other is unduly weakened, so in our spiritual and 
intellectual world two parties more or less antagonistic are 
equally necessary. Those who are at the head of science provide 
us with the one party; those whom we call our churchmen are 
the other. Both are corrupt, but we can spare neither, for 
each checks as far as it can the corruptions of the other.” 

“Then you would have us uphold Sunchildism, knowing it 
to be untrue?” 

“Do what you will, you will not get perfect truth. And if 
you can follow the lead which I believe Dr. Downie will give 
you, that is to say, get rid of cock-and-bull stories, idealize 
my unworthy self, and, as I said last night, make me a peg 
on which to hang your own best thoughts—Sunchildism will 
be as near truth as anything you are likely to get. But if 
Hankyism triumphs, come what may you must get rid of it, 
for he and his school will tamper with the one sure and ever¬ 
lasting word of God revealed to us by human experience. He 
who plays fast and loose with this is as one who would forge 
God’s signature to a cheque drawn on God’s own bank.” 

“Are we to foster the belief that it was indeed the Sunchild 
who interrupted Hanky’s sermon?” 

“Yes, where you safely can, but not otherwise; and commit 
the facts to writing as soon as you can find time. Do nothing 
to jeopardize your own safety; you can do more by perfunctory 
acquiescence than by open dissent. And tell those fnends whom 
you can trust what these my parting words to you have been. 
But above all I charge you solemnly, do nothing to jeopardize 
your own safety; you cannot play into Hanky’s hands more 
certainly than by risking this. Think how he and Panky would 
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rejoice, and how Dr. Downie would grieve. Be wise and wary; 
bide your time; do what you prudently can, and you will find 
you can do much; try to do more, and you will do nothing. 
Be guided by the mayor, by your mother—and by that dear 
old lady whose grandson you will-” 

“Then they have told you,” interrupted the youth, blushing 
scarlet. 

“My dearest boy, of course they have, and I have seen her, 
and am head over ears in love with her myself.” 

He was all smiles and blushes, and vowed for a few minutes 
that it was a shame of them to tell me, but presently he said: 
“Then you like her.” 

“Rather!” said my father vehemently, and shaking George 
by the hand. But he said nothing about the nuggets and the 
sovereigns, knowing that Yram did not wish him to do so. 
Neither did George say anything about his determination to 
start for the capital in the morning, and make a clean breast 
of everything to the king. So soon does it become necessary 
even for those who are most cordially attached to hide things 
from one another. My father, however, was made comfortable 
by receiving a promise from the youth that he would take 
no step of which the persons he had named would disapprove. 

When once Mrs. Humdrum’s grand-daughter had been intro¬ 
duced there was no more talking about Hanky and Panky; 
for George began to bubble over with the subject that was 
nearest his heart, and how much he feared that it would be 
some time yet before he could be married. Many a story did 
he tell of his early attachment and of its course for the last 
ten years, but my space will not allow me to inflict one of 
them on the reader. My father saw that the more he listened 
and sympathized and encouraged, the fonder George became of 
him, and this was all he cared about. 

Thus did they converse hour after hour. They passed the 
Blue Pool, without seeing it or even talking about it for more 
than a minute. George kept an eye on the quails and declared 
them fairly plentiful and strong on the wing, but nothing now 
could keep him from pouring out his whole heart about Mrs. 
Humdrum’s grand-daughter, until towards noon they caught 
sight of the statues, and a halt was made which gave my father 
the first pang he had felt that morning, for he knew that the 
statues would be the beginning of the end. 

There was no need to light a fire, for Yram had packed for 
them two bottles of a delicious white wine, something like 
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White Capri, which went admirably with the many more solid 
good things that she had provided for them. As soon as they 
had finished a hearty meal, my father said to George: “You 
must have my watch for a keepsake; I see you are not wearing 
my boots. I fear you did not find them comfortable, but I 
am glad you have not got them on, for I have set my heart on 
keeping yours.” 

“Let us settle about the boots first. I rather fancied that 
that was why you put me off when I wanted to get my own 
back again; and then I thought I should like yours for a keep¬ 
sake, so I put on another pair last night, and they are nothing 
like so comfortable as yours were.” 

“Now I wonder,” said my father to me, “whether this was 
true, or whether it was only that dear fellow’s pretty invention; 
but true or false I was as delighted as he meant me to be.” 

I asked George about this when I saw him, and he confessed 
with an ingenuous blush that my father’s boots had hurt him, 
and that he had never thought of making a keepsake of them, 
till my father’s words stimulated his invention. 

As for the watch, which was only a silver one, but of the 
best make, George protested for a time, but when he had 
yielded, my father could see that he was overjoyed at getting 
it; for watches, though now permitted, were expensive and 
not in common use. 

Having thus bribed him, my father broached the possibility 
of his meeting him at the statues on that day twelvemonth, 
but of course saying nothing about why he was so anxious 
that he should come. 

“I will come,” said my father, “not a yard farther than 
the statues, and if I cannot come I will send your brother. 
And I will come at noon; but it is possible that the river down 
below may be in fresh, and I may not be able to hit off the day, 
though I will move heaven and earth to do so. Therefore, if 
I do not meet you on the day appointed, do your best to come 
also at noon on the following day. I know how inconvenient 
this will be for you, and will come true to the day if it is possible.” 

To my father’s surprise, George did not raise so many 
difficulties as he had expected. He said it might be done, 
if neither he nor my father were to go beyond the statues. 
“And difficult as it will be for you,” said George, “you had 
better come a second day if necessary, as I will, for who can 
tell what might happen to make the first day impossible?” 

“Then,” said my father, “we shall be spared that horrible 
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feeling that we are parting without hope of seeing each other 
again. I find it hard enough to say good-bye even now, but 
I do not know how I could have faced it if you had not agreed 
to our meeting again.” 

“The day fixed upon will be our XXI, i, 3, and the hour 
noon as near as may be?” 

“So. Let me write it down: ‘XXI, i, 3, i.e. our December 
9, 1891,1 am to meet George at the statues, at twelve o'clock, 
and if he does not come, I am to be there again on the following 
day.'” 

In like manner, George wrote down what he was to do: 
“XXI, i, 3, or failing this XXI, i, 4. Statues. Noon.” 

“This,” he said, “is a solemn covenant, is it not?” 

“Yes,” said my father, “and may all good omens attend it!” 

The words were not out of his mouth before a mountain 
bird, something like our jackdaw, but smaller and of a bluer 
black, flew out of the hollow mouth of one of the statues, and 
with a hearty chuckle perched on the ground at his feet, attracted 
doubtless by the scraps of food that were lying about. With 
the fearlessness of birds in that country, it looked up at him 
and George, gave another hearty chuckle, and flew back to 
its statue with the largest fragment it could find. 

They settled that this was an omen so propitious that they 
could part in good hope. “Let us finish the wine,” said my 
father, “and then do what must be done.” 

They finished the wine to each other’s good health; George 
drank also to mine, and said he hoped my father would bring 
me with him, while my father drank to Yram, the mayor, their 
children, Mrs. Humdrum, and above all to Mrs. Humdrum’s 
grand-daughter. They then repacked all that could be taken 
away; my father rolled his rug to his liking, slung it over his 
shoulder, gripped George’s hand, and said: “My dearest boy, 
when we have each turned our backs upon one another, let us 
walk our several ways as fast as we can, and try not to look 
behind us.” 

So saying he loosed his grip of George’s hand, bared his head, 
lowered it, and turned away. 

George burst into tears, and followed him after he had gone 
two paces; he threw his arms round him, hugged him, kissed 
him on his lips, cheeks, and forehead, and then turning round, 
strode full speed towards Sunch’ston. My father never took 
his eyes off him till he was out of sight, but the boy did not look 
round. When he could see him no more, my father with 
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faltering gait, and feeling as though a prop had suddenly been 
taken from under him, began to follow the stream down towards 
his old camp. 


CHAPTER XXVI 

MY FATHER REACHES HOME. AND DIES NOT LONG 
AFTERWARDS 

My father could walk but slowly, for George’s boots had 
blistered his feet, and it seemed to him that the river-bed, of 
which he caught glimpses now and again, never got any nearer; 
but all things come to an end, and by seven o’clock on the night 
of Tuesday he was on the spot which he had left on the preced¬ 
ing Friday morning. Three entire days had intervened, but he 
felt that something, he knew not what, had seized him, and 
that whereas before these three days life had been one thing, 
what little might follow them would be another—and a very 
different one. 

He soon caught sight of his horse, which had strayed a mile 
lower down the river-bed, and in spite of his hobbles had crossed 
one ugly stream that my father dared not ford on foot. Tired 
though he was, he went after him, bridle in hand, and when the 
friendly creature saw him, it recrossed the stream, and came to 
him of its own accord—either tired of his own company, or 
tempted by some bread my father held out towards him. My 
father took off the hobbles, and rode him barebacked to the 
camping-ground, where he rewarded him with more bread and 
biscuit, and then hobbled him again for the night. 

“It was here,” he said to me on one of the first days after his 
return, “that I first knew myself to be a broken man. As for 
meeting George again, I felt sure that it would be all I could do 
to meet his brother; and though George was always in my 
thoughts, it was for you and not him that I was now yearning. 
When I gave George my watch, how glad I was that I had left 
my gold one at home, for that is yours, and I could not have 
brought myself to give it him.” 

“Never mind that, my dear father,” said I, “but tell me how 
you got down the river, and thence home again.” 

“My very dear boy,” he said, “I can hardly remember, and 
I had no energy to make any more notes. I remember putting 
a scrap of paper into the box of sovereigns, merely sending 
George my love along with the money; I remember also dropping 
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the box into a hole in a tree, which I blazed, and towards which 
I drew a line of wood-ashes. I seem to see a poor unhinged 
creature gazing moodily for hours into a fire which he heaps up 
now and again with wood. There is not a breath of air; Nature 
sleeps so calmly that she dares not even breathe for fear of 
waking; the very river has hushed his flow. Without, the 
starlit calm of a summer’s night in a great wilderness; within, 
a hurricane of wild and incoherent thoughts battling with one 
another in their fury to fall upon him and rend him—and on 
the other side the great wall of mountain, thousands of children 
praying at their mothers’ knee to this poor dazed thing. I 
suppose this half-delirious wretch must have been myself. But 
I must have been more ill when I left England than I thought 
I was, or Erewhon would not have broken me down as it 
did.” 

No doubt he was right. Indeed, it was because Mr. Cathie 
and his doctor saw that he was out of health and in urgent need 
of change, that they left off opposing his wish to travel. There 
is no use, however, in talking about this now. 

I never got from him how he managed to reach the shepherd’s 
hut, but I learned some little from the shepherd, when I stayed 
with him both on going towards Erewhon and on returning. 

“He did not seem to have drink in him,” said the shepherd, 
“when he first came here; but he must have been pretty full 
of it, or he must have had some bottles in his saddle-bags; 
for he was awful when he came back. He had got them worse 
than any man I ever saw, only that he was not awkward. He 
said there was a bird flying out of a giant’s mouth and laughing 
at him, and he kept muttering about a blue pool, and hanky- 
panky of all sorts, and he said he knew it was all hanky-panky, 
at least I thought he said so, but it was no use trying to follow 
him, for it was all nothing but horrors. He said I was to stop 
the people from trying to worship him. Then he said the sky 
opened and he could see the angels going about and singing 
‘Hallelujah.’” 

“How long did he stay with you?” I asked. 

“About ten days, but the last three he was himself again, 
only too weak to move. He thought he was cured except for 
weakness.” 

“Do you know how he had been spending the last two days 
or so before he got down to your hut?” 

I said two days, because this was the time I supposed he 
would take to descend the river. 
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“I should say drinking all the time. He said he had fallen 
off his horse two or three times, till he took to leading him. 
If he had had any other horse than old Doctor he would have 
been a dead man. Bless you, I have known that horse ever 
since he was foaled, and I never saw one like him for sense. He 
would pick fords better than that gentleman could, I know, and 
if the gentleman fell off him he would just stay stock-still. He 
was badly bruised, poor man, when he got here. I saw him 
through the gorge when he left me, and he gave me a sovereign; 
he said he had only one other left to take him down to the port, 
or he would have made it more.” 

“He was my father,” said I, “and he is dead, but before he 
died he told me to give you five pounds which I have brought 
you. I think you are wrong in saying that he had been 
drinking.” 

“That is what they all say; but I take it very kind of him to 
have thought of me.” 

My father’s illness for the first three weeks after his return 
played with him as a cat plays with a mouse; now and again 
it would let him have a day or two’s run, during which he was 
so cheerful and unclouded that his doctor was quite hopeful 
about him. At various times on these occasions I got from him 
that when he left the shepherd’s hut he thought his illness had 
run itself out, and that he should now reach the port from which 
he was to sail for S. Francisco without misadventure. This 
he did, and he was able to do all he had to do at the port, though 
frequently attacked with passing fits of giddiness. I need not 
dwell upon his voyage to S. Francisco, and thence home; it 
is enough to say that he was able to travel by himself in spite 
of gradually, but continually, increasing failure. 

“When,” he said, “I reached the port, I telegraphed, as you 
know, for more money. How puzzled you must have been. 
I sold my horse to the man from whom I bought it, at a loss of 
only about ten pounds, and I left with him my saddle, saddle¬ 
bags, small hatchet, my hobbles, and in fact everything that I 
had taken with me, except what they had impounded in Ere- 
whon. Yram’s rug I dropped into the river when I knew that 
I should no longer need it—as also her substitutes for my billy 
and pannikin; and I burned her basket. The shepherd would 
have asked me questions. You will find an order to deliver 
everything up to bearer. You need therefore take nothing 
from England.” 

At another time he said: “ When you go, for it is plain I cannot, 
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and go one or other of us must, try and get the horse I had: 
he will be nine years old, and he knows all about the rivers. 
If you leave everything to him, you may shut your eyes, but do 
not interfere with him. Give the shepherd what I said and 
he will attend to you, but go a day or two too soon, for the 
margin of one day was not enough to allow in case of a fresh in 
the river; if the water is discoloured you must not cross it— 
not even with Doctor. I could not ask George to come up three 
days running from Sunch’ston to the statues and back.” 

Here he became exhausted. Almost the last coherent string 
of sentences I got from him was as follows: 

“About George’s money—if I send him two thousand pounds 
you will still have nearly one hundred and fifty thousand 
pounds left, and Mr. Cathie will not let you try to make it more. 
I know you would give him four or five thousand, but the mayor 
and I talked it over, and settled that two thousand pounds in 
gold would make him a rich man. Consult our good friend 
Alfred” (meaning, of course, Mr. Cathie) “about the best way 
of taking the money. I am afraid there is nothing for it but 
gold, and this will be a great weight for you to carry—about, 
I believe, thirty-six pounds. Can you do this? I really think 
that if you lead your horse you . . . no—there will be the 
getting him down again-” 

“Don’t worry about it, my dear father,” said I, “I can do 
it easily if I stow the load rightly, and I will see to this. I shall 
have nothing else to carry, for I shall camp down below both 
morning and evening But would you not like to send some 
present to the mayor, Yram, their other children, and Mrs. 
Humdrum’s grand-daughter?” 

“Do what you can,” said my father. And these were the 
last instructions he gave me about those adventures with which 
alone this work is concerned. 

The day before he died he had a little flicker of intelligence, 
but all of a sudden his face became clouded as with great 
anxiety; he seemed to see some horrible chasm in front of him 
which he had to cross, or which he feared that I must cross, 
for he gasped out words, which, as near as I could catch them, 
were: “Look out! John! Leap! Leap! Le . . .” but he 
could not say all that he was trying to say and closed his eyes, 
having, as I then deemed, seen that he was on the brink of that 
gulf which lies between life and death; I took it that in reality 
he died at that moment; for there was neither struggle nor 
hardly movement of any kind afterwards—nothing but a pulse 
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which for the next several hours grew fainter and fainter so 
gradually that it was not till some time after it had ceased to 
beat that we were certain of its having done so. 


CHAPTER XXVII 

I MEET MY BROTHER GEORGE AT THE STATUES, ON THE TOP OF 
THE PASS INTO EREWHON 

This book has already become longer than I intended, but I 
will ask the reader to have patience while I tell him briefly ol 
my own visit to the threshold of that strange country of which 
I fear that he may be already beginning to tire. 

The winding-up of my father’s estate was a very simple 
matter, and by the beginning of September 1891 I should 
have been free to start; but about that time I became engaged, 
and naturally enough I did not want to be longer away than was 
necessary. I should not have gone at all if I could have helped 
it. I left, however, a fortnight later than my father had done. 

Before starting I bought a handsome gold repeater for the 
mayor, and a brooch for Yram, of pearls and diamonds set in 
gold, for which I paid two hundred pounds. For Yram’s three 
daughters and for Mrs. Humdrum’s grand-daughter I took four 
brooches, each of which cost about £15 15s., and for the boys 
I got three ten-guinea silver watches. For George I only took 
a strong English knife of the best make, and the two thousand 
pounds’ worth of uncoined gold, which for convenience’ sake 
I had had made into small bars. I also had a knapsack made 
that would hold these and nothing else—each bar being strongly 
sewn into its place, so that none of them could shift. Whenever 
I went on board ship, or went on shore, I put this on my back, 
so that no one handled it except myself—and I can assure the 
reader that I did not find it a light weight to handle. I ought 
to have taken something for old Mrs. Humdrum, but I am 
ashamed to say that I forgot her. 

I went as directly as I could to the port of which my father 
had told me, and reached it on 27 November, one day later 
than he had done in the preceding year. 

On the following day, which was a Saturday, I went to the 
livery stables from which my father had bought his horse, and 
found to my great delight that Doctor could be at my disposal 
for, as it seemed to me, the very reasonable price of fifteen 
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shillings a day. I showed the owner of the stables my father’s 
order, and all the articles he had left were immediately delivered 
to me. I was still wearing crape round one arm, and the horse- 
dealer, whose name was Baker, said he was afraid the other 
gentleman might be dead. 

“Indeed, he is so,” said I, “and a great grief it is to me; he 
was my father.” 

“Dear, dear,” answered Mr. Baker, “that is a very serious 
thing for the poor gentleman. He seemed quite unfit to travel 
alone, and I feared he was not long for this world, but he was 
bent on going.” 

I had nothing now to do but to buy a blanket, pannikin, and 
billy, with some tea, tobacco, two bottles of brandy, some ship’s 
biscuits, and whatever other few items were down on the list 
of requisites which my father had dictated to me. Mr. Baker, 
seeing that I was what he called a new chum, showed me how 
to pack my horse, but I kept my knapsack full of gold on my 
back, and though I could see that it puzzled him, he asked no 
questions. There was no reason why I should not set out at 
once for the principal town of the colony, which was some ten 
miles inland; I therefore arranged at my hotel that the greater 
part of my luggage should await my return, and set out to climb 
the high hills that back the port. From the top of these I had 
a magnificent view of the plains that I should have to cross, 
and of the long range of distant mountains which bounded them 
north and south as far as the eye could reach. On some of the 
mountains I could still see streaks of snow, but my father had 
explained to me that the ranges I should here see were not those 
dividing the English colony from Erewhon. I also saw, some 
nine miles or so out upon the plains, the more prominent build¬ 
ings of a large town which seemed to be embosomed in trees, 
and this I reached in about an hour and a half ; for I had to 
descend at a foot’s pace, and Doctor’s many virtues did not 
comprise a willingness to go beyond an amble. 

At the town above referred to I spent the night, and began 
to strike across the plains on the following morning. I might 
have crossed these in three days at twenty-five miles a day, 
but I had too much time on my hands, and my load of gold 
was so uncomfortable that I was glad to stay at one accom¬ 
modation-house after another, averaging about eighteen miles 
a day. I have no doubt that, if I had taken advice, I could 
have stowed my load more conveniently, but I could not unpack 
it, and made the best of it as it was. 
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On the evening of Wednesday, 2 December, I reached the 
river which I should have to follow up; it was here nearing the 
gorge through which it had to pass before the country opened 
out again at the back of the front range. I came upon it quite 
suddenly on reaching the brink of a great terrace, the bank of 
which sloped almost precipitously down towards it, but was 
covered with grass. The terrace was some three hundred feet 
above the river, and faced another similar one, which was from 
a mile and a half to two miles distant. At the bottom of this 
huge yawning chasm rolled the mighty river, and I shuddered 
at the thought of having to cross and recross it. For it was 
angry, muddy, evidently in heavy fresh, and filled bank and 
bank for nearly a mile with a flood of seething waters. 

I followed along the northern edge of the terrace till I reached 
the last accommodation-house that could be said to be on the 
plains—which, by the way, were here some eight or nine hundred 
feet above sea-level. When I reached this house, I was glad to 
learn that the river was not likely to remain high for more than 
a day or trwo, and that if what was called a “southerly burster” 
came up, as it might be expected to do at any moment, it would 
be quite low again before three days were over. 

At this house I stayed the night, and in the course of the 
evening a stray dog—a retriever, hardly full grown, and 
evidently very much down on his luck—took up with me; 
when I inquired about him and asked if I might take him with 
me, the landlord said he wished I would, for he knew nothing 
about him and was trying to drive him from the house. Know¬ 
ing what a boon the companionship of this poor beast would 
be to me when I was camping out alone, I encouraged him, and 
next morning he followed me as a matter of course. 

In the night the southerly burster which my host anticipated 
had come up, cold and blustering, but invigorating after the 
hot, dry wind that had been blowing hard during the daytime 
as I had crossed the plains. A mile or two higher up I passed 
a large sheep-station, but did not stay there. One or two men 
looked at me with surprise, and asked me where I was going, 
whereon I said I was in search of rare plants and birds for the 
museum of the town at which I had slept the night after my 
arrival. This satisfied their curiosity, and I ambled on, accom¬ 
panied by the dog. In passing, I may say that I found Doctor 
not to excel at any pace except an amble, but for a long journey, 
especially for one who is carrying a heavy, awkward load, there 
is no pace so comfortable; and he ambled fairly fast. 
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I followed the horse-track which had been cut through the 
gorge, and in many places I disliked it extremely, for the river, 
still in fresh, was raging furiously; twice, for some few yards, 
where the gorge was wider and the stream less rapid, it covered 
the track, and I had no confidence that it might not have washed 
it away; on these occasions Doctor pricked his ears towards 
the water, and was evidently thinking exactly what his rider was. 
He decided, however, that all would be sound, and took to the 
water without any urging on my part. Seeing his opinion, I 
remembered my fathers advice and let him do what he liked; 
but in one place for three or four yards the water came nearly 
up to his belly, and I was in great fear for the watches that were 
in my saddle-bags. As for the dog, I feared I had lost him, but 
after a time he rejoined me, though how he contrived to do so 
I cannot say. 

Nothing could be grander than the sight of this great river 
pent into a narrow compass, and occasionally becoming more 
like an immense waterfall than a river, but I was in continual 
fear of coming to more places where the water would be over 
the track, and perhaps of finding myself unable to get any 
farther. I therefore failed to enjoy what was really far the most 
impressive sight in its way that I had ever seen. “Give me,” 
I said to myself, “the Thames at Richmond,” and right thankful 
was I when, at about two o'clock, I found that I was through the 
gorge and in a wide valley, the greater part of which, however, 
was still covered by the river. It was here that I heard for the 
first time the curious sound of boulders knocking against each 
other underneath the great body of water that kept rolling them 
round and round. 

I now halted and lit a fire, for there was much dead scrub 
standing that had remained after the ground had been burned 
for the first time some years previously. I made myself some 
tea, and turned Doctor out for a couple of hours to feed. I did 
not hobble him, for my father had told me that he would always 
come for bread. When I had dined and smoked, and slept for 
a couple of hours or so, I reloaded Doctor and resumed my 
journey towards the shepherd's hut, which I caught sight of 
about a mile before I reached it. When nearly half a mile off 
it, I dismounted, and made a written note of the exact spot at 
which I did so. I then turned for a couple of hundred yards 
to my right, at right angles to the track, where some huge rocks 
were lying—fallen ages since from the mountain that flanked 
this side of the valley. Here I deposited my knapsack in a 
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hollow underneath some of the rocks, and put a good-sized 
stone in front of it, for I meant spending a couple of days with 
the shepherd to let the river go down. Moreover, as it was now 
only 3 December, I had too much time on my hands, but I had 
not dared to cut things finer. 

I reached the hut at about six o'clock and introduced myself 
to the shepherd, who was a nice, kind old man, commonly called 
Harris, but his real name, he told me, was Horace—Horace 
Taylor. I had the conversation with him of which I have already 
told the reader, adding that my father had been unable to give 
a coherent account of what he had seen, and that I had been 
sent to get the information he had failed to furnish. 

The old man said that I must certainly wait a couple of days 
before I went higher up the river. He had made himself a nice 
garden, in which he took the greatest pride, and which supplied 
him with plenty of vegetables. He was very glad to have 
company, and to receive the newspapers which I had taken 
care to bring him. He had a real genius for simple cookery 
and fed me excellently. My father’s £5, and the ration of 
brandy which I nightly gave him, made me a welcome guest, 
and though I was longing to be at any rate as far as the foot of 
the pass into Erewhon, I amused myself very well in an 
abundance of ways with which I need not trouble the reader. 

One of the first things that Harris said to me was: “I wish 
I knew what your father did with the nice red blanket he had 
with him when he went up the river. He had none when he 
came down again. I have no horse here, but I borrowed one 
from a man who came up one day from down below, and rode to 
a place where I found what I am sure were the ashes of the last 
fire he made, but I could find neither the blanket nor the billy 
and pannikin he took away with him. He said he supposed 
he must have left the things there, but he could remember 
nothing about it.” 

“I am afraid,” said I, “that I cannot help you.” 

“At any rate,” continued the shepherd, “I did not have my 
ride for nothing, for as I was coming back I found this rug half 
covered with sand on the river-bed.” 

As he spoke he pointed to an excellent warm rug on the spare 
bunk in his hut. “It is none of our make,” said he; “I suppose 
some foreign digger has come over from the next river down 
south and got drowned, for it had not been very long where I 
found it; at least I think not, for it was not much fly-blown, and 
no one had passed here to go up the river since your father.” 
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I knew what it was, but I held my tongue, beyond saying 
that the rug was a very good one. 

The next day, 4 December, was lovely, after a night that 
had been clear and cold, with frost towards early morning. 
When the shepherd had gone for some three hours in the forenoon 
to see his sheep (that were now lambing), I walked down to the 
place where I had left my knapsack, and carried it a good mile 
above the hut, where I again hid it. I could see the great 
range from one place, and the thick new-fallen snow assured 
me that the river would be quite normal shortly. Indeed, by 
evening it was hardly at all discoloured, but I waited another 
day, and set out on the morning of Sunday, 6 December. The 
river was now almost as low as in winter, and Harris assured 
me that if I used my eyes I could not miss finding a ford over 
one stream or another every half-mile or so. I had the greatest 
difficulty in preventing him from accompanying me on foot 
for some little distance, but I got rid of him in the end; he 
came with me beyond the place where I had hidden my knap¬ 
sack, but when he had left me long enough, I rode back and 
got it. 

I see I am dwelling too long upon my own small adventures. 
Suffice it that, accompanied by my dog, I followed the north 
bank of the river till I found I must cross one stream before 
I could get any farther. This place would not do, and I had 
to ride half a mile back before I found one that seemed as if 
it might be safe. I fancy my father must have done just the 
same thing, for Doctor seemed to know the ground, and took 
to the water the moment I brought him to it. It never reached 
his belly, but I confess I did not like it. By and by I had 
to recross, and so on, off and on, till at noon I camped for 
dinner. Here the dog found me a nest of young ducks, nearly 
fledged, from which the parent birds tried, with great success, 
to decoy me. I fully thought I was going to catch them, but 
the dog knew better and made straight for the nest, from 
which he returned immediately with a fine young duck in his 
mouth, which he laid at my feet, wagging his tail and barking. 
I took another from the nest and left two for the old birds. 

The afternoon was much as the morning, and towards seven 
I reached a place which suggested itself as a good camping- 
ground. I had hardly fixed on it and halted, before I saw a 
few pieces of charred wood, and felt sure that my father must 
have camped at this very place before me. I hobbled Doctor, 
unloaded, plucked and singed a duck, and gave the oog some 
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of the meat with which Harris had furnished me; I made tea, 
laid my duck on the embers till it was cooked, smoked, gave 
myself a nightcap of brandy and water, and by and by rolled 
myself round in my blanket, with the dog curled up beside me. 
I will not dwell upon the strangeness of my feelings—nor the 
extreme beauty of the night. But for the dog and Doctor, I 
should have been frightened; but I knew that there were no 
savage creatures or venomous snakes in the country, and both 
the dog and Doctor were such good companionable creatures 
that I did not feel so much oppressed by the solitude as I had 
feared I should be. But the night was cold, and my blanket 
was not enough to keep me comfortably warm. 

The following day was delightfully warm as soon as the sun 
got to the bottom of the valley, and the fresh-fallen snow 
disappeared so fast from the snowy range that I was afraid 
it would raise the river—which, indeed, rose in the afternoon 
and became slightly discoloured, but it cannot have been more 
than three or four inches deeper, for it never reached the bottom 
of my saddle-bags. I believe Doctor knew exactly where I was 
going, for he wanted no guidance. I halted again at midday, 
got two more ducks, crossed and recrossed the river, or some 
of its streams, several times, and at about six caught sight, 
after a bend in the valley, of the glacier descending on to the 
river-bed. This I knew to be close to the point at which I 
was to camp for the night, and from which I was to ascend 
the mountain. After another hour’s slow progress over the 
increasing roughness of the river-bed, I saw the triangular 
delta of which my father had told me, and the stream that had 
formed it, bounding down the mountain side. Doctor went 
right up to the place where my father’s fire had been, and I 
again found many pieces of charred wood and ashes. 

As soon as I had unloaded Doctor and hobbled him, I went 
to a tree hard by, on which I could see the mark of a blaze, 
and towards which I thought I could see a line of wood-ashes 
running. There I found a hole in which some bird had evidently 
been wont to build, and surmised correctly that it must be the 
one in which my father had hidden his box of sovereigns. 
There was no box in the hole now, and I began to feel that I 
was at last within measurable distance of Erewhon and the 
Erewhonians. 

I camped for the night here, and again found my single 
blanket insufficient. The next day, i.e. Tuesday, 8 December, 
I had to pass as I best could, and it occurred to me that as I 
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should find the gold a great weight, I had better take it some 
three hours up the mountain side and leave it there, so as to 
make the following day less fatiguing, and this I did, returning 
to my camp for dinner; but I was panic-stricken all the rest 
of the day lest I should not have hidden it safely, or lest I 
should be unable to find it next day—conjuring up a hundred 
absurd fancies as to what might befall it. And after all, heavy 
though it was, I could have carried it all the way. In the 
afternoon I saddled Doctor and rode him up to the glaciers, 
which were indeed magnificent, and then I made the few notes 
of my journey from which this chapter has been taken. I 
made excuses for turning in early, and at daybreak rekindled 
my fire and got my breakfast. All the time the companionship 
of the dog was an unspeakable comfort to me. 

It was now the day my father had fixed for my meeting 
with George, and my excitement (with which I have not yet 
troubled the reader, though it had been consuming me ever 
since I had left Harris’s hut) was beyond all bounds, so much 
so that I almost feared I was in a fever which would prevent 
my completing the little that remained of my task; in fact, I 
was in as great a panic as I had been about the gold that I 
had left. My hands trembled as I took the watches and the 
brooches for Yram and her daughters from my saddle-bags, 
which I then hung, probably on the very bough on which my 
father had hung them. Needless to say, I also hung my saddle 
and bridle along with the saddle-bags. 

It was nearly seven before I started, and about ten before I 
reached the hiding-place of my knapsack. I found it, of course, 
quite easily, shouldered it, and toiled on towards the statues. 
At a quarter before twelve I reached them, and, almost beside 
myself as I was, could not refrain from some disappointment at 
finding them a good deal smaller than I expected. My father, 
correcting the measurement he had given in his book, said he 
thought that they were about four or five times the size of 
life; but really I do not think they were more than twenty 
feet high, any one of them. In other respects my father’s 
description of them is quite accurate. There was no wind, 
and as a matter of course, therefore, they were not chanting. 
I whiled away the quarter of an hour before the time when 
George became due with wondering at them, and in a way 
admiring them, hideous though they were; but all the time I 
kept looking towards the part from which George should come. 

At last my watch pointed to noon, but there was no George. 

♦ N 88x 
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A quarter-past twelve, but no George. Half-past, still no 
George. One o’clock, and all the quarters till three o’clock, 
but still no George. I tried to eat some of the ship’s biscuits 
I had brought with me, but I could not. My disappointment 
was now as great as my excitement had been all the forenoon; 
at three o’clock I fairly cried, and for half an hour could only 
fling myself on the ground and give way to all the unreasonable 
spleen that extreme vexation could suggest. True, I kept 
telling myself that for aught I knew George might be dead, 
or down with a fever; but this would not do; for in this last 
case he should have sent one of his brothers to meet me, and 
it was not likely that he was dead. I am afraid I thought it 
most probable that he had been casual—of which unworthy 
suspicion I have long since been heartily ashamed. 

I put the brooches inside my knapsack and hid it in a place 
where I was sure no one would find it; then, with a heavy 
heart, I trudged down again to my camp—broken in spirit, 
and hopeless for the morrow. 

I camped again, but it was some hours before I got a wink 
of sleep; and when sleep came it was accompanied by a strange 
dream. I dreamed that I was by my father's bedside, watching 
his last flicker of intelligence, and vainly trying to catch the 
words that he was not less vainly trying to utter. All of a 
sudden the bed seemed to be at my camping-ground, and the 
largest of the statues appeared, quite small, high up the mountain 
side, but striding down like a giant in seven-league boots till 
it stood over me and my father, and shouted out: “Leap, John, 
leap!” In the horror of this vision I woke with a loud cry 
that woke my dog also, and made him show such evident signs 
of fear that it seemed to me as though he too must have shared 
my dream. 

Shivering with cold, I started up in a frenzy, but there was 
nothing, save a night of such singular beauty that I did not 
even try to go to sleep again. Naturally enough, on trying to 
keep awake I dropped asleep before many minutes were over. 

In the morning I again climbed up to the statues, without, 
to my surprise, being depressed with the idea that George would 
again fail to meet me. On the contrary, without rhyme or 
reason, I had a strong presentiment that he would come. And 
sure enough, as soon as I caught sight of the statues, which I 
did about a quarter to twelve, I saw a youth coming towards 
me with a quick step, and a beaming face that had only to 
be seen to be fallen in love with. 
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“You we my brother,” said he to me. “Is my father with 
you ? ” 

I pointed to the crape on my arm, and to the ground, but 
said nothing. 

He understood me, and bared his head. Then he flung his 
arms about me and kissed my forehead according to Erewhonian 
custom. I was a little surprised at his saying nothing to me 
about the way in which he had disappointed me on the preceding 
day; I resolved, however, to wait for the explanation that I 
felt sure he would give me presently. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 

GEORGE AND I SPEND A FEW HOURS TOGETHER AT THE STATUES, 
AND THEN PART—I REACH HOME—POSTSCRIPT 

I have said on an earlier page that George gained an immediate 
ascendancy over me, but ascendancy is not the word—he took 
me by storm; how, or why, I neither know nor want to know, 
but before I had been with him more than a few minutes I 
felt as though I had known and loved him all my life. And 
the dog fawned upon him as though he felt just as I did. 

“Come to the statues,” said he, as soon as he had somewhat 
recovered from the shock of the news I had given him. “We 
can sit down there on the very stone on which our father and 
I sat a year ago. I have brought a basket which my mother 
packed for—for—him and me. Did he talk to you about me?” 

“He talked of nothing so much, and he thought of nothing 
so much. He had your boots put where he could see them 
from his bed until he died.” 

Then followed the explanation about these boots, of which 
the reader has already been told. This made us both laugh, 
and from that moment we were cheerful. 

I say nothing about our enjoyment of the luncheon with 
which Yram had provided us, and if I were to detail ill chat 
I told George about my father, and all the additional ml > n ition 
that I got from him—(many a point did he clear u,» > me 

that I bad not fully understood)—I should fill several * > ers, 

whereas I have left myself only one. Luncheon being over, 
I said: “And are you married?” 
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“Yes” (with a blush); “and are you?” 

I could not blush. Why should I ? And yet young people— 
especially the most ingenuous among them—are apt to flush up 
on being asked if they are, or are going to be married. If I 
could have blushed, I would. As it was, I could only say that 
I was engaged and should marry as soon as I got back. 

“Then you have come all this way for me, when you were 
wanting to get married ? ” 

“Of course I have. My father on his death-bed told me to 
do so, and to bring you something that I have brought 
you.” 

“What trouble I have given! How can I thank you?” 

“Shake hands with me.” 

Whereon he gave my hand a stronger grip than I had quite 
bargained for. 

“And now,” said I, “before I tell you what I have brought, 
you must promise me to accept it. Your father said I was not 
to leave you till you had done so, and I was to say that he 
sent it with his dying blessing.” 

After due demur George gave his promise, and I took him 
to the place where I had hidden my knapsack. 

“I brought it up yesterday,” said I. 

“ Yesterday ? but why ? ” 

“Because yesterday—was it not?—was the first of the two 
days agreed upon between you and our father.” 

“No—surely to-day is the first day—I was to come XXI, i, 3, 
which would be your 9 December.” 

“But yesterday was 9 December with us — to-day is 
10 December.” 

“Strange! What day of the week do you make it?” 

“To-day is Thursday, 10 December.” 

“This is still stranger—we make it Wednesday; yesterday 
was Tuesday.” 

Then I saw it. The year XX had been a leap year with the 
Erewhonians, and 1891 in England had not. This, then, was 
what had crossed my father's brain in his dying hours, and 
what he had vainly tried to tell me. It was also what my 
unconscious self had been struggling to tell my conscious one 
during the past night, but which my conscious self had been 
too stupid to understand. And yet my conscious self had 
caught it in an imperfect sort of a way after all, for from the 
moment that my dream had left me I had been composed, and 
easy in my mind that all would be well. I wish some one 
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would write a book about dreams and parthenogenesis—for 
that the two are part and parcel of the same story—a brood 
of folly without father bred—I cannot doubt. 

I did not trouble George with any of this rubbish, but only 
showed him how the mistake had arisen. When we had laughed 
sufficiently over my mistake—for it was I who had come up on 
the wrong day, not he—I fished my knapsack out of its hiding- 
place. 

“Do not unpack it,” said I, “beyond taking out the brooches, 
or you will not be able to pack it so well; but you can see the 
ends of the bars of gold, and you can feel the weight; my father 
sent them for you. The pearl brooch is for your mother, the 
smaller brooches are for your sisters and your wife.” 

I then told him how much gold there was, and from my 
pockets brought out the watches and the English knife. 

“This last,” I said, “is the only thing that I am giving you; 
the rest is all from our father. I have many many times as 
much gold myself, and this is legally your property as much 
as mine is mine.” 

George was aghast, but he was powerless alike to express 
his feelings or to refuse the gold. 

“Do you mean to say that my father left me this by his 
will?” 

“Certainly he did,” said I, inventing a pious fraud. 

“It is all against my oath,” said he, looking grave. 

“Your oath be hanged,” said I. “You must give the gold 
to the mayor, who knows that it was coming, and it will appear 
to the world as though he were giving it you now instead of 
leaving you anything.” 

“But it is ever so much too much!” 

“It is not half enough. You and the mayor must settle all 
that between you. He and our father talked it all over, and 
this was what they settled.” 

“And our father planned all this, without saying a word to 
me about it while we were on our way up here?” 

“Yes. There might have been some hitch in the gold's 
coming. Besides, the mayor told him not to tell you.” 

“And he never said anything about the other money he 
left for me—which enabled me to marry at once? Why was 
this?” 

“Your mother said he was not to do so.” 

“Bless my heart, how they have duped me all round. But 
why would not my mother let your father tell me? Oh yes— 
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she was afraid I should tell the king about it, as I certainly 
should, when I told him all the rest.” 

“Tell the king?” said I; “what have you been telling the 
king?” 

“Everything, except about the nuggets and the sovereigns, 
of which I knew nothing; and I have felt myself a blackguard 
ever since for not telling him about these when he came up 
here last autumn—but I let the mayor and my mother talk 
me over, as I am afraid they will do again.” 

“When did you tell the king?” 

Then followed all the details that I have told in the latter 
part of Chapter 21. When I asked how the king took the 
confession, George said: “He was so much flattered at being 
treated like a reasonable being, and Dr. Downie, who was chief 
spokesman, played his part so discreetly, without attempting 
to obscure even the most compromising issues, that though His 
Majesty made some show of displeasure at first, it was plain 
that he was heartily enjoying the whole story. 

“Dr. Downie showed very well. He took on himself the 
onus of having advised our action, and he gave me all the 
credit of having proposed that we should make a clean breast 
of everything. 

“The king, too, behaved with truly royal politeness; he was 
on the point of asking why I had not taken our father to the 
Blue Pool at once and flung him into it on the Sunday afternoon, 
when something seemed to strike him: he gave me a searching 
look, on which he said in an undertone, ‘Oh yes/ and did not 
go on with his question. He never blamed me for anything, 
and when I begged him to accept my resignation of the ranger- 
ship, he said: “‘No. Stay where you are till I lose confidence 
in you, which will not, I think, be very soon. I will come and 
have a few days’ shooting about the middle of March, and if I 
have good sport I shall order your salary to be increased. If any 
more foreign devils come over, do not Blue-Pool them; send 
them down to me, and I will see what I think of them; I am 
much disposed to encourage a few of them to settle here.” 

“I am sure,” continued George, “that he said this because 
he knew I was half a foreign devil myself. Indeed, he won 
my heart not only by the delicacy of his consideration, but 
by the obvious good will he bore me. I do not know what he 
did with the nuggets, but he gave orders that the blanket and 
the rest of my father’s kit should be put in the great Erewhonian 
Museum. As regards my father’s receipt, and the professors’ 
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two depositions, he said he would have them carefully pre¬ 
served in his secret archives. ‘A document/ he said some¬ 
what enigmatically, ‘is a document—but, Professor Hanky, 
you can have this’—and as he spoke he handed him back his 
pocket-handkerchief. 

“Hanky during the whole interview was furious at having to 
play so undignified a part, but even more so because the king, 
while he paid marked attention to Dr. Downie, and even to 
myself, treated him with amused disdain. Nevertheless, angry 
though he was, he was impenitent, unabashed, and brazened it 
out at Bridgeford that the king had received him with open 
arms, and had snubbed Dr. Downie and myself. But for his 
(Hanky's) intercession, I should have been dismissed then and 
there from the rangership. And so forth. Panky never opened 
his mouth. 

“Returning to the king, His Majesty said to Dr. Downie, 
‘I am afraid I shall not be able to canonize any of you gentlemen 
just yet. We must let this affair blow over. Indeed, I am in 
half a mind to have this Sunchild bubble pricked; 1 never liked 
it, and am getting tired of it; you Musical Bank gentlemen are 
overdoing it. I will talk it over with Her Majesty. As for 
Professor Hanky, I do not see how I can keep one who has 
been so successfully hoodwinked as my Professor of Worldly 
Wisdom; but I will consult Her Majesty about this point also. 
Perhaps I can find another post for him. If I decide on having 
Sunchildism pricked, he shall apply the pin. You may go.' 

“And glad enough," said George, “we all of us were to 
do so." 

“But did he," I asked, “try to prick the bubble of Sun¬ 
childism?" 

“Oh no. As soon as he said he would talk it over with 
Her Majesty, I knew the whole thing would end in smoke, 
as indeed to all outward appearance it shortly did; for Dr. 
Downie advised him not to be in too great a hurry, and what¬ 
ever he did to do it gradually. He therefore took no further 
action than to show marked favour to practical engineers and 
mechanicians. Moreover, he started an aeronautical society, 
which made Bridgeford furious; but so far, I am afraid it has 
done us no good, for the first ascent was disastrous, involving 
the death of the poor fellow who made it, and since then no 
one has ventured to ascend. I am afraid we do not get on 
very fast.” 

“Did the king," I asked, “increase your salary?” 
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“Yes. He doubled it.” 

“And what do they say in Sunch’ston about our father’s 
second visit?” 

George laughed, and showed me the newspaper extract which 
I have already given. I asked who wrote it. 

“I did,” said he, with a demure smile; “I wrote it at night 
after I returned home, and before starting for the capital next 
morning. I called myself ‘the deservedly popular ranger’ to 
avert suspicion. No one found me out; you can keep the 
extract; I brought it here on purpose.” 

“It does you great credit. Was there ever any lunatic, and 
was he found?” 

“Oh yes. That part was true, except that he had never 
been up our way.” 

“Then the poacher is still at large?” 

“It is to be feared so.” 

“And were Dr. Downie and the professors canonized after 
all?” 

“Not yet; but the professors will be next month—for Hanky 
is still professor. Dr. Downie backed out of it. He said it 
was enough to be a Sunchildist without being a Sunchild saint. 
He worships the jumping cat as much as the others, but he 
keeps his eye better on the cat, and sees sooner both when it 
will jump and where it will jump to. Then, without disturbing 
any one, he insinuates himself into the place which will be best 
when the jump is over. Some say that the cat knows him 
and follows him; at all events, when he makes a move the cat 
generally jumps towards him soon afterwards.” 

“You give him a very high character.” 

“Yes, but I have my doubts about his doing much in this 
matter; he is getting old, and Hanky burrows like a mole 
night and day. There is no knowing how it will all end.” 

“And the people at Sunch’ston ? Has it got well about among 
them, in spite of your admirable article, that it was the Sunchild 
himself who interrupted Hanky?” 

“It has, and it has not. Many of us know the truth, but a 
story came down from Bridgeford that it was an evil spirit 
who had assumed the Sunchild’s form, intending to make people 
sceptical about Sunchildism; Hanky and Panky cowed this 
spirit, otherwise it would never have recanted. Many people 
swallow this.” 

“But Hanky and Panky swore that they knew the man.” 

“That does not matter.” 
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“And now, please, how long have you been married?” 

“About ten months.” 

“Any family?” 

4 ‘ One boy about a fortnight old. Do come down to Sunch’ston 
and see him—he is your own nephew. You speak Erewhonian 
so perfectly that no human being would suspect you were a 
foreigner, and you look one of us from head to foot. I can 
smuggle you through quite easily, and my mother would so 
like to see you.” 

I should dearly have liked to have gone, but it was out of 
the question. I had nothing with me but the clothes I stood 
in; moreover, I was longing to be back in England, and when 
once I was in Erewhon there was no knowing when I should 
be able to get away again; but George fought hard before 
he gave in. 

It was now nearing the time when this strange meeting 
between two brothers—as strange a one as the statues can 
ever have looked down upon—must come to an end. I showed 
George what the repeater would do, and what it would expect 
of its possessor. I gave him six good photographs, of my father 
and myself—three of each. He had never seen a photograph, 
and could hardly believe his eyes as he looked at those I showed 
him. I also gave him three envelopes addressed to myself, 
care of Alfred Emery Cathie, Esq., 15 Clifford’s Inn, London, 
and implored him to write to me if he could ever find means 
of getting a letter over the range as far as the shepherd’s hut. 
At this he shook his head, but he promised to write if he could. 
I also told him that I had written a full account of my father’s 
second visit to Erewhon, but that it should never be published 
till I heard from him—at which he again shook his head, but 
added: “And yet who can tell? For the king may have the 
country opened up to foreigners some day after all.” 

Then he thanked me a thousand times over, shouldered the 
knapsack, embraced me as he had my father, and caressed the 
dog, embraced me again, and made no attempt to hide the 
tears that ran down his cheeks. 

“There,” he said; “I shall wait here till you are out of 
sight.” 

I turned away, and did not look back till I reached the 
place at which I knew that I should lose the statues. I then 
turned round, waved my hand—as also did George, and went 
down the mountain side, full of sad thoughts, but thankful that 
my task had been so happily accomplished, and aware that 
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my life henceforward had been enriched by something that I 
could never lose. 

For I had never seen, and felt as though I never could see, 
George’s equal. His absolute unconsciousness of self, the un¬ 
hesitating way in which he took me to his heart, his fearless 
frankness, the happy genial expression that played on his face, 
and the extreme sweetness of his smile—these were the things 
that made me say to myself that the “blazon of beauty’s best” 
could tell me nothing better than what I had found and lost 
within the last three hours. How small, too, I felt by com¬ 
parison! If for no other cause, yet for this, that I, who had 
wept so bitterly over my own disappointment the day before, 
could meet this dear fellow’s tears with no tear of my own. 

But let this pass. I got back to Harris’s hut without adven¬ 
ture. When there, in the course of the evening, I told Harris 
that I had a fancy for the rug he had found on the river-bed, 
and that if he would let me have it, I would give him my red 
one and ten shillings to boot. The exchange was so obviously 
to his advantage that he made no demur, and next morning I 
strapped Yram’s rug on to my horse, and took it gladly home 
to England, where I keep it on my own bed next to the counter¬ 
pane, so that with care it may last me out my life. I wanted 
him to take the dog and make a home for him, but he had 
two collies already, and said that a retriever would be of no 
use to him. So I took the poor beast on with me to the port, 
where I was glad to find that Mr. Baker liked him and accepted 
him from me, though he was not mine to give. He had been 
such an unspeakable comfort to me when I was alone, that h€ 
would have haunted me unless I had been able to provide foi 
him where I knew he would be well cared for. As for Doctor 
I was sorry to leave him, but I knew he was in good hands. 

“I see you have not brought your knapsack back, sir,” 
said Mr. Baker. 

“No,” said I, “and very thankful was I when I had handed 
it over to those for whom it was intended.” 

“I have no doubt you were, sir, for I could see it was a 
desperate heavy load for you.” 

“Indeed it was.” But at this point I brought the discussion 
to a close. 

Two days later I sailed, and reached home early in February 
1892. I was married three weeks later, and when the honey¬ 
moon was over, set about making the necessary, and some, 
I fear, unnecessary, additions to tins book—by far the greater 
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part of which had been written, as I have already said, many 
months earlier. I now leave it, at any rate for the present, 
22 April, 1892. 

Postscript .—On the last day of November 1900 I received a 
letter addressed in Mr. Alfred Cathie’s familiar handwriting, 
and on opening it found that it contained another, addressed 
to me in my own, and unstamped. For the moment I was 
puzzled, but immediately knew that it must be from George. 
I tore it open, and found eight closely written pages, which I 
devoured as I have seldom indeed devoured so long a letter. 
It was dated XXIX, vii, 1, and, as nearly as I can translate it, 
was as follows: 

“Twice, my dearest brother, have I written to you, and 
twice in successive days in successive years have I been up 
to the statues on the chance that you could meet me, as I 
proposed in my letters. Do not think I went all the way back 
to Sunch’ston—there is a ranger’s shelter now only an hour and 
a half below the statues, and here I passed the night. I knew 
you had got neither of my letters, for if you had got them 
and could not come yourself, you would have sent some one 
whom you could trust with a letter. I know you would, though 
I do not know how you would have contrived to do it. 

“I sent both letters through Bishop Kahabuka (or, as his 
inferior clergy call him, ‘Chowbok’), head of the Christian 
Mission to Erewhemos, which, as your father has doubtless told 
you, is the country adjoining Erewhon, but inhabited by a 
coloured race having no affinity with our own. Bishop Kaha¬ 
buka has penetrated at times into Erewhon, and the king, 
wishing to be on good terms with his neighbours, has permitted 
him to establish two or three mission stations in the western 
parts of Erewhon. Among the missionaries are some few of 
your own countrymen. None of us like them, but one of them 
is teaching me English, which I find quite easy. 

“As I wrote in the letters that have never reached you, I 
am no longer ranger. The king, after some few years (in the 
course of which I told him of your visit, and what you had 
brought me), declared that I was the only one of his servants 
whom he could trust, and found high office for me, which 
kept me in close confidential communication with himself. 

“About three years ago, on the death of his Prime Minister, 
he appointed me to fill his place; and it was on this that so 
many possibilities occurred to me, concerning which I dearly 
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longed for your opinion, that I wrote and asked you, if you could, 
to meet me personally or by proxy at the statues, which I could 
reach on the occasion of my annual visit to my mother—yes— 
and father—at Sunch’ston. 

“I sent both letters by way of Erewhemos, confiding them 
to Bishop Kahabuka, who is just such another as St. Hanky. 
He tells me that our father was a very old and dear friend of 
his—but of course I did not say anything about his being my 
own father. I only inquired about a Mr. Higgs, who was now 
worshipped in Erewhon as a supernatural being. The bishop 
said it was ‘Oh, so very dreadful/ and he felt it all the more 
keenly, for the reason that he had himself been the means of 
my father’s going to Erewhon, by giving him the information 
that enabled him to find the pass over the range that bounded 
the country. 

“I did not like the man, but I thought I could trust him 
with a letter, which it now seems I could not do. This third 
letter I have given him with a promise of a hundred pounds 
in silver for his new cathedral, to be paid as soon as I get an 
answer from you. 

“We are all well at Sunch’ston; so are my wife and eight 
children—five sons and three daughters—but the country is at 
sixes and sevens. St. Panky is dead, but his son Pocus is worse. 
Dr. Downie has become very lethargic. I can do less against 
St. Hankyism than when I was a private man. A little indis¬ 
cretion on my part would plunge the country in civil war. 
Our engineers and so-called men of science are sturdily begging 
for endowments, and steadily claiming to have a hand in every 
pie that is baked from one end of the country to the other. 
The missionaries are buying up all our silver, and a change in 
the relative values of gold and silver is in progress of which 
none of us foresee the end. 

“The king and I both think that annexation by England, 
or a British Protectorate, would be the saving of us, for we 
have no army worth the name, and if you do not take us over 
some one else soon will. The king has urged me to send for 
you. If you come (dol do! do!) you had better come by way 
of Erewhemos, which is now in monthly communication with 
Southampton. If you will write me that you are coming I 
will meet you at the port, and bring you with me to our own 
capital, where the king will be overjoyed to see you.” 

The rest of the letter was filled with all sorts of news which 
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interested me, but would require chapters of explanation before 
they could become interesting to the reader. 

The letter wound up: “You may publish now whatever 
you like, whenever you like. 

“Write to me by way of Erewhemos, care of the Right 
Reverend the Lord Bishop, and say which way you will come. 
If you prefer the old road, we are bound to be in the neighbour¬ 
hood of the statues by the beginning of March. My next 
brother is now ranger, and could meet you at the statues with 
permit and luncheon, and more of that white wine than ever 
you will be able to drink. Only let me know what you will do. 

“I should tell you that the old railway which used to run 
from Clearwater to the capital, and which, as you know, was 
allowed to go to ruin, has been reconstructed at an outlay far 
less than might have been expected—for the bridges had been 
maintained for ordinary carriage traffic. The journey, therefore, 
from Sunch’ston to the capital can now be done in less than 
forty hours. On the whole, however, I recommend you to 
come by way of Erewhemos. If you start, as I think possible, 
without writing from England, Bishop Kahabuka’s palace is 
only eight miles from the port, and he will give you every 
information about your further journey—a distance of less than 
a couple of hundred miles. But I should prefer to meet you 
myself. 

“My dearest brother, I charge you by the memory of our 
common father, and even more by that of those three hours 
that linked you to me for ever, and which I would fain hope 
linked me also to yourself—come over, if by any means you can 
do so—come over and help us. 

“George Strong.” 

“My dear,” said I to my wife, who was at the other end 
of the breakfast-table, “I shall have to translate this letter to 
you, and then you will have to help me to begin packing; 
for I have none too much time. I must see Alfred, and give 
him a power of attorney. He will arrange with some publisher 
about my book, and you can correct the press. Break the 
news gently to the children; and get along without me, my 
dear, for six months as well as you can.” 

I write this at Southampton, from which port I sail to¬ 
morrow—i.e. 15 November, 1900—for Erewhemos. 
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Oervante's Don Quixote, 385, 386 


Chaucer’s Canterbury Tales, 307 
Chesterfield's Letters to his Son, 823 
Chesterton's (G.K.) Stories, Essays, 
and Poems, 913 

Chesterton’s (Cecil) A History of the 
United States, 965 
Chr6tien de Troyes’s Arthurian 
Romances, 698 

Cibber’s Apology for his Life, 668 
Cicero's Select Letters and Orations, 
345 

Clarke’s Tales from Chaucer, 537 
„ Shakespeare’s Heroines, 
109-11 

Cobbett's Rural Rides, 638, 63U 
Coleridge’s Biographla, 11 

„ Golden Book of Poetry, 

43 

,, Lectures on Shakespeare, 

162 

Collins's Woman in White, 464 
„ The Moonstone, 979 
Collodi’s Pinoochio, 538 
Conrad's Lord Jim. 925 

„ Nigger of the 'Narcissus,' 
Converse’s Long Will, 328 (etc., 980 
House of Prayer, 923 
Cook's (Captain) Voyages, 99 
Cooper’s The Deerslayer, 77 
The Pathfinder, 78 
# , Last of the Mohicans, 79 

„ The Pioneer, 171 

,, The Prairie, 172 

Cowper's Letters, 774 
„ Poems. 872 

Cox's Tales of Ancient Greece, 721 
Craik’s Manual of English Litera¬ 
ture, 346 

Craik (Mrs.). See Mulook 
Creasy’s Fifteen Decisive Battles, 
300 

CrSvecceur’s Letters from an Amer¬ 
ican Farmer, 640 

Curtis’s Prue and I, and Lotus, 418 

Dana’s Two Tears before the Mast, 

588 

Dante’s Divine Comedy, 308 
Darwin's Origin of Species, 811 
„ Voyage of the Beagle, 104 
Parent's Story of Burnt Njal, 558 
Daudet’s Tartarin of Tarascon, 423 
Defoe’s Robinson Crusoe, 59 
„ Captain Singleton, 74 

,, Memoirs of a Cavalier, 283 

,, Journal of Plague, 289 

m Tour through England and 

Wales, 820, 821 
,, Moll Flanders, 837 

De Jolnville's Memoirs of the 
Crusades, 333 

de la Mare’s Stories and Poems, 940 
Demosthenes' Select Orations, 546 
Dennis's Cities and Cemeteries of 
Etruria, 183, 184 
De Quinoey*s Lake Poets, 163 
„ Opium-Eater. 223 

„ English Mall Coaoh, 

etc., 609 

De Rets (Cardinal), Memoirs of, 735, 
736 

Descartes’ Discourse on Method, 570 
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Dickens's Barnaby Rudge. 76 
,, Tale of Two Cities, 102 

pp Old Curiosity Shop, 173 

I, Oliver Twist, 233 

„ Great Expectations, 234 

„ Pickwick Papers. 235 

Bleak House, 236 
„ Sketches by Boz, 237 

„ Nicholas Nickleby, 238 

„ Christmas Books, 239 

Dombey and Son, 240 
„ Martin Chuzzlewit, 241 

„ David Copperfield, 242 

,. American Notes, 290 

„ Child’s History of Eng¬ 

land, 291 

pp Hard Times, 292 

„ Little Dorrit, 293 

„ Our Mutual Friend, 294 

„ Christmas Stories, 414 

„ Uncommercial Traveller, 

536 

„ Edwin Drood, 725 

„ Reprinted Pieces, 744 

Disraeli’s Coningsby, 535 
Dodge's Hans Brinker, 620 
Donne’s Poems, 867 
Dostoevsky’s Crime and Punish¬ 
ment, 501 

„ The House of the Dead, 533 
,, Letters from the Underworld, 
etc., 654 
„ The Idiot, 682 

„ Poor Folk, and The Gambler, 
711 

vt The Brothers Karamazov, 802, 

803 

,, The Possessed, 861, 862 
Dowden’s Life of R. Browning, 701 
Dry den’s Dramatic Essays, 668 
,, Poems, 910 

Dufferln’s Letters from High Lati¬ 
tudes, 499 

Dumas’s The Three Musketeers, 81 
„ The Black Tulip, 174 

,, Twenty Years After, 175 

„ Marguerite de Valois, 326 

„ The Count of Monte Cristo, 

393. 394 

,, The Forty-Five, 420 

p, Chicot the Jester, 421 

p, Vioomte de Bragelonne, 

593-5 

,p Le Chevalier de Maison 

Rouge, 614 

Du Maurice’s Trilby. 863 
Puruy*s Heroes of England, 471 
„ History of France, 737, 738 

Eddington’s Nature of the Physical 
Wond, 922 

Edgar’s Creasy and Poiotiers, 17 
„ Runnymede and Lincoln 
Fair, 320 

Edgeworth's Castle Raokrent, etc., 
410 

Eighteenth-Century Plays, 818 
Eliot’s Adam Bede, 27 
„ Silas Maraer, 121 
„ Romola, 231 
„ Mill on the Floss, 326 
Felix Holt, 853 


Eliot's Scenes of Clerical Life, 468 
.. Middlemarch, 854, 855 
Ellis's (Havelock) Selected Essays, 
Elyot’s Gouemour, 227 [936 

Emerson’s Essays, 12 

„ Representative Men, 279 

„ Nature, Conduct of Life, 

etc., 322 

,, Society and Solitude, etc., 

„ Poems, 715 [567 

Epictetus’ Moral Discourses, 404 
Erckmann-Chatrian’s The Conscript 
and Waterloo, 354 
„ Story of a Peasant, 706, 

Euclid’s Elements, 891 [707 

Euripides’ Plays, 63, 271 
Evans’s Holy Graal, 445 
Evelyn’s Diary, 220, 221 
Everyman and other Interludes, 381 
Ewing’s (Mrs.) Mrs. Overtheway’s 
Remembrances, etc., 730 
„ Jackanapes, Daddy Dar¬ 
win’s Dovecot, and The 
Story of a Short Life, 731 

Faraday’s Experimental Researches 
in Electricity, 576 
Ferrier’s (Susan) Marriage, 816 
Fielding’s Tom Jones, 355. 356 
„ Amelia, 852, 853 
„ Joseph Andrews, 467 
„ Jonathon Wild, and the 
Journal of a Voyage to 
Lisbon, 877 

Finlay’s Byzantine Empire, 33 [185 
„ Greece under the Romans, 
Flaubert’s Madame Bovary, 808 
„ Salammbo, 869 [969 

,. Sentimental Education, 
Fletcher’s (Beaumont and) Selected 
Plays, 506 

Ford’s Gatherings from Spain, 152 
Forster's Life of Dickens, 781, 782 
Forster’s (E. M.) A Passage to India, 
972 

Fox’s (Charles James) Selected 
Speeches, 759 

Fox's (George) Journal, 754 
France’s (Anatole) Sign of the Relne 
P6dauque & Revolt of the Angels, 
967 

Francis' (Saint) The Little Flowers, 
etc., 485 1447 

Franklin’s Journey to the Polar Sea, 
Freeman’s Old English History for 
Children, 540 

French Mediaeval Romances 667 
Froissart’s Chronicles, 57 
Froude’s Short Studies, 13, 706 
,. Henry VIII, 372-4 

„ Edward VI, 375 

,, Mary Tudor, 47 7 

M History of Queen Eliza- 

beth*s Reign, 583-7 
m Life of Benjamin Disraeli, 
Lord Beaoonsfield, 666 

Galsworthy’s Country House, 917 
Galt’s Annals of the Parish, 427 
Galton’s Inquiries Into Human 
Faculty, 263 
Gaskell’s Cranford, 88 




Gaskell's Life of Charlotte Brontd, 
„ Sylvia's Lovers, 524 [318 

,, Mary Barton, 598 

,, Cousin Phillis, etc., 615 

„ North and South, 680 

Gatty's Parables from Nature, 158 
Geoffrey of Monmouth's Histories 
of the Kings of Britain, 573 
George's Progress and Poverty, 560 
Gibbon's Roman Empire, 434-6, 
474—6 

,, Autobiography, 511 

Gilchrist's Life of Blake, 971 
Gilfillan's Literary Portraits, 348 
Giraldus Cambrensis, Wales, 272 
Glelg*s Life of Wellington, 341 
„ The Subaltern, 708 
Goethe's Faust, 335 

„ Wilhelm Meister. 599, 600 
,, Conversations with Ecker- 

rnann, 851 

Gogol's Dead Souls, 726 
Taras Bulba. 740 
Goldsmith's Vicar of Wakefield, 295 
„ Poems and Plays, 415 

„ Citizen of the World, 

etc., 902 

Goncharov's Oblomov, 878 
Gore’s Philosophy of the Good Life, 
Gorki’s Through Russia, 741 [924 

Gotthelf’s Ulnc the Farm Servant, 
228 

Gray's Poems and Letters, 628 
Green's Short History of the Eng¬ 
lish People, 727, 728 
Grettir Saga, 699 
Grimm's Fairy Tales, 56 
Grossmith's Diary of a Nobody, 963 
Grote’s History of Greece, 186-97 
Guest's (Lady) Mabinogion, 97 

Hahnemann’s The Organon of the 
Rational Art of Healing, 663 
Hakluyt's Voyages, 264, 265, 313, 
314, 338, 339, 388, 389 
Hallam's Constitutional History, 
621-3 

Hamilton’s The Federalist, 519 
Harte's Luck of Roaring Camp, 681 
Harvey's Circulation of Blood, 262 
Hawthorne's Wonder Book, 5 

„ The Scarlet Letter, 122 

„ House of Seven Gables, 

176 

„ The Marble Faun, 424 

„ Twice Told Tales, 531 

„ Bllthedale Romance, 
592 

Hazlitt's Characters of Shake¬ 
speare's Plays, 65 
„ Table Talk, 321 

„ Lectures, 411 

„ Spirit of the Age and Lec¬ 

tures on English Poets, 

,. Plain Speaker7ol4 [459 

Hebbel's Plays, 694 
Heimskringla: The Olaf Sagas, 717 
„ Sagas of the Norse 

Kings, 847 

Heine's Prose and Poetry, 911 
Helps's (Sir Arthur) Life of Colum¬ 
bus, 332 


Herbert's Temple, 309 
Herodotus, 405, 406 
Herrick's Hesperides, 310 
Hobbes’s Leviathan, 691 
Hollnshed’s Chronicle, 800 
Holmes's Life of Mozart, 564 
Holmes's (O. W.) Autocrat, 66 
„ Professor, 67 

„ Poet, 68 

Homer’s Iliad, 453 
„ Odyssey, 454 
Hooker's Ecclesiastical Polity, ‘201, 
202 [515 

Horace’s Complete Poetical Works, 
Houghton’s Life and Letters of 
Keats, 801 

Howard's (E.) Rattlln the Reefer, 
857 

Howard’s (John) State of the 
Prisons, 835 [926 

Hudson's (W. H.) A Shepherd's Life, 
„ Far Away and Long Ago, 
956 [51$ 

Hughes’s Tom Brown's Schooldays, 
Hugo's (Victor) Les Mlsdrables, 363, 
364 

,, Notre Dame, 422 

„ Toilers of the Sea, 

509 

Hume's Treatise of Human Nature, 
etc., 548, 549 

Hunt's (Leigh) Selected Essays, 829 , 
Hutchinson's (Col.) Memoirs, 317 
Huxley's (Aldous) Stories, Essays, 
and Poems, 935 

Huxley's (T. H.) Man's Place in 
Nature, 47 

Select Lectures and Lay 
Sermons, 498 

Ibsen's The Doll’s House, etc., 494 
Ghosts, etc., 552 
Pretender, Pillars of Society, 
Rosmersholm, 659 
Brand, 718 
Lady Inger, etc., 729 
Peer Gynt, 747 
Ingelow's Mopsa the Fairy, 619 
Irving's Sketch Book, 117 

Conquest of Granada, 478 
,, Life of Mahomet, 513 
Italian Short Stories, 876 

James's (G. P. R.) Richelieu, 357 
James's (Henry) The Turn of the 
Screw, and The Aspern Papers, 912 
James (Wm.) Selections from, 739 
Jefferies's (Richard) After London, 
and Amaryllis at the 
Fair, 951 
Bevis, 850 
Johnson's (Dr.) Lives of the Pouts, 
770-1 

Jonson's (Ben) Plays, 489, 490 
Josephus's Wars of the Jews, 712 

Kalidasa's Shakuntala, 629 
Kant, Critique of Pure Reason, 909 
Keats's Poems, 101 
Keble's Christian Year, 690 
King's Life of M&zzini, 562 
Klnglake's Eothen, 337 



Kingsley's (Ctaas.) Westward Hoi, 20 
„ Heroes, 113 

„ Hereward the Wake, 206 

„ Hypatia, 230 

” Water Babies, and 

Glaucns, 277 
,, Alton Locke, 462 

„ Yeast, 611 

,, Madam How and Lady 

Why, 777 
„ Poems, 793 

Kingsley's (Henry) Ravenshoe, 28 
,, Geoffrey Hamlyn, 416 

Kingston’s Peter the Whaler, 6 

„ Three Midshipmen, 7 

Kirby’s Kalevala, 259, 260 
Koran, 380 

Lamb's Tales from Shakespeare, 8 
„ Essays of Ella, 14 

„ Letters, 342, 343 

Landor’s Imaginary Conversations 
and Poems, 890 
Lane’s Modern Egyptians, 315 
I.angland’s Piers Plowman, 571 
Latimer's Sermons, 40 
Law’s Serious Call, 91 
Lawrence's The White Peacock, 914 
,, Stories, Essays, and 

Poems, 958 

Layamon’s (Wace and) Arthurian 
Chronicles, 578 

Lear (Edward). See under Antho¬ 
logies 

Leibniz' Philosophical Writings, 905 
Le Sage's Gil Bias, 437, 438 
Leslie T s Memoirs of John Constable, 
Lessing's Laocoon, etc., 843 [563 

Lever’s Harry Lorrequer, 1?7 
Lewes's Life of Goethe, 209 
Lincoln's Speeches, etc., 206 
Livy’s History of Rome, 603, 609, 
670, 749, 755, 756 
Locke’s Civil Government, 751 
Lockhart's Life of Napoleon, 3 
„ Life of Soott, 55 
„ Life of Bums, 156 
Longfellow's Poems, 382 
Ldnnrott's Kalevala, 259, 260 
Loti’s Iceland Fisherman, 920 
Lover’s Handy Andy, 178 
Lowell's Among My Books, 607 
Lucretius's Of the Nature of Things, 
750 

Liitzow's History of Bohemia, 432 
L> i U's Antiquity of Man, 700 
Lytton's Harold, 15 

„ Last of the Barons, 18 

„ Last Days of Pompeii, 80 

„ Pilgrims of the Rhine, 390 

„ Rienzi, 532 

Macaulay's England, 34-6 
„ Essays, 225, 226 

Speeches on Politics, 
etc., 399 

., Miscellaneous Essays, 

MacDonald's Sir Gibbie, 678 [439 

„ Phantastes, 732 

Machiavelli's Prince, 280 
„ Florence, 376 

Maine's Ancient Law, 734 


Malory's Le Morte D*Arthur, 45, 46 
Mai thus on the Principles of 
Population, 692, 693 
Mandeville’s Travels, 812 
Mann's (Thomas) Stories 8c Epi¬ 
sodes, 962 

Manning's Sir Thomas More, 19 

,, Mary Powell, and De¬ 
borah’s Diary, 324 
Marlowe’s Plays and Poems, 383 
Marryat’s Mr. Midshipman F.asy, 82 
Little Savage, 159 
Masterman Ready, 160 
Peter Simple, 232 
Children of New Forest, 
247 

Percival Keene, 358 
Settlers in Canada, 370 
King’s Own, 580 
,, Jacob Faithful, 618 

Martineau’s Feats on the Fjords, 429 
Martinengo-Cesaresco’s Folk-Lore 
and other Essays, 673 
Marx’s Capital, 848, 849 
Maugham’s (Somerset) Cakes and 
Ale 932 

Maupassant’s Short Stories, 907 
Maurice's Kingdom of Christ, 146-7 
Mazzini’s Duties of Man, etc., 224 
Melville's Moby Dick, 179 
„ Typee, 180 

„ Omoo, 297 

Meredith’s The Ordeal of Richard 
Feverel, 916 

M6rim6e’s Carmen, etc., 834 
Merivale's History of Rome, 433 
Micklewicz's Pan Tadeusz, 842 
Mignet’s French Revolution, 713 
Mill’s Utilitarianism, Liberty, Repre¬ 
sentative Government, 482 
„ Rights of Woman, 825 
Miller’s Old Red Sandstone, 103 
Milman’s History of the Jews, 377. 
Milton’s Poems, 384 [378 

„ Areopagitica and other 
Prose Works, 795 
Mitford's Our Village, 927 
Molifere’s Comedies, 830, 831 
Mommsen's History of Rome, 542-6 
Montagu’s (Lady) Letters, 69 
Montaigne’s Essays, 440-2 
Moore'8 (George) Esther Waters, 933 
More’s Utopia, and Dialogue of 
Comfort against Tribulation, 461 
Morier’s Hajji Baba, 679 
Morris’s (Wm.) Early Romances, 261 
„ Life and Death of Jason, 575 
Morte D'Arthur Romances, 634 
Motley’s Dutch Republic, 86-8 
Mulock's John Halifax, 123 

Neale's Fall of Constantinople, 655 
Newcastle’s (Margaret, Duchess of> 
Life of the First Duke of New¬ 
castle, etc., 722 [636 

Newman's Apologia Pro Vita Sua, 
„ On the Scope and Nature 
of University Education, and a 
Paper on Christianity and Salon- 
tiflc Investigation, 723 
Nietzsche's Thus Spake Zara- 
thustra, 892 




Oliphant’s Salem Chapel, 244 
Omar Khavydm, 819 
Osborne (Dorothy), Letters of, 674 
Ovid: Selected Works, 955 
Owen's (Robert) A New View of 
Society, etc., 799 

Paine's Rights of Man, 718 
PalgTave's Golden Treasury, 96 
Paltock's Peter Wilkins, 676 
Park's (Mungo) Travels, 205 
Parkman's Conspiracy of Pontiac, 
302. 303 

Pascal's Pens6es, 874 
Paeton Letters, 752, 753 
Pater's Marius the Epicurean, 903 
Peacock's Headlong Hall, 327 
Pearson's The Grammar of Science, 
939 

Penn's The Peace of Europe, Some 
Fruits of Solitude, etc., 724 
Pepys's Diary, 53, 54 
Percy's Reliques, 148, 149 
Pinnow's (H.) History of Germany, 
929 

Pitt's Orations, 145 
Plato's Republic, 64 

,, Dialogues, 456, 457 
Plutarch's Lives, 407-9 
„ Moralia, 565 
Poe's Tales of Mystery and Imagina¬ 
tion, 336 

„ Poems and Essays, 791 
Polo's (Marco) Travels, 306 
Pope's Complete Poetical Works, 760 
Prescott's Conquest of Peru, 301 
„ Conquest of Mexico, 397, 

Pr6vost*s Manon Lescaut, etc., 834 
Priestley's Angel Pavement, 938 
Proctors Legends and Lyrics, 150 
Pushkin’s The Captain's Daughter, 
etc., 898 

Quiller-Couoh’s Hetty Wesley, 864 
M Cambridge Lectures, 

974 

Rabelais's Gargantua and Panta- 
gruel, 826, 827 

Radcliffe’s (Mrs. Ann) The Mysteries 
of Udolpho, 865, 866 
Ramayana and Mahabharata, 403 
Reade's The Cloister and the 
Hearth, 29 

„ Peg Woffington, 299 
Reid's (Mayne) Boy Hunters of the 
Mississippi, 582 
„ The Boy Slaves, 797 
Renan's Life of Jesus, 805 
Reynolds's Discourses, 118 
Ricardo's Principles of Political 
Economy and Taxation, 590 
Richardson's Pamela, 683, 684 
,, Clarissa J! 882-5 
Roberts's (Morley) Western Aver- 
nus, 762 

Robertson's Religion and Life, 37 
„ Christian Doctrine, 38 

„ Bible Subjects, 39 

Robinson's (Wade) Sermons, 637 j 
Roget's Thesaurus, 630,631 


Rossetti's (D. G.) Poems, 627 
Rousseau's Emile, 518 
Rousseau's Social Contract and 
other Essays, 660 
,. Confessions, 859, 860 
Ruskln's Seven Lamps of Architec¬ 
ture, 207 

„ Modem Painters, 208-12 

,, Stones of Venice, 213-15 

„ Unto this Last, etc., 216 

,, Elements of Drawing, eto., 

217 

,, Pre-Raphaelitism, etc., 218 

„ Sesame and Lilies. 219 

,, Ethics of the Dust, 282 

„ Crown of Wild Olive, and 

Oestus of Aglaia, 323 
„ Time and Tide, etc., 450 

„ The Two Boyhoods, 683 

Russell’s Life of Gladstone, 661 

Sand’s (George) The Devil's Pool, 
and Francois the Waif, 534 
Schetfel's Ekkehard, 529 
Scott’s (M.) Tom Cringle's Log, 710 

Scott’s (Sir W.) Ivanhoe, 16 
„ Fortunes of Nigel, 71 

,, Woodstock, 72 

„ Waverley, 75 

„ The Abbot, 124 

,, Anne of Geierstein, 125 

„ The Antiquary, 126 

„ Highland Widow, and Be¬ 

trothed, 127 

„ Black Dwarf, Legend of 

Montrose, 128 

,, Bride of Laramermoor, 129 

„ Castle Dangerous, Surgeon's 

Daughter, 130 
„ Robert of Paris, 131 

„ Fair Maid of Perth, 132 

,, Guy Mannering, 133 

„ Heart of Midlothian, 134 

„ Kenilworth, 135 

,, The Monastery, 136 

„ Old Mortality. 137 

„ Peveril of the Peak, 138 

„ The Pirate, 139 

„ Quentin Durward, 140 

„ Kedgauntlet, 141 

„ Rob Roy, 142 

„ St. Ronan's Well, 143 

„ The Talisman, 144 

,, Lives of the Novelists, 331 

„ Poems and Plays, 550, 551 

Seebohm's Oxford Reformers, 665 
Seeley's Ecce Homo, 305 
Sewell's (Anna) Black Beauty, 748 
Shakespeare's Comedies, 153 

„ Histories, etc., 154 

,, Tragedies, 155 [908 

Shchedrin's The Golovlyov Family. 
Shelley's Poetical Works, 257. 258 
Shelley's (Mrs.) Frankenstein, 616 
,, Eights of Women, 825 
Sheppard's Charles Auohester, 505 
Sheridan's Plays, 95 
Sienkiewioz’s Tales, 871 

„ Quo Vadisf. 970 
Sismondi's Italian Republics, 250 
Smeaton's Life of Shakespeare, 514 
Smith's Wealth of Nations, 412, 418 





Smith's (George) Life of Wm. Carey, I 
305 1 
Smollett's Roderiok Random, 790 
,, Peregrine Pickle, 838, 839 

„ The Expedition of Hum¬ 

phry Clinker, 975 
Somerville and Ross: Experiences 
of an Irish R.M., 978 
Sophocles* Dramas, 114 
Southey's Life of Nelson, 52 
Spectator, 104-7 
Speke's Source of the Nile, 50 
Spencer's (Herbert) Essays on 
Education, 503 

Spenser's Faerie Queene. 443, 444 
,, The Shepherd's Calendar, 1 
879 

Spinoza's Ethics, etc., 481 
Spyri’s Heidi, 431 t 

Stanley's Memorials of Canterbury. 

,, Eastern Church, 251 [89 

Steele's The Spectator, 164-7 
Stendhal's Scarlet and Black, 945, 
Sterne’s Tribtram Shandy, 617 [946 

,, Sentimental Journey, and 
Journal to Eliza, 796 
Stevenson's Treasure Island, and 
Kidnapped, 763 

„ Master of Ballantrae, and The 
Black Arrow, 7 64 
,, Vlrginibus Puerisque, and 

Familiar Studies of Men 

and Books, 765 

„ An Inland Voyage, Travels 

with a Donkey, and Silver¬ 
ado Squatters, 766 
„ Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, The 
Merry Men, etc., 767 
,, Poems, 768 

„ In the South Seas, and Island 
Nights* Entertainments, 769 
„ St. Ives, 904 

Stow's Survey of London, 589 
Stowe's Uncle Tom's Cabin, 371 
Strickland's Queen Elizabeth, 100 
Surtees's Jorrocks’s Jaunts, 817 
Swedenborg's Heaven and Hell, 379 
„ Divine Love and 

Wisdom, 635 

M Divine Providence, 

658 

M The True Christian 
Religion, 893 

Swift's Gulliver's Travels, Un¬ 
abridged Edition, 60 
„ Tale of a Tub, etc., 347 
,, Journal to Stella, 757 
Swinburne's (A. C.), Poems and 
Prose, 961 

Swinnerton's The Georgian Literary 
Scene, 943 

Swiss Family Robinson, 430 
Synge's Plays, Poems & Prose, 968 

Tacitus's Annals, 273 
„ Agricola and Germania, 274 
Taylor's Words and Places, 517 
Tonekhov*s Plays and Stories, 941 
Tennyson's Poems, 44, 626 
Thackeray's Esmond 73 
„ Vanity Fair, 298 

„ Christmas Books, 359 


Thackeray's Pendennis, 425, 426 
„ Newcomes, 465, 466 

,, The Virginians, 507,508 

„ English Humorists, and 

The Four Georges, 610 
„ Roundabout Papers, G8 7 

Thierry's Norman Conquest, 198,199 
Thoreau's Walden, 281 
Thucydides* Peloponnesian War, 455 
Tolstoy's Master Sc Man, Other 
Parables Sc Tales, 460 
„ War and Peace, 525-7 

„ Childhood, Boyhood, and 

Youth, 591 

,, Anna Karenina, 612, 613 

Trench's On the Study of Words and 
English Past and Present, 788 
Trollope's Barchester Towers, 30 
„ Framley Parsonage, 181 

„ The Warden, 182 

,, Dr. Thorne, 360 [361 

., Small House at Allingxon, 

„ Last Chronicles of Barset, 

391,392 [761 

„ Golden Lion of Granpere, 

„ Phineas Finn, 832, 833 

Trotter's The Bayard of India, 396 
„ Hodson of Hodson's Horse, 

„ Warren Hastings. 452 [401 

Turgenev's Virgin Soil, 528 
„ Liza, 677 

., Fathers and Sons, 742 

Twain's (Mark) Tom Sawyer and 
Huckleberry Finn, 976 
Tyndall’s Glaciers of the Alps, 98 
Tytler's Principles of Translation, 
168 

Vasari's Lives of the Painters, 784-7 
Verne’s (Jules) Twenty Thousand 
Leagues under the Sea, 319 
,, Dropped from the Clouds, 367 
„ Abandoned, 368 
,, The Secret of the Island, 369 
M Five Weeks in a Balloon, and 
Around the World in Eighty 
Days, 779 
Virgil's jEneid, 161 

,, Eclogues and Georgies, 222 
Voltaire's Life of Charles XII, 270 
„ Age of Louis XIV, 780 

„ Candid© and Other Tales, 

936 

Waoe and Layamon's Arthurian 
Chronicles, 578 

[ Wakefield's Letter from Sydney, 
etc., 828 

Walpole's Letters, 775 
Walpole's (Hugh) Mr. Perrin and 
Mr. Traill, 918 
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